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1

 



Slowly,
stealthily, it drifted through the trees, a wandering wisp of morning fog,
pausing as it caught on the tips of the lanky pines of the Canadian
Shield, then tearing free. But it was more than just a bit of fog.
It had a purpose, and a direction, and a craving for flesh. It had
memories too: of power, of pursuit, of possession and control, of
feeding, of draining the spirit from its weak and soft hosts. There
were many of these memories, from many winters, stretching back to
the time of the Creator, but the latest one was the best. This
winter it had found a strong spirit, a delicious spirit, burning
like a flame. It had feasted eagerly, but then had been driven out
from its prey too soon, tricked by the elders, Guardians of the
People. It was a creature of the winter months, so now, with the
snows melted, it would be safer to rest and just wait. But this
time the drive was too strong. The taste of its latest victim was
still out there, and the promise of new ones too, their own evil
leaving chinks in their spirits that it could creep
through.

***

There was a
rumble in the spring air, rolling through the quiet like thunder
from a distant storm. Dave was quite familiar with the throaty
voice of a Harley, so was not surprised when ten choppers emerged
from the morning mist.

He smiled,
aimed his gun carefully at the lead bike, and pulled the trigger.
“Gotcha,” he murmured.

The deafening
noise faded slightly as the bikes all throttled back. They knew
they’d been busted. Dave glanced down and noted that he’d clocked
one at 122 kilometres, in an 80 zone. Technically, he could seize
the vehicle, but he wouldn’t bother. Aside from all the paperwork,
it wasn’t as if he could just toss one of these into the back of
his police 4x4. Too bad, as it would be a good speeding stat for
the day. He lowered the gun, ready to wave the bikes over to
Constable Reese, patiently waiting to intercept, just past the
turnoff into town.

Dave took a
step forward, then froze as a chill swept over him. He peered
closely at the approaching bikes, and swore under his breath. Sure
enough, the first one and at least two others were familiar.

“What
are you guys doing way up here?” he muttered

He’d lived for
months with these bikes, and their riders, back in Toronto. Six
months ago, he’d been working undercover down there, helped by his
unique ability to actually disappear, to become invisible. He’d
managed to infiltrate the local chapter of the Hell’s Angels, run
by the lead biker in this pack, a bearded giant of a man
appropriately named Sasquatch. It was at one of Sasquatch’s
meetings that Dave’s biker cover was almost blown. For his own
protection, the RCMP had staged a fake arrest and quickly
reassigned him to the detachment in a small quiet town in southern
Manitoba. He wasn’t exactly in hiding, but very few people would
make the connection between the bearded, tattooed, cold-eyed native
biker he used to look like, and the clean-faced RCMP corporal with
mirrored sunglasses, ironed uniform and polished shoes. Even his
tattoos were covered by his long-sleeved uniform shirts, with only
the tip of a Raven’s wing poking above his shirt collar. Now he
just wanted to blend in and enjoy his new peaceful career as a
competent, normal cop, chief of police for Kirk’s Landing. He’d
even started to make some friends up here, a big change for him
after years on his own in undercover. He was done with his past and
with using his special ability as a crutch, especially since it had
turned on him, showing its evil side.

He’d set up
with Reese on the highway an hour earlier. This was a great place
to catch people taking the scenic route to Winnipeg, as it wound
past the lakes and forests of the provincial park. It was a
beautiful warm June morning in the quiet little town of Kirk’s
Landing—or had been until now.

His radio
squawked. “Boss, Reese here. I saw these guys fly in, want me to
pull them over when they reach me?”

“No,”
he said, “just let them roll through. I’ll explain later.” With
that many bikers, he’d have to assist Reese with the stop, and he
couldn’t take that risk. As much as he knew that this group
warranted police attention, the last thing he wanted was for
Sasquatch to recognize him. He actually started to fade away, to
hide, then remembered he didn’t want to depend on that power
anymore, so stopped it. Instead, he turned away slightly and lifted
the mike to shield his face, trying to make it appear casual. There
was that chill again, as they rode by, and a tickle of the hairs on
the back of his neck. Maybe a storm was coming in. He waited for a
moment, then let out his breath as the rumble built again and the
pack of bikes accelerated down the two lane highway. They didn’t
look back. Hopefully they hadn’t made him.

He shook his
head, and keyed his mike. “Reese, let’s pack up for now. Come and
get me and we’ll head back to the detachment office.”

***

Badger wasn’t
pleased when Sasquatch signalled a pull over just a mile past the
speed trap. He would have preferred to keep going, as he’d sensed
something as they rode through, something familiar, something that
probed at him.

He was about to
speak up when Spider beat him to it. “Damn it Sas. Why are we
stopping here? They didn’t make us, but they still might change
their mind.”

Sasquatch
turned angrily toward Spider. “We’re stopping because I said we’re
stopping. I don’t give a shit about some jerk-water cops and I
don’t need you thinking you can tell me what to do. Got a problem
with that?”

By the time he finished, the
two bikers were chest to chest, their faces inches apart, and even
Badger could see Sas’s eyes glint dangerously black. Where had that
come from? Badger stepped forward. “Whoa, Sas. Chill out, he don’t
mean no harm. A break is fine. I know I could do with a piss in the ditch
and stretch my legs a bit.”

It had been a
long and tiring ride up from Toronto. These hard-tail bikes took a
toll on the body, especially on older highways like this one. They
wore their colours of course, so even though they obeyed all the
traffic rules they’d been stopped dozens of times by the cops. They
were all tired, but he was still surprised at the violence of their
leader’s outburst. Badger had heard some pretty impressive stories
about Sasquatch’s rise to power, how he’d easily managed to
out-fight or out-think his opponents, but up to now he’d been
acting like someone ready to retire, just mellowing out in his old
age. His last stint in jail, for just a minor drug bust, had really
aged him. This was supposed to be one easy last run, just to get
the Winnipeg chapter properly set up to manage the local drug
trade. Now here was their leader acting ready to bust some heads
again.

Sasquatch
stepped back a bit, but still glowered at Spider. “Yeah, whatever.
Just a quick break. I’ll be looking for some cold beer once we hit
Winnipeg tonight.” He rubbed his neck. “I don’t know what got into
me. I just got hit with a bitch of a headache as we passed by that
last town. Felt like a damn knife through my skull.”

Badger just
nodded. He liked road trips because they gave him a chance to
think, to be part of the group yet alone, away from their annoying
voices. Now all his thoughts were about that last town. He knew
every inch of Kirk’s Landing and the land around it. He’d been born
there, and grew up there. He frowned at the fence of sombre pine
trees on either side of the highway. He hated this country. He
especially hated the feeling that something was always watching him
from the trees.

“We
were lucky to get through there,” he said. “Speed limit dropped
just as we came around the corner.”

“I
forgot about this little shit-hole until it was too late,”
said Sasquatch, “but the cop just acted like we were doing the
limit. Didn’t even look at us. If anything, I thought he was
turning away on purpose.”

“You
know, he looked a bit familiar,” said Badger. “And I could feel
something not right as we rode by. It reminded me of the weird vibe
that I got from that guy we caught in Toronto.”

Even as a kid,
Badger had a knack for sensing something extra in people. Others
just thought it was intuition, but it went deeper than that. His
skill had helped him get into this gang, and made him a key member,
with Sasquatch relying on what they called his hunches.

“What
guy? You mean Bear?” said Spider. “Shit, what a loser. He was just
a spy from another gang. When we made him he managed to stumble
right into the arms of the cops. Heard he’s locked up somewhere in
Quebec.”

“He
was a pretty good spy, though,” said Badger. “We didn’t even notice
at first that he was at the meeting. I’m not saying that it is him,
just saying it felt the same.” He stared back at the dark trees. “I
used to live here.”

The others
stared at him in astonishment.

“Not
California?” said Sasquatch.

“Way
out here in the middle of nowhere?” added Spider.

Badger shrugged. “When I was a
teenager. There’s not much here. Just a smelly paper mill, stupid tourists
in the summer, and a long boring winter. It’s a small place, with maybe 1000
people counting our reserve.”

“You’re from a reservation?” said Spider.

Badger was
already regretting even mentioning this place. He sneered at
Spider, then gave him a shove. “Reserve, dumb-ass, not a
reservation. We are of the Anishinaabe, what you people call the
Ojibway. Or worse. My uncle was a band chief.”

“No
way!” said Spider. “Did you live in tee-pees and wear face paint?”
He started to do a little dance.

Badger briefly
considered slashing Spider’s throat with a screwdriver. So easy.
Spider was slow, and soft. Then at least one voice would be gone.
He smiled and let the thought pass. Spider was useful to them; he
could usually calm Sasquatch down when their leader got in one of
his moods. Badger sighed and moved back to his bike. “Nope, just
like regular kids in regular houses, but with less money and more
drugs. Grownups were always with the rules, pushing us to go to
school and be nice to all the whities. I had some friends that
thought different—we were always getting grief from the
elders.”

“Elders?” said Spider. “Like old folks?”

“Yeah,
usually old,” said Badger. “But special ones, that thought
they knew it all,
and tried to run the place. I just ignored the old farts,
and did my
thing. It seemed the more bad things I got into, the better I felt.
It gave me sort of a rush, you know? They tried to make me give it all up. I
could have, but just didn’t want to. Finally they had this big
ceremony and kicked me out. On my own, with just the shirt on my
back.”

“Your
own family? That sucks,” said Spider.

Sasquatch
nodded. “Big time. So, I’m guessing you don’t want to go back there
and check it out, right?”

Badger hadn’t
liked what he’d felt back there. Maybe it was time to move on. He
grunted, then shook his head. “No, I can’t be bothered with them
anymore. I need to catch up with some of my native friends in
Winnipeg, and set up some deals for us. After that, I’ll be heading
back into the States. Nothing personal, but I miss all my buddies
in California. If you guys do decide to stop in on the way back,
well, it’s not that exciting.”

“No,
we’ll just fly back to Toronto and ship the bikes back,” said
Sasquatch. “It’s a pretty long ride. But that little town is just
like the ones we want to expand to back in Ontario’s cottage
country. Sleepy places, lazy small town cops, a chance to catch
summer tourists wishing they’d brought some drugs with them. I
might get the guys from Winnipeg to drive down and check out the
possibilities.”

Sasquatch swung back onto his
bike and waved at the others to mount up too. “Let’s go. Only a
couple more hours to Winnipeg. I’m looking forward to slapping some
sense into those idiots up there.”

***

Dave stared out
the window as Reese drove back to the turnoff, past the gas station
and motel, then headed down the road to the lake and town. Dave
drummed his fingers on the dash, then shifted in his seat.

Finally Reese
spoke up. “What was that all about back there?”

Dave paused. He
supposed he owed his young constable some answers. As Dave kept
telling his staff, they were a team. “Remember, when I came up in
January, I mentioned problems with gangs in Toronto?”

“Have
they found you already?” said Reese.

“No, I
don’t think so, at least not on purpose,” said Dave. “Not way up
here.”

When Dave had
left Toronto his old boss had spread several false rumours about
his sudden disappearance. As it turned out, although the bikers
were pissed off and wanted to track him down, they had more
pressing local issues to deal with. Business was business.
Apparently a missing striker with a Bear tattoo was not as
significant as losing the drug markets to the younger Somalian,
Asian, and Chinese gangs.

“It’s
probably just a coincidence,” said Dave. “Lots of bikers like this
route. I recognized some of those bikes and their riders, though.
First one belonged to their leader, Sasquatch. Another one might
have been Badger.”

“Did
they make you?”

“I
doubt it,” said Dave, “I look a lot different from the last time
they saw me. And they have no reason to suspect I’m up here. Still,
I had a bad feeling when they went by.”

Dave had never
mentioned to Reese or the other police officers his mysterious
ability to fade from people’s awareness. He was only part
Anishinaabe, but suspected he owed this talent to that side of the
family. His grandmother had tried to explain his gift to him, when
he was young.

“Most
people and animals see what they expect to see, little bear,” she
said as he bent over, trying to knot a snare with small six year
old fingers. “Just think of the light bending around you and their
thoughts will follow with it. Be very still and they will forget
you are there.”

Unfortunately
his grandmother had died the year later, taking with her his only
link to his native culture. But he continued to develop his new
power, his fade, as he called it. He used it mainly for sneaking up
on rabbits and deer, and hiding from a sometimes abusive father. As
a single parent, in the military, his father resented having to
drag his son around from posting to posting, so Dave learned early
on how to stay out of the way. He was careful to keep his ability
secret as he grew up, and did use it very effectively in the drug
squad, early in his RCMP career. Unfortunately, a slip in
maintaining that shield was how he’d gotten in trouble with the
bike gangs in January. Once up here, though, for some reason his
power had grown and changed. It showed that it had a dark side too,
that almost took him over. Luckily, with the help of the local
aboriginal elders, he was able to get rid of what had crept into
him, just leaving things as before, with just his original ability.
His gift had helped him to solve some major crimes up here, by
eavesdropping unseen on the crooks, and impressing his co-workers
with what he maintained were just lucky guesses blended with
deductive reasoning. But he really didn’t need his ability now, in
this quiet little town, and felt uncomfortable using it on all his
new friends. Most importantly, the memory of being out of control
was fresh in his mind, and frightened him. He was determined to
prove once and for all that he could be a good cop on his own,
without using his power.

“Just
call it one of my hunches,” he said, “but I think we should keep
our eyes open around town just in case.”

They drove
slowly down the town’s main street, lined not with the tidy
boutique trees of a big city, but lofty pines from the last
century. A gentle breeze sighed through the tall trees, as locals
and visitors wandered back and forth across the street. At the far
end, just by the mill turnoff, squatted the Grande Hotel, framed by
the sun sparkling off the lake. He was really getting to like the
peace and quiet up here, as opposed to the noise and pollution of
downtown Toronto. To think that only a few months earlier he’d been
counting the days until he could get transferred back to a drug
squad down south.

“Collar too tight?” said Reese.

Dave realized
he’d been scratching at his Raven tattoo, a sure sign that
something was bothering him. He sighed. “No, just worried. I’ve a
feeling my past is about to catch up with me and disturb my quiet
life.”

Reese laughed.
“Quiet? Since January we uncovered a massive case of fraud and
corruption at the local pulp and paper mill, cleaned up a drug
problem, solved a murder, sent a handful of locals to jail, and
persuaded the Feds to set up a Centre of Excellence here to study
pollution. I just graduated a year ago, and they never said this
was what quiet meant.”

“Alright,” said Dave. “Maybe not that quiet, but everyone
assures me that was just a fluke, that it really is different up
here. There certainly is none of the gangs and violence I’m used
to. Here the problems are mostly local, and solving them has a
direct impact on the people we live with. And care
about.”

Reese smiled.
“I’ve noticed some changes in you since you came here.”

Dave glanced at
him quizzically. “Such as?”

“Well,” said Reese, “when you first arrived your
conversation maximum was one sentence. Now you sometimes get up to
three sentences!”

Dave smiled.
He’d been a loner most of his life, and when he joined the Force
he’d enjoyed the independence of undercover work. This latest job,
and the town, had eventually drawn him out.

“Sometimes I get carried away,” he said. “It’s hard to avoid
in this chatty town.”

“Or
with JB as a girlfriend,” said Reese. “She’s a real bundle of
energy. I’m not sure how you slowed her down enough to snag
her.”

“I’m
not sure if I really snagged JB,” said Dave. He glanced over to
find Reese trying to stare at him and drive at the same
time.

“What?”

“Nothing,” said Reese, as he swerved back onto the
road.

“Well
she’s not here, is she?” said Dave. “Just took off and moved
to Ottawa.
That’s not much of a snagging. Whatever. Let’s just drop it,
okay?

He’d rather not
discuss his love life with Reese, or the rest of his staff for that
matter. Norris was the other constable at the RCMP detachment and
she was reasonably discrete in questions about Dave’s girlfriend,
but still, he was her boss. As for Sheila, the detachment clerk,
she felt that her role as administrative commander of the office
and unofficial mother figure gave her licence to probe and give
unsolicited advice.

“No
problem,” said Reese. “Topic closed.”

In fact, Dave
wasn’t sure where he stood with JB. A few months ago they were
getting along well. Very well. Dave smiled as he remembered a trip
to a hunting cabin where they’d snuggled all night. That was
definitely not a one night stand, like most of his relationships in
Toronto had been. Most? More like all. He felt connected to JB, at
ease when they were together. In addition, despite the initial
misgivings of JB’s grandfather and other elders on the reserve,
they were now starting to approve of him as boyfriend material.
Then, right when everything seemed to be fitting into place, JB had
announced that she was going back to university, leaving Kirk’s
Landing and leaving him.

It wasn’t as if
they’d had a big fight. He’d told her that he was no longer ready
to rush back down south, but had decided he wanted to stay in
Kirk’s Landing. And apparently she’d decided she wanted to leave,
and was ready to head back to Ottawa. She said he’d inspired her to
want to do more with her life by helping her people, so this time,
instead of just a general arts degree, she’d signed up for some
specific courses. She had a plan. They had talked a couple of times
on the phone after she left, but it wasn’t the same as before.
Maybe he’d done something wrong or she was trying to distance
herself so she could let him down easy. It didn’t help that JB was
the only person he’d ever been comfortable talking to about things
like feelings. Or about his concerns over his power. He was
baffled.

Dave rubbed the
back of his neck. “Damn. I’ve got a headache coming on. I thought
they were gone for good. It started off as such a nice day too,
until trouble rode out of the mist.” He pointed out the window.
“Drop me off here at Rosie’s, would you? I think it’s time for
another chat with him over a coffee.”

He wanted to
talk with the elders too, and soon. It was their sweat lodge
ceremony that had helped him regain his original powers, by driving
out that destructive spirit, the one they called Wendigo. He wanted
the elders’ reassurance that the evil was gone for good, from him
and the town. This latest sensation when the bike gang rode by
bothered him. Maybe the evil was still out there, just waiting for
him to rely on his power again.
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JB
aimed carefully at the bikers. “Gotcha,” she said. She handed the
camera back to their leader, Ron. He’d been in a few times to
chat, usually after pedalling around the countryside. He was
friendly, and easy to talk to. Like Dave had been, until she’d announced her
plans to leave. And he’d announced he was staying. They both had
thought they’d figured out where they were going in life, but she’d
assumed it would be together.

Ron smiled back
at her. “Thanks. We had a hard ride today.” He rubbed at his calf,
and frowned. “Ouch. We’ve been out all day, mostly on the Quebec
side. We came back over at Island Park when the rain started,
though. Some of those hills are pretty brutal, so we’re definitely
in need of some fluids. I decided to bring my friends to enjoy my
favourite little pub and my favourite little bartender.”

“Already?” she said. She laughed. “Hell, I’ve only been here
a few weeks.
I’m glad I’ve made such a good impression. What can I get
you?”

“A
couple of pitchers of Keith’s, please,” said Ron. “And some
water—there’s six of us today. Two are in the can still trying to
peel off sweaty spandex bike shorts.”

“Ewww,
TMI,” she said. “Beer and water coming up, for the
cyclists.”

Ron smiled as
JB headed back behind the bar, chattering to all as she went. As
always, there was a mix of people in here, old and young, walk-ins
off the street and regulars. He sat back in his chair, soaking up
the beer and the atmosphere and enjoying the ache of a long day’s
ride. This was certainly different from his years on a Harley,
wearing a gang patch. His old buddies would still give him a wave
as they thundered by, and he’d join them for a ride on occasion,
but he’d managed so far to stay less involved, out of their rides,
their conflicts with other gangs, their drug business. And so far,
they respected that. He liked this little place, with its mix of
customers, old and young, walk-ins off the street and regulars. And
with JB. He loved the way her dark eyes sparkled.

His friend Jim elbowed him.
“Hello? Ron? Lost in space? She certainly is cute. I can see why you like to
come here. What’s the JB stand for?”

“Her
name’s Jackie Bourbeau, but she prefers just JB. She’s First
Nations from up in Manitoba. She reminds me of a little bird as she
flits around here, chattering to us all. And it sort of fits, as
apparently her native spirit or whatever is supposed to be a
Whisky-Jack.”

“As in
Jay Bird?” asked Jim. “Like those black and white ones we saw at
our biking break?”

“Yes,
I guess you’re right. Didn’t make the connection.”

“Probably too busy making goofy eyes at her,” said Jim. “So
have you asked her out yet?”

“I
sort of mentioned it,” said Ron. “But she was non-committal,
talking about her heavy course load here at Ottawa U and a possible
boyfriend back home.”

“Possible boyfriend?”

“Not
sure how serious it is right now. She sort of clammed up about
it.”

“Well,
don’t give up yet,” said Jim.

***

It was busy
today in the little pub, but JB liked that, as it made the shift go
faster. She needed the distraction from worrying about her decision
to come back here. She really did want to make this work, this new
field of studies, but she also missed home, and her friends and
family, and Dave. This time around she’d managed to avoid most of
the clubs, and also fit in some part-time work somehow. Her job was
near her apartment, and buses, in a recently gentrified area. The
hookers and most of the drug dealers had moved on, except for a few
customers. She’d probably seen more drugs back home, before Dave’s
big cleanup there. She liked the mixed bag of friends down here in
Ottawa, friends from her job and school and the clubs. Writers,
musicians, lawyers, welders, dancers, some people local, some
diplomats and exchange students. And cyclists. She glanced across
the room at Ron, joking with his friends. He was bigger than his
other friends, but very charming, and quickly becoming a favoured
customer. She could picture him better on a big motorcycle than a
fifteen-speed touring bike, though. He’d suggested a couple of
times that they meet up but so far she’d used the busy busy line.
She still felt committed to Dave back in Kirk’s Landing, but she
just wasn’t sure how committed Dave was to her.

At the thought
of Dave an empty spot opened in her chest. They still talked on the
phone, but it seemed different. What had gone wrong? She’d thought
they had a really good thing going. In fact, she was hoping there
might be a future with him. But for now, it was important for her
to do something to help her own people, rather than just keep
drifting. Heading back to university for the summer term was a last
minute decision but this time it felt right for her. It would have
been nice to have a few more months getting to know Dave better.
She wished she knew what he was thinking, but he rarely opened up
about any of that. His main focus was still his work, and to avoid
using his unique ability to help him in it. Did he have another
girlfriend? JB was baffled. Maybe a break was best for both of
them. She smiled over at Ron and his buddies as she filled a tray
with their drinks. Sharing a coffee wouldn’t hurt, but she’d wait
for him to ask again.


 


 


 Chapter
3

 



Dave
had paused for a moment in front of Rosie’s, appreciating the
tranquillity of his town’s Main Street, when suddenly a small
tornado exploded out of the alley. As he scooped up the ball of
squirming rags the distinctive odour of solvent gave him a clue
about what was going on.

“Hold
on, buddy,” he said. “You’re not going anywhere.” He was not
surprised when JB’s brother Junior came loping around the corner of
the building, spray can in hand. Junior stopped with a grin when he
saw Dave.

“Hi,
Junior,” said Dave. “I assume your artist mentorship program is
going well?”

Junior ran a youth drop-in centre in the
back of Rosie’s restaurant. At eighteen, he was older than most of
the youth, but had been through enough, including a year on the
streets of Winnipeg, that he could relate to a lot of their issues.
His big passion was graffiti art, so the side and back walls of
Rosie’s were a constant evolution of images, and Junior’s
apprentices happily but respectfully added new material whenever
they felt inspired. The only rule was that it had to be art and not
just casual tagging.

“The
program is quite successful,” said Junior. “Even so, we seem to be
going through paint supplies very fast.” He peered closely at
Dave’s bundle.

“’s
not me racking yur stuff,” said a defiant voice.

Dave changed his assessment
from an eight-year-old boy to a small skinny 12-year-old girl, who looked
like she cut her hair with a switch blade and was using mud to prevent
mosquito bites. He put her down, keeping a hand wrapped in the
shoulder of her hoodie.

“Any
charges here?” he asked.

“I
brung my own paint,” she said belligerently, showing two well-used
cans to Junior.

Dave looked
enquiringly at Junior. This kid was new to him, but he needed to
make sure even the young ones knew the limits.

Junior
inspected the cans and shrugged. “She’s right, they aren’t our
supplies. Nothing wrong. Maybe we’re okay here.” He crouched down
and peered into her face. “So why were you doing a runner? You do
know this is a free wall, right? As in legal?”

“Really?” She looked up at Dave, who just nodded. “Cool.
Didn’t know places had those. I was just improving yur stuff. That
lame happy face garbage that just went up was just too cutesy. It
made me want to hurl, so I was gunna do a dope throw-up.” She
squinted her eyes challengingly “You’ll see, my stuff is
good.”

She and Junior
stared at each other for a full five seconds.

Junior paused.
“Fine then. From what I saw you do seem to have a good hand style.
Got a black book?”

She pulled a
tattered sketch book out of a pocket. “Yup. Here.”

Junior flipped
through the images. “Nice work. I like the characters—sort of
other-world looking.” He handed her book back to her. “You’re
welcome to stay and work on your art. Talk to the other kids, put
something up on the wall.”

She looked
skeptical.

“And
we have free paint of course. Monsanto.”

Skepticism
changed to guarded interest—and a little flash of raw desire.

“We
can go there right now if you want.”

Guarded face
again. “I don’t go with strangers.” Dave cleared his throat. Looked
like Junior had this one under control. “I can assure you that the
youth centre is a municipally approved facility that meets the
oversight requirements of your parents. Be glad to talk to
them.”

“What
do you mean?” she said. “Oh, them.” Her face darkened again. “Those
losers don’t care. I look after myself.” She looked at Junior, then
at Dave, then appeared to make up her mind. “Well, I can come in
for a minute and see what you’ve got going on, but I’ll only share
my art if—.”

A loud scream
broke the air like a siren. A heavy woman, feet crammed into a pair
of red stiletto heels, rushed out of Rosie’s, then charged at Dave,
wielding her plastic purse like a weapon.

“You
damn cop, get your mitts off my kid. I see you pawing away and I’m
going to sue the pants off you for sexual assault. Melissa, you get
away from that Indian boy before you get bugs off him.”

Melissa froze,
then glanced up at Dave.

The kid
probably could use a break. “Okay, you’re good to go,” he said.
“And I won’t need to talk to your parents, not this time. Just you
mind what Junior says.”

Melissa gave
him a quick smile. “Thanks, copper. Sorry about my stepmother.
We’re here all summer though, so I can be back tomorrow.” She then
turned to the large woman. “Don’t bust a strap, Tammy. I was just
asking directions to the library. Let's get back to the trailer
before your Wheel of Fortune starts.”

Junior patted
Dave on the shoulder. “Thanks for cutting her some slack—you’re a
good cop. Don’t worry, I’ll keep an eye on her. Her art does remind
me of some of my friend Janie’s work though. Good stuff but there
are some darker elements too.”

Dave frowned.
“Not sure I like the sound of that.” He outlined his encounter with
bikers from his past, and the sense of evil he’d felt.

“Is
that feeling still with you?” said Junior. The young man was one of
the few who knew of Dave's fading power and his struggle against
the Wendigo.

Dave paused.
“No, it was just there when I started to use my fade. It’s gone
now.”

“Did
you recognize anyone besides Sasquatch?” asked Junior.

“Such
as your cousin, Badger?” said Dave. “No, I couldn’t tell. It’s
likely he was somewhere in the pack, though. He still rides with
the Toronto chapter.”

Junior shook
his head. “Now, that guy is just plain bad. We tried to help him
before, but the only thing to do in the end was to cut him out like
a cancer and banish him. The darkness had already crept in. We
suspect that was what helped him sense you back in Toronto. Maybe
that’s what you felt again, that link.”

Dave frowned.
“Do you think using my power somehow has called that spirit back to
me?”

“I
don’t think so,” said Junior. He put his hands on Dave’s shoulders
and stared deeply into his eyes. “You look fine to me. Your spirit
is still clean. Remember, you’re the one that took back control and
cast the spirit out. Myself and the elders just helped you do it.
But the evil still does exist in the spirit world all around
us.”

“And
it still could enter into other people?” said Dave.

“Not
usually,” said Junior. “In most of us our own spirit is strong
enough to keep this evil away.”

“Not
usually?” said Dave. That was not reassuring.

“Let
me talk to Grandfather and the others,” said Junior. “They will
know more about any risks. Go ahead into Rosie’s—I’ll get back to
you later.”

Dave wanted to
believe Junior, but still had his doubts. His fading ability was
nice to have, and was a good resource in his job, but maybe it
wasn’t worth the risk.

***

Dave paused in
the doorway and breathed in the aroma of fresh coffee. Rosie’s cafe
was hot, humid, and noisy now, a big change from the quiet winter
months. More people, more business, and more challenges for the
small police force, unfortunately. Dave peered through the espresso
machine steam, and waved a hand at the cafe owner, “Hey Rosie,
another busy day?”

“Never
stops, Dave,” said the older man. “Just your regular or maybe
change up with something foamy and flavourful?”

“No,
thanks. Black, one sugar.”

Rosie smiled.
“The usual, coming right up. Good luck finding a place to sit,
though. We’re packed.”

He wasn’t kidding. Every booth
and table was taken, as were the counter stools. It was as crowded as a
Toronto cafe, but without the suits. Most of the new summer visitors were now
in designer summer wear, showing off a lot of pasty white skin. They were a
law-abiding group, so far, but his team was staying alert. He didn’t want a
return of the drug problems of last winter. The quiet corner at the
back, usually filled by the knitting club, was full of
teenagers—sprawled on the comfy chairs, chattering at each other,
and listening to their ubiquitous earphones.

“What’s with all the kids in here? Are you planning a
rave?”

Rosie laughed.
“In quiet little Kirk’s Landing? Nope. Some are college kids, up
here now that exams are done, looking to party at the cottage. Most
in here are younger locals, though. They don’t spend a lot, but
they pay their tab and keep it fairly quiet. That’s my nephew Kurt
over there—the one with the Mohawk and piercings.” He shook his
head. “Under all that disguise he’s not a bad kid, but he started
to run a little wild in Toronto. My sister finally got tired of
trying to rein him in, so she sent him up here for the summer. He
was just starting up a t-shirt business down there with a friend of
his, girlfriend I guess, with her art. Good work, but he just
couldn’t seem to focus on it. Now that he’s up here, he’s trying to
grow some business, with her back in Toronto as his supplier. Must
be doing well too, as he always has cash to buy music from bands
I’ve never even heard of. And of course for his main addiction,
video games.”

“Does
he help you out with the cafe too?” asked Dave.

“When
he finally gets up,” said Rosie. “And when he’s in the mood. I’m
sure it puts off some customers, having to be served by someone
that so obviously wants to be elsewhere.” He handed Dave a mug.
“Here you go. Me, I’m a morning person from all those years my late
wife and I ran our Toronto cafe, and he’s more of a night owl. He
looks after things here some evenings, plays online till all hours,
then when he can’t sleep he roams our streets—all four of them.
He’s checked out the beach a few times, though, so maybe that will
widen his horizons a bit.”

“Should I keep an eye on him?” asked Dave.

“Not
specifically,” said Rosie. “I think he’s pretty clean now, so I
wouldn’t want him to feel he was still being singled out. Now, I do
sometimes smell a whiff of dope out back, but it’s likely one of
the newer kids from the drop-in centre. They are all trying to be
straight, with Junior’s help, but some find it more of a
challenge.”

Dave wasn’t so
sure Kurt was completely clean. He’d seen a lot of young kids
suddenly come into extra cash, with their parents unaware of where
it came from. He’d definitively add Kurt to his list of kids to
watch, and mention it to Junior. Best to catch these things before
the kids got too involved. “I just saw Junior outside,” he said.
“He seems to be doing okay with the centre.”

“Yes,
JB’s brother is a big help with the kids,” said Rosie. “He’s good
with them because he knows exactly what it feels like to be a bit
lost. It’s a good thing his big sister came back home a few years
back, and got him back on track. It’s a mixed blessing, having your
grandfather as band chief, as that means higher expectations too.
This centre he’s running is a big draw now for the local kids,
though, both from the town and the reserve. I’m hoping my nephew
will check it out eventually. Speaking of JB—how is
she?”

Dave shrugged.
“Fine, I guess.” He knew the real question was how were he and JB
getting on. He wished he knew himself. They did call each other
every few days, but nothing serious was discussed. Such as her
announcing she’d changed her mind and was heading back. “I’d like
to get together with you, maybe Friday after supper. I have some
issues in town I’d like to run by you. Meanwhile, I need to go have
a chat with our buddy Mike.”

***

As Dave worked
his way through the cafe, he nodded to the many townspeople he had
met in the past four months.

“Mayor
Belanger,” he said, squatting down next to Mike’s chair. “How’s
life as the big cheese?”

Mike nodded.
“Corporal Browne. I’m doing well, thanks. Things keeping you
busy?”

“Just
a bit,” said Dave. “We both have a better understanding now of the
curse, ‘May you live in interesting times’. Here I was planning on
a quiet year in a little town, you on an easy life as database
manager at the mill and part time councillor. Who knew that we’d
end up working together to bust things wide open.”

“So
true,” said Mike. “And now we start the busy summer. It’s a good
thing Sheila stayed on as your clerk.”

“She’s
better at it now,” said Dave. “More focused. She just needed
some encouragement to be herself rather than just be known as
‘the ex-mayor’s wife’. She’s been busy coordinating the summer
uniforms—”

“There’s rules for that?” said Mike.

“Of
course,” said Dave. “On May 1st, Headquarters sent out a memo, what
we call ‘Summer Order of Dress’. Long or Short sleeves, no tie,
SBA—that’s soft body armour. Memo goes to all detachments, whether
it’s warm out or not. She also swapped the ski-doo for the patrol
boat, made sure we got in mosquito repellent—all those little
details. She loves it. In addition, we’ve got approval to hire an
extra constable for the summer, before we get even
busier.”

Dave was pretty
sure Mike knew exactly how busy the constables were, since there
was a rumour the interim mayor and Constable Norris were seeing a
lot of each other. She was a single mother, with a young son, so,
according to Sheila, had been cautious at first. “Norris will
continue as senior constable, but she’ll now have a retired Staff
Sergeant reporting to her. It should be interesting.”

That was an
understatement. Bringing new personalities into a small group was
always a challenge. The new guy might be too set in his ways, or
try to resume his old Staff Sergeant attitudes. Dave trusted Norris
to handle this new relationship diplomatically, but in a police
station there was often little time to sort out pecking order.

Mike smiled.
“Violet is really looking forward to having more free time, but how
did you manage to get a senior NCO to come to Kirk’s Landing?”

Dave had
noticed a few ‘police lingo’ terms were sneaking into Mike’s
conversation, thanks no doubt to Dave’s enthusiastic constable. NCO
meant non-commissioned officer, but was generally used as a term
for all supervisors over the rank of constable.

“It
was Staff Sergeant Scully, up in the District Office, who arranged
it. The RCMP has a Reserve Program where we can hire retired
members part time in certain circumstances, and Kirk’s Landing
qualifies, so Staff gave it his blessing. And funding. We found a
former member living in the area who wanted to have a little
part-time work to
fill his day, so we hired him on at Constable rank. In fact,
he’ll be starting
this week. I’m sure his experience will be a big help.”

“I
gather your boss is pleased with your work so far?”

At this Dave
gave a quick laugh, then shook his head. “It’s not that easy to
tell when Staff is pleased. He is not generally in favour of
thinking outside the box. I think he may be softening a bit. The
success of our big bust, plus good feedback on it from the press
and from the Inspector really helped. Staff is happy when his boss
is happy.”

“I was
glad we were able to get the town back on an even keel,” said Mike.
“Also, I got to know Violet better as part of it. This just proves
that computer skills do sometimes attract the ladies. I really like
her, but we’re taking it slowly for now. How about you, any news
from JB?”

Dave smiled.
There was no escaping these questions. It was nice though, to know
that they all cared. He glanced around and lowered his voice. “Yes,
we talk, once in a while. She had to head down south early to give
herself time to find an apartment and a part-time job at some pub.
She’s keen on some summer courses at Ottawa U. It’s a new mix of
aboriginal studies and sociology and art she’s put together. I’m
not sure what kind of degree she ends up with, though. She talked
about staying on in the fall, but I’m hoping she’ll tire of life
down there and come back up here with me.”

“Ah,
Dave,” said Mike, “you’ve still got a lot to learn about
relationships. Stop pushing her to move back. Just pay attention to
what she says as well as to what she doesn’t say.”

“I do
try,” said Dave. “but I can’t help thinking that there are lots of
good-looking guys down there, both in her classes and at her pub.
Maybe she’ll hook up with one of them. Or maybe she’s hoping I’ll
meet someone new here, in the midst of all these summer gals up
from the big city.”

“Calm
down,” said Mike. “I don’t think either of you is moving on. She’s
a bit of a flirt and social butterfly, but it’s all on the surface.
Deep down she’s made a choice. As have you, if you’d just listen to
your heart. And to her.”

Mike clapped
Dave on the shoulder. “Listen, you and I should get together soon.
Could we do your place again, or maybe meet at the Grande? I know
the Raven’s Roost pub isn’t the same since JB left as bartender,
but Sid is managing it not too badly, and it still has great cold
pints and hot wings. We can grab a table and chat about the
challenges of the coming summer. Drugs for a start—like every
year.”

“Yes,
on my mind too,” said Dave. “Good idea, it’s been a while since
I’ve been to the pub. Let’s do it.” As chief of police he
definitely couldn’t be a regular at the pub, but did try to drop in
occasionally. It did give him a way to network and keep a finger on
the pulse of the town. And it would let the new residents know he
was out there. “I already mentioned it to Rosie. We were thinking
Friday, say eight? Just no more talking about relationships!” He
stood up and winced, grabbing his leg.

“Getting old?” asked Mike.

Dave bent over
close to Mike. “Nope, just some setting up. The detachment has a
team in next week’s baseball tournament, but Rosie’s is one of the
best I hear. I need to fake a bum leg to help the odds against him.
We may have a few sleepers on board the team with us, again. I’m
hoping we can pull another scam, like we did for the curling
bonspiel last winter. Keep it mum, all right?”
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Sasquatch rang the bell again, then banged on the door with
his fist. Finally the loud music stopped. He glared at the camera
again. “Open the goddamn door, I’m tired and dying for a
piss.”

With a rattle
of bolts and chains, the door swung open to reveal a scrawny little
blonde in a miniskirt, torn stockings, and a leather bra.

“Who
are you?” she asked, looking up at him.

“I’m
Sasquatch, and Louie has five seconds to get his ass out here
before I come in and break some heads.”

She was
suddenly pushed aside by a biker, as short and skinny as her, arms
covered in tattoos and ears full of piercings. “Sasquatch! We
didn’t know you was coming, come on in, good to see you. Bonnie,
this is my best buddy Sasquatch.”

“Not
best buddies, Louie. Don’t push it. I decided it was time to come
up from Toronto, both for the ride and to straighten out some
things up here. The rest of the guys are at a motel along with the
crash car; we can all meet up later at the bar.”

Sasquatch
handed his duffel bag to the blonde, and pushed past her. He
wrinkled his nose at the smell of sweat and pot. “Christ, could you
open a window?”

“Louie
says it has to stay closed,” said Bonnie. “The neighbours kept like
complaining about the music.”

“We
figured it was simpler to just close it all up,” said
Louie.

“Damn
it,” said Sasquatch. “Bonnie, open a goddamn window. Shit, if you
strikers want to be able to form a chapter, you can’t be giving in
just because it’s easier. Let the locals know you’re in charge, or
next they’ll want you to stop riding your bikes on the weekends.
It’s not as if Scotia Street is that fancy—what do they expect?”
Sasquatch lifted his leg and cleared all the bottles off the coffee
table with one swipe of his foot. “And clean this place up—not only
that crap on the front lawn but inside here. Get some of these
women off their backs and behind a broom.”

“I
will, I will,” said Louie. “It’s been a long cold winter here in
Winnipeg. Jesus, as soon as it warmed up we just wanted to get out
and hit the road. Anyway, the pisser’s just down that hall. And
it’s clean.” He glared at Bonnie, who just nodded. “Here’s a cold
beer to go with it.”

While Sasquatch
was gone, Louie got everyone hustling to clean up, and started
calls going out to the rest of the members. Hopefully this surprise
visit was to be good news.

Sasquatch walked back in,
wiping his face with a towel. “That feels a bit better,” he said.
“Got some dirt off, but I still want a shower once we’re done.” He
looked around and nodded. It looked a little better. He hadn’t used
to be such a clean freak, but a few stints in a crowded
prison cell had
changed his habits. “Not quite as disgusting, keep at
it.”

“How
was the ride?” said Louie.

“Scenic,” said Sasquatch. “And good weather, with not too
many cops.” He’d enjoyed the open road, cruising with his friends.
Right up to when they passed by Badger’s old haunts. He’d been
mellowing out, looking forward to a semi-retirement, letting the
young guys carry on. As long as he got a good cut of the action, of
course. And then that place just put him in a bad mood somehow. He
just wanted to hit someone—or something. “Right now, I want to find
out why you guys have been sitting around on your asses instead of
getting out there to make money.”

“Hey
man, it’s been a cold winter,” said Louie. “Things were slow. We’ll
do better this summer, I know. Here, grab another beer. A few of
the gang are here already, and I’ve sent word out to the rest. Want
to wait for them?”

“No,
let's get going,” said Sasquatch. “Any of your guys that are late
get on my list for some special attention.” He paused and lit a
cigarette. “So, first off, it's good to see you’ve finally started
using the tracking system we set you up with.”

“Well,
it was a challenge for some of the guys,” said Louie. “Not used to
using a computer for other than porn. I convinced them it wasn’t a
choice, you needed it to track everything. Some I just had to
convince a little harder than others. Is it true you got the system
from some guy in jail?”

“Yeah,” said Sasquatch. “He was a banker in there for fraud,
and a real computer whiz. When he heard I was working on my MBA in
there he offered to team up and develop this system.” The banker
hadn’t really been given any choice. He was a scrawny little guy,
an easy target, desperate for some protection. Sasquatch was hoping
this system would make things run more efficiently, which would
mean less running around for him.

“But
is it safe?” said Louie “What if the cops hack into it? I heard
they do that now.”

Sasquatch
glared at him. Louie was always looking for excuses. “Stop
worrying. He added security too, so no one can read what you send
me. Or even read the hard drive—if you happen to screw up and let
the cops get their hands on it. The only other person with access
is me. And it has been showing me that you’ve been doing a crappy
job up here. You need to get out there and bash some heads! Get
your street cred back, start pushing the local gangs more. Let them
know you’ve got some quality product. In town and outside in the
country too.” He sighed. There
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