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“There’s another waterfall, Tina.” Her father pointed with one hand then quickly put it back on the wheel as he guided their car around a curve in the highway. All the shadows changed again, and the sun was in her eyes just like it was every five minutes since they had driven into the mountains. “This one must run into a stream that runs into a river that drains into the Pacific. I checked earlier, on the map, before we headed out this morning. We’re in a new watershed,” he explained. “No more streams draining into the Saskatchewan River and then into Hudson’s Bay. Everything around here drains into the Columbia River, and through it into the Pacific Ocean, even that little waterfall.”

“Some waterfall,” Tina grunted. “Not even a stream. We haven’t even seen anything like a real river for two days. Just dribbles of water over rocks and sticks beside the highway. And some highway this is,” she mumbled, looking at her music player instead of out the passenger window.

Her father shrugged. “So the Oldman River wasn’t big enough for you, eh? We’ll get you over to see the Fraser, later today when we’re nearing Vancouver. Or maybe on our way back to Saskatoon, we’ll go north for a while, through Edmonton, and you can see the North Saskatchewan. Those rivers are big enough for anybody.” He let their station wagon drift towards the shoulder, so a pick-up truck could pass them on a straight stretch of road.

The truck’s engine noise built up loud, louder as it was passing, and then dropped suddenly both in volume and tone as it pulled ahead. MmmmmRRRRRRRRrowwwww was how Tina heard it. On highways near home, she didn’t really pay much attention to trucks, but she’d already learned trucks were more noticeable when they passed you on hills, going up or down, or going around curves. They weren’t driving on prairie highways anymore, not since this morning. This road wound in curves and twists around mountains, and up and over passes, and for some reason her dad just wasn’t driving as fast as he did when they were headed to the lake or something, back home.

“And if you think this isn’t a highway, we can always head back to Alberta and try some of those secondary highways,” her dad added. “Ten or twenty miles of gravel road will teach you to appreciate pavement.”

He can’t be serious about heading back to Alberta right away, Tina thought. “Dad! You wouldn’t! You can’t turn around; we just got out of there. You promised we’d go to Vancouver and visit Aunt May.” When he grinned, she realised that he was only joking. “Anyway, three days in Southern Alberta is enough. I’m cooked! I feel like a french fry,” she said sourly.

“Funny, you look like one too,” he teased, but that joke hadn’t made her laugh in years. “You’ll be less hot if you wear something light-weight and light-coloured. You’ve got shorts and a white t-shirt to put on, why don’t you get in back and change?” he suggested.

“I like black,” Tina said flatly. Her black Dr Martens boots were still shiny and looked good with her black tights and the black tunic that Aunt May had handed down to her. Aunt May played guitar for Drum Machine and never combed her hair. Black Is The Colour, says Aunt May, and One Is The Number. She also says Live In The Moment. That’s where she gets her inspiration, living in the moment.

Her dad lost a little of his determined cheerfulness. “You’ve already worn these clothes for two days,” he pointed out.

“Maybe I’ll wear them when I play in a band like Aunt May.” And I’ll have a tattoo like the one she showed me, she promised herself. And maybe another like the one she wouldn’t show me... if I like whatever it is. Or a bird instead. But no piercings. Lip rings are disgusting.

“And you’ll jam together on stage, and when you’re done and walk out through the cheering crowd of all your adoring fans, we’ll say, ‘Elvis has left the building.’” This week he seemed to like the idea of her playing in a band someday but then, now that school was out, her jazz quartet wasn’t doing rehearsals after school in his garage anymore. He hadn’t yet heard about her plans for a tattoo. “You’ll want to wear something more ordinary when we stop for lunch, though.” His grin flickered . “Unless you want people to stare again.”

“Oh yeah, like when we went through Kipp. Welcome to Kipp, population 8,” she said as if she were reading it off the hand-lettered sign again, at the place where they’d bought gas and chocolate bars two days ago. “Just north of Whoop-Up. Whoop dee doo. What do people do in a place like that, anyway, when no one’s there to stare at?”

“Pretty nice family selling gas there,” her dad said after a while. “They just thought you looked different, dressed all in black. Mostly when people dress up here it's part of some old-time costume event, is all. There are a couple of those events for the tourists every summer in Lethbridge and Calgary, and even back home in Saskatoon. You liked the one we went to last summer,” he said with a wink, but Tina just shrugged and stared out the window. “Didn’t you?”

After she was quiet for a while, he went on: “Yeah, the Kipp family did kind of stare at you and watch us leaving. It really was an ‘Elvis has left the building’ moment. Good practise for when you get famous. Anyway, they gave us some good advice, like going to Head-Smashed-In Buffalo Jump and the Japanese garden before heading west.”

Tina didn’t know what the gardeners or designers or whoever thought they were doing when that Japanese garden was made. What kind of garden has flowers planted outside the wall by the parking lot, and nothing to look at in the garden but trees and grass? She didn’t say that, though. Lately she got the feeling that her father was counting how many smart aleck things she said in an hour or so. If she said too many, he’d play one of his mellow music discs or guided imagery lectures again. Guided imagery was freaky. She preferred her own imagination, thank you very much. Imagining things was something she was very good at, having a lot of practice.

As for the music, Tina had heard enough of the Crash Test Dummies and Barenaked Ladies already on this trip to last her forever. When it came to her dad’s choice of bands, as far as she was concerned, vanilla was not the finest of the flavours, no matter what their songs said.

When she’d asked on the second day of their trip if he ever listened to female vocalists, just for a change, her dad had lit up with a big grin and pulled the station wagon into a rest stop. Rummaging around in the glove compartment and totally covering her lap with two road maps, a money clip filled with Canadian Tire coupons, granola bars, paper napkins, half a jar of instant coffee with a plastic spoon rattling around inside it, a flashlight, and a space blanket, he had eventually emerged with a recording of the Rankin Family. My ears are never going to be the same, she knew. But some of those sounds might make a good mash-up, maybe with Shonen Knife. A lot of those older recordings work better together than mixing them with new music. She unwound the headphones from her music player and checked what recording was queued up.

“Didn’t you like the museum at the buffalo jump?” her dad was asking, eyes on the road ahead where a tractor-trailer was coming the other way. “I sure liked it. Great design, built into the cliff like that.” His hands tightened on the wheel, and his knuckles went white.

“Head-Smashed-In! Yeah, I guess those buffalo would have smashed in their heads,” she said, and snickered. The logo for the museum showed a line of buffalo running and then tipping head first over an invisible cliff into space. “The museum? It was okay. It was a museum.”

“But you could see the tools, and the pictures of the people who lived here before the European colonists came. We could look over the hill and to the plain right where they hunted the buffalo,” said her dad, holding the steering wheel steady as the tractor-trailer zoomed past and a gust of wind rocked their station wagon. There were little beads of sweat trickling down into his eyebrows and
































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
)





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Paula Johanson





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
/<





