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Chapter	1
It	was	nearing	the	end	of	another	long	and	stressful	work	day,	one	on	which	Jack	Holden
had	performed	his	usual	obligations	as	the	new	partner	at	Humphry,	Gardner	and	Holden,
a	small	law	firm	in	Winnipeg.	He	was	the	junior	partner	specializing	in	civil	law.

A	 normal	 day	 for	 him	 generally	 consisted	 of	 getting	 up	 at	 the	 crack	 of	 dawn,
showering,	eating	an	energy	bar	on	the	go	and	rushing	to	arrive	on	time	at	his	office.	He
lived	only	a	few	blocks	away	in	a	small	but	modern	condo,	he	rented	from	a	colleague.

On	his	way	to	work,	however,	he	regularly	stopped	at	the	local	coffee	shop	and	from
there	he	continued,	with	a	hot	cup	of	Tim	Horton’s	coffee	 in	his	right	hand,	a	blueberry
muffin	in	his	pocket	and	an	attaché	case	shoved	and	secured	under	his	left	arm.

As	 a	 rule,	 he	worked	 until	 the	 late	 evening	 hours,	 leafing	 through	 legal	 papers	 and
calling	clients.	Nobody	waited	for	him	at	home,	so	he	spent	countless	days	staying	at	his
desk	working	until	midnight.	

At	 twenty-six,	 he	 remained	 unmarried,	 mainly	 because	 his	 work	 and	 his	 schedule
didn’t	give	him	the	free	time	to	pursue	a	social	life.	He	did	have	one	passion	to	which	he
devoted	every	minute	of	his	virtually	non-	existent	spare	time.

Quite	recently,	Jack	discovered	a	secret	about	his	origin	he	suspected	but	which	he’d
never	proven	until	he’d	done	a	thorough	online	investigation.	His	research	results	revealed
to	 him,	 a	 paternal	 great-grandmother	 who	 was	 a	 Mohawk	 princess,	 Emily	 Pauline
Johnson,	 making	 him	 in	 part,	 a	 descendant	 of	 that	 First	 Nation’s	 Tribe.	 This	 relative
herself	was	 the	daughter	of	 an	English	woman	and	 it	was	Emily’s	 father,	George	Henri
Martin	 Johnson	 a	 Mohawk	 hereditary	 clan	 chief	 who	 gave	 her	 the	 royal	 title.	 Jack
embraced	his	new	status	with	pride.	Because	of	his	discovery,	and	a	few	other	factors,	he
moved	to	Manitoba	from	Quebec	and	joined	forces	with	his	childhood	friend,	Bob	Dane,
also	 an	 Aboriginal	 man,	 to	 embark	 on	 a	 path	 dedicated	 to	 defending	 the	 rights	 of	 all
Indigenous	people	in	Canada.

The	Winnipeg	law	firm	gave	him	the	opportunity	to	build	his	career	as	a	civil	litigator
and	simultaneously	continue	his	role	as	a	human	rights’	activist.	The	latter	was	not	part	of
his	mandate	in	Montreal,	where	his	life	and	law	career	had	started.

Taking	 up	 the	 cause	 of	 the	 mistreated	 and	 misguided	 Aboriginal	 population	 in
Manitoba	was,	itself,	a	full-time	endeavor.	It	presented	him	with	considerable	challenges
and,	at	times,	he	even	felt	his	life	was	in	danger.

As	a	routine,	a	newsboy	placed	a	copy	of	the	city’s	daily	newspaper	on	his	desk	every
day.	Before	he	cleared	his	desk	at	the	end	of	the	day,	he	kept	the	newspaper	because	one
headline,	on	the	front	page	of	the	day,	had	caught	his	attention.	Although	the	large	pile	of
legal	papers	and	clients’	folders	cluttered	his	desk,	Jack	leaned	back	in	his	chair	to	read	the
newspaper	 article.	 He	 felt	mounting	 anger	 and	 a	 noticeable	 disappointment	 as	 he	 read.
Both	 sorrow	 and	 hopelessness	 were	 already	 deeply	 engraved	 in	 the	 fine	 lines	 on	 his
forehead	but	were	hidden	well	by	his	youthful	and	well	contoured	face.	His	ebony	black
hair	 was	 draped	 strategically	 over	 his	 facial	 features	 to	 conceal	 the	 vintage	 marks	 of
despair.	



He’d	come	to	Winnipeg	just	over	a	year	ago,	to	join	a	cause	that	once	didn’t	matter	to
him	 but,	 over	 the	 last	 few	 months,	 had	 grown	 closer	 to	 his	 heart,	 ever	 since	 his	 new
identity	 as	 a	part-aboriginal	man	was	unveiled.	Previously,	 as	with	many	Canadians,	 he
didn’t	care	 too	much	about	 the	 fate	of	 the	First	Nation’s	People.	Now,	his	every	second
thought	was	about	them.

“Damn	it.	Not	again,”	he	roared	as	he	turned	and	anxiously	looked	over	to	Bob,	who
had	his	back	to	him.	Bob	was	cordially	talking	to	another	colleague	and,	too,	struggling	to
unwind	after	a	hectic	day.

“Will	 you	 look	 at	 this?”	 Jack	 shouted	 louder	 to	 emphasize	his	 concern	 and	 to	 catch
both	 of	 their	 attentions.	 Out	 of	 shear	 rage,	 Jack	 tossed	 the	 newspaper	 over	 toward	 his
friend	before	he	got	up	from	his	seat	to	pace	around	the	small	office.

Bob,	alarmed	by	Jack’s	impulsive	outburst,	picked	up	the	discarded	paper	and	read	the
article	immediately	to	pacify	him.

“The	mangled	and	mutilated	body	of	an	Aboriginal	woman	was	found	on	the	banks	of
the	Red	River	 last	night.	Police	are	baffled	by	 the	sudden	acceleration	 in	 the	number	of
missing	 and	 killed	 Indigenous	women	 in	 the	 area.	 No	 obvious	motive	 or	 evidence	 has
been	found.	Suicide	is	not	likely	but	has	not	been	ruled	out.”

The	Winnipeg	Free	Press,	June	2000

“When	will	this	ever	end,	Bob?	Every	day	there	is	another	one.	We	save	one	and	lose
two.	Somehow,	we	must	get	 to	 the	bottom	of	 this.	 I	can’t	believe	atrocities	 like	 this	are
still	happening	in	our	country.	God	Almighty,	it’s	the	twenty-first	century.”

“Jack,	take	it	easy.	One	day,	we’ll	find	a	way	to	end	this,	you	must	have	faith,”	Bob
replied.

A	few	minutes	later,	the	two	friends	locked	the	doors	of	the	legal	aid	office	and	went
to	the	closest	bar	to	have	a	drink,	hoping	to	end	the	day	soothed	by	a	few	beers.

Tony’s	Bistro	and	Bar	was	only	a	few	steps	from	the	legal	aid	storefront	and	it	took	no
time	 for	 the	 two	 young	men	 to	 settle	 into	 their	 regular	 spots	 next	 to	 the	 bar.	 It	 was	 a
favorite	watering	 hole	 for	 the	 young	 and	 upcoming	 lawyers	 from	 the	 nearby	 offices	 in
downtown	Winnipeg.	The	place	was	packed	as	usual,	bumper	to	bumper	with	young	and
older	 men,	 who	 dropped	 in	 after	 work	 to	 catch	 up	 with	 friends	 and	 to	 share	 the	 legal
jargon	of	the	day.

The	odor	of	spirits	and	brew	infused	the	room	sharply.	The	noise	reverberated	with	the
conversations,	blending	into	one	solid,	indistinguishable	hum.

Jack	and	Bob	sat	by	the	bar.	They	had	managed	to	grab	the	last	 two	available	stools
before	the	place	filled.	They	were	compelled	to	talk	into	each	other’s	ear,	otherwise	their
exchange	of	words	could	not	be	heard.

“Let’s	 leave	 early	 in	 the	 morning.	 We	 should	 hit	 the	 road	 by	 dawn	 to	 make	 it	 to
Saskatoon	 by	 tomorrow	 night.	 Then,	 the	 following	morning	we’ll	 get	 to	 the	 airport	 on
time.	I	called	earlier	to	confirm	the	flight	plan	with	the	pilot.	The	girls	and	I	will	pick	you
up	at	six.	“Be	ready.”	Bob	shouted	into	his	friend’s	ear	and	Jack	nodded	in	agreement.



Chapter	2
The	 small	 Cessna	 twin-engine	 hydroplane	 flew	 high	 above	 the	 peeks	 of	 the	 majestic
evergreen	trees	growing	in	the	forested	area	below.	With	every	gust	of	wind,	it	swayed	and
glided	gently	catching	the	ideal	air	stream	so	as	not	to	give	discomfort	to	the	four	young
passengers.	Northern	altitude	turbulences	were	unavoidable	but	 the	pilot	was	a	seasoned
veteran.

The	 endless	 green	 forest	 of	 coniferous	 vegetation	 blanketed	 the	 entire	 view	 below;
however,	 it	 was	 occasionally	 interrupted	 by	 a	 lake	 here	 and	 there.	 As	 the	 plane	 glided
toward	 its	 destination,	 many	 more	 enormous	 lakes	 appeared	 and	 their	 deep	 navy	 blue
waters	glistened	under	the	noonday	sun.	The	glare	nearly	blinded	the	pilot	as	he	made	his
approach	 toward	 the	 tiny	 community	 nestled	 between	 two	 great	 bodies	 of	 water.	 The
coordinates	had	been	entered	into	the	navigational	system	of	the	hydroplane	and	they	were
scheduled	 to	 land	 on	 the	 choppy	waters	 not	 too	 far	 from	 the	 only	 seaport	 on	Churchill
Lake,	near	the	center	of	town.	As	the	lake	came	into	view	in	the	distance,	they	started	to
prepare	for	the	bumpy	landing.

They’d	 left	Winnipeg	 the	night	before,	driving	 to	Saskatoon	where	 they’d	hired	 this
private	 plane	 for	 the	 rest	 of	 their	 journey	 into	 the	 most	 northern	 wilderness	 of
Saskatchewan.

Jack	Holden	was	sitting	by	the	window	on	a	single	seat,	whereas	Bob,	his	best	friend
sat	next	 to	Kanti,	 the	Cree	princess	whom	he	was	bringing	home	 to	her	 folks.	Her	 twin
sister	 Noni	 sat	 alone	 gazing	 out	 through	 the	 tiny	 window,	 mesmerized	 by	 the	 natural
beauty	 of	 her	 forefathers’	 land.	 She	 stared	 toward	 the	 horizon,	 which	 was	 almost
indistinguishable	 because	 of	 the	 plane’s	 position	 in	 the	 sky.	 The	 four	 occupants	 of	 the
small	plane	were	preparing	for	 the	impending	landing,	after	 the	pilot	pointed	toward	the
north.

“Boom.”	A	catastrophic	and	unexpected	explosion	put	the	plane	into	a	swift	downward
spiral,	 plummeting	 toward	 the	 tops	of	 the	 tallest	 trees.	The	pilot,	who	was	 still	 buckled
into	his	 seat,	was	 fighting	 the	will	of	 the	plane	while	 attempting	 to	make	 the	 inevitable
crash	landing	as	light	as	possible.	

“Fasten	your	seatbelts,	brace	for	a	crash,”	he	yelled	at	the	top	of	his	lungs.”

The	blast	had	torn	away	at	the	very	fabric	of	the	plane,	creating	a	considerable	large
hole	 in	 the	 side	of	 it	 and,	with	 it,	 forcing	a	violent	 thrust	of	 air	 to	enter	 the	cabin.	This
powerful	 gush	 of	 air	 tossed	 the	 passengers	 out	 of	 their	 seats	 as	 it	 tunneled	 through	 the
cabin.

The	explosive	device	had	 rested	 secretly	beneath	Noni’s	 seat	 and,	 as	 it	 detonated,	 it
killed	her.	Kanti	screamed	as	she	saw	the	lifeless	body	of	her	sister.	The	blast	had	severed
her	 limbs	 and	 her	 blood	 was	 spraying	 haphazardly	 in	 every	 direction,	 including	 onto
everyone	 in	 the	cabin.	 It	was	 impossible	 for	anyone	 to	help	her.	Because	 the	bomb	had
displaced	all	of	them	from	their	seats,	each	one	of	them	scrambled	to	regain	a	control	that
they	could	never	have.



While	Bob	and	Jack	searched	desperately	for	parachutes,	Kanti	automatically	reached
for	her	sister’s	hand,	which	was	the	only	recognizable	piece	of	her	left	to	grab.	From	then
on,	panic	seized	them.	Self-preservation	was	all	that	mattered.

“Here	 they	are	Jack,	put	one	on.”	 	Bob	managed	 to	 locate	 two	parachutes	under	 the
rubble,	 and	 frantically	 helped	 Jack	 with	 his.	 Before	 Jack	 could	 react	 or	 think	 or	 do
anything	else,	he	felt	Bob’s	hands	tugging	on	his	arm	and	pushing	on	his	back	toward	the
opening	 in	 the	plane.	He	didn’t	 have	 time	 to	 challenge	Bob’s	 resolve	 in	 his	 last-minute
decision,	because	the	force	of	the	wind	grabbed	him,	sucking	him	out	of	the	plane.	As	he
looked	down,	he	saw	the	crests	of	the	trees	lining	the	shores	of	a	massive	lake.		He	knew
he	was	going	to	crash	onto	the	tops	of	them.	He	braced	his	body	and	mind	for	the	impact.
Then	he	passed	out.

Above	him	the	twin	engine	craft	plummeted	toward	earth.	Only	Bob	could	jump	out.
He	was	barely	hanging	on	to	the	parachute	he	was	unable	to	secure	on	his	back.	He’d	tried
zealously	but	couldn’t	 loosen	Kanti’s	grip	on	her	sister’s	remains	before	he	had	to	make
the	final	decision	to	save	himself.	With	a	heavy	heart,	he	had	left	her	and	jumped.	He	saw
Jack	falling	below	him,	plunging	downwards	to	his	inevitable	doom.	And	he	followed.



Chapter	3
An	intense,	yellow	burst	of	light	appeared	in	the	late	afternoon	sky	above	and	far	beyond
her	head,	but	it	was	the	noise	that	initially	startled	her	and	made	Mary	Bell	look	up.	It	was
an	eerie	and	unfamiliar	sound	that	channeled	her	attention	to	 the	sky	right	above.	When
she	first	heard	it,	 it	was	a	soft	distant	noise,	loud	enough	to	hear	but	not	loud	enough	to
have	been	an	explosive	blast.	It	didn’t	need	to	be	too	loud	anyway,	to	catch	her	attention,
for	in	the	quiet	of	the	prairie	countryside,	even	a	prairie	dog’s	scratching	could	be	heard.

As	 she	 looked	 up,	 she	 could	 see	 a	 subtle	 stream	 of	 light	 disappearing	 quickly	 as	 it
descended	 rapidly	 toward	 the	 horizon.	 The	 brightness	 of	 the	 late	 afternoon	 sky	 all	 but
concealed	 the	 glow,	 except	 during	 a	 split	 second	when	 it	was	 visible.	 She	 knew	 it	was
something	important.

There	were	also	two	black	dots	gliding	down	behind	it,	their	silhouettes	following	the
light.	 It	 took	mere	seconds	 for	all	of	 them	to	 reach	 the	ground.	She	could	not	make	out
what	 or	 who	 they	 were,	 for	 there	 was	 not	 enough	 time	 before	 the	 whole	 spectacle
disappeared.	She	had	tried	to	follow	their	path	of	their	descent	but,	in	mere	seconds,	they
were	both	gone.	It	seemed	close	enough	at	first	sight	though	still	not	close	enough	for	her
to	 determine	 the	 exact	 location	 of	 the	 impact,	 once	 it	 totally	 disappeared.	 She	 stood
paralyzed	 in	her	 steps,	wondering	 if	 she	should	 run	 toward	 it	or	 turn	 the	other	way	and
continue	her	way	home.	The	Saskatchewan	prairies	have	what	is	known	as	true	horizons
and	they	are	exclusive	to	that	geographical	area.	The	endless	yellow	stretches	of	 the	tall
grasslands,	 blends	 into	 it,	 no	 matter	 which	 way	 one	 looks.	 There	 are	 no	 mountains	 to
obstruct	 its	 view	 and	 there	 are	 no	 tall	 buildings	 to	 mask	 its	 natural	 phenomenon.	 It	 is
difficult,	however,	to	measure	exact	distances	because,	the	skyline	plunges	deeply	into	the
sea	of	the	golden	plateaus.

She’d	heard	of	meteors	dropping	from	space	and	she’d	read	about	other	bizarre	objects
falling	from	the	skies	but	she	had	never	experienced	an	actual	event,	such	as	that.	She	was
dumbstruck.	She	stood	and	watched	with	terror,	anticipating	the	after	effects	of	the	impact.
There	was	 no	 blaze	 of	 fire,	 no	 smoke	 and	 absolutely	 no	 little	 green	men	 running	 away
from	a	wrecked	spaceship.	She	waited	for	a	few	minutes	while	the	wild	ducks	in	the	fields
settled	down	and	then	the	silence	returned,	as	if	nothing	had	happened.	The	sky	was	still,
the	 fields	were	empty;	 the	picture	before	her	was	as	perfect	as	 it	was	always,	on	such	a
beautiful	summer	day.

By	the	time	she	stopped	waiting	for	an	aftershock,	the	sun	was	beginning	to	set	and	the
sudden	 stillness	 around	 her	 made	 her	 question	 the	 authenticity	 of	 her	 apparition.	 Her
imagination	had	played	many	tricks	on	her	before	and,	perhaps,	it	was	also	doing	the	same
again.	Mary	Bell	was	known	to	have	a	wild	and	vivid	imagination.	From	the	time	she	was
a	young	girl,	the	stories	she	told	were	sometimes	more	elaborate,	on	the	verge	of	fantasy.	
People	around	her	found	them	difficult	to	believe.

In	 retrospect,	 she	should	not	have	dismissed	what	 she	saw	so	 readily.	 If	 she	had	 the
chance	to	re-live	that	day,	she	would	have	reported	it	immediately.

Somehow,	the	events	of	that	whole	day	had	rendered	her	irresponsive	and	aloof.		She
was	 only	 eighteen	 years	 old	 at	 the	 beginning	 of	 that	 summer	 of	 2000	 and	 she	 had	 just



finished	her	senior	year	in	high	school.	Mary	was	not	quite	sure	where	her	future	would
take	her;	the	only	thing	she	prayed	for	was	it	took	her	far	away.

She	was	the	valedictorian	of	her	graduating	class,	not	because	she	had	been	chosen	but
because	 the	 honor	 had	 fallen	 on	 her	 unexpectedly	 and	without	warning.	 Thus,	 she	was
amazed	she	had	pulled	it	off	so	well	with	such	little	time	to	prepare.

The	one	who	had	been	delegated,	Barbara	Fleming,	 the	girl	who	was	 to	become	 the
star	of	the	farewell	speech,	had	fallen	ill	suddenly	and	Mary	was	the	runner	up.	Was	it	a
big	 deal?	 Sure,	 for	 her	 it	 was	 the	 only	 deal.	 She	 had	 gone	 through	 high	 school	 being
almost	invisible,	her	looks	were	so	plain	no	one	had	ever	taken	notice	of	her.	She	only	had
one	true	friend,	Kimi	Proudwater,	an	attractive	Cree	girl.

Standing	in	front	of	her	class,	delivering	that	epic	speech	was	something	she	had	never
dared	to	dream.		It	happened	and	for	thirty	minutes	she	captivated	the	ears	and	minds	of
her	graduating	classmates,	whose	fates	had	already	been	sealed.	She	spoke	of	dreams,	she
spoke	of	unrealistic	aspirations	and	they	all	listened	with	the	kind	of	attention	allotted	only
to	famous	philosophers,	educators,	celebrities	or	clergymen.	For	those	thirty-minutes,	she
gave	 them	a	glimpse	 into	a	 future	 they	would	never	have.	For	 those	 thirty-minutes,	 she
basked	 in	 the	 fame	 that	 standing	 in	 front	 of	 an	 audience	 bestowed,	 automatically	 then
concluded:

“Graduating	class	of	2000,	you	have	reached	a	pinnacle	in	your	lives,	and	now	you	are
entering	 into	 a	 new	millennium,	 and	 you	must	 do	 everything	 in	 your	 power	 to	make	 a
mark	 in	a	world	which	needs	 the	 input	of	 every	person	 in	 it,	 no	matter	where	you	 live,
even	if	you	live	here	in	Buffalo	Narrows.	Our	troubled	world	needs	people	like	you	to	find
solutions	 to	 controversial	 issues,	 to	 contribute	 positive	 ideas,	 creative	 concepts	 and
scientific	solutions.	It	does	not	matter	that	you	are	in	an	isolated	community	such	as	ours,
for	the	world	is	becoming	smaller	with	the	endless	possibilities	of	travel.	If	you	have	the
will	to	act,	nothing	can	stop	you.	Go	out	and	find	your	potential,	go	out	and	conquer	the
impossible.”

Spontaneously,	 she	 tossed	 her	 black	 cap	 into	 the	 cloudless	 sky	 and	 immediately
twenty-two	others	followed.

People	 in	 the	 audience	 stood	 and	 the	 applause	 they	 generated	 was	 genuine	 and
vigorous	yet	they	were	surprised	to	see	her	standing	there.	Not	many	knew	her,	those	few
who	did,	had	never	imagined	she	could	deliver	a	speech	so	formidable.	She	was	the	girl
who	had	flown	under	 the	radar	 for	years,	evading	attention	and	recognition.	She	had	no
real	 claim	 to	 fame	 other	 than	 being	 a	 decent	 human	 being.	 She	 was	 however,	 a	 good
student	and	her	parents	were	always	singing	her	praises	to	her	friends,	neighbors	and	the
church	congregation.

“Wasn’t	that	a	fantastic	speech?	She’s	grown	into	a	beautiful	young	woman.	She	will
go	far	in	this	world.	Her	parents	must	be	so	proud.”

She	heard	those	comments	as	she	came	floating	down	the	side	steps	of	the	podium.

Mary	Bell	lived	on	a	remote	farm	in	northwestern	Saskatchewan	and	her	father	was	a
wild	rice	harvester.	It	was	one	of	the	worst	places	for	a	girl	with	her	visions,	passions	and



ambitions	 to	 have	grown	up.	 In	 the	 compass	of	 her	 country	 and	 even	of	 the	world,	 her
town	was	as	invisible	as	she	was.

In	 1969,	 Buffalo	 Narrows	 had	 made	 the	 front-page	 headlines	 in	 every	 Canadian
newspaper	and,	perhaps,	far	beyond;	it	was	later	noted	in	historical	books,	too.	That	claim
to	 fame	was	 nothing	 to	 brag	 about.	 If	 she	 had	 anything	 to	 do	with	 the	 reporting,	Mary
would	have	downplayed	the	whole	story	for	the	sake	of	holding	on	to	a	better	reputation
than	what	the	press	had	given	the	town.

For	 over	 a	 century,	 her	 town	 had	 remained	 unknown.	 Then	 a	 homicidal	 fiend	 had
brought	 the	worst	 kind	 of	 infamy	 upon	 them.	 They	 became	 notorious	 not	 famous.	 She
knew	the	events	of	 that	year	deserved	attention	but	 it	was	a	shame	a	heinous	crime	was
what	had	placed	them	on	the	map.		It	was	that	heinous	crime	that	made	her	town	the	talk
of	the	nation.	Until	then,	no	one	had	ever	heard	of	their	small	and	insignificant	lives.

Frederick	Moses	McCallum	killed	seven	people	and	wounded	the	eighth	at	a	house	not
far	from	hers.	This	he	did	on	January	30,	1969.	Her	parents	were	a	young	married	couple
at	the	time	and	she	was	not	even	a	‘glimmer	in	her	father’s	eyes’.

For	 years	 following	 that	 horrible	 incident,	 Buffalo	Narrows	was	 considered	 a	 place
where	unspeakable	things	happened.	It	took	many	years	for	people	to	forget—inevitably,
they	did	forget.

Buffalo	Narrows	is	a	small	town	of	approximately	1200	people,	made	up	mostly	of	the
descendants	of	Native	People	and	some	people	of	European	descent	whose	ancestors	had
arrived	 there	 in	 the	early	years	of	 settlement,	when	 they	 trapped	and	 traded	 firs	as	 their
main	source	of	industry.

The	 size	 of	 the	 population	 never	 really	 changed.	 The	 number	 would	 rise	 and	 fall,
depending	 on	 who	 died	 or	 how	 many	 babies	 were	 born,	 who	 moved	 away	 and	 who
arrived.	Because	 the	 latter	was	never	 a	 larger	 number,	 the	 sign	 entering	 the	 town	never
needed	 to	 be	 adjusted.	 “Welcome	 to	 Buffalo	 Narrows,	 Population	 1153”,	 remained
unchanged	for	years.	

The	 tiny	 community	 was	 nestled	 between	 the	 Peter	 Pond	 and	 Churchill	 Lakes	 of
northwestern	Saskatchewan.	Mining,	fishing,	forestry	and	wild	rice	growing	were	a	few	of
the	main	industries	 in	the	area.	Education	was	the	least	 important	focus	of	 the	people	in
the	town.	Nobody	was	going	anywhere,	there	was	no	real	optimism	for	the	future;	for	that
reason,	education	took	a	back	seat	to	just	about	everything	else.

Mary	Bell’s	family	members	were	the	descendants	of	Norwegian	and	Scottish	settlers
who	 had	 come	 to	 that	 part	 of	 Canada	 to	 start	 their	 lives	 over,	 after	 leaving	 whatever
misfortune	 they	 had	 endured	 in	 their	 country	 of	 origin.	 How	 they	 chose	 this	 isolated
location	as	opposed	to	others,	was	something	Mary	could	never	figure	out.

She	inherited	the	fair	skin	and	blond	hair	of	her	maternal	forefathers	and	she	had	the
stubborn	 and	belligerent	 personality	 of	 her	Scottish	 ancestors.	Her	 brother,	 on	 the	other
hand,	was	her	mirror	opposite.	He	was	calm	and	complacent	with	red	hair	and	a	freckled
face,	which	hid	 the	 fairness	of	 his	 skin	 and	 the	 sweetness	of	 his	 character.	As	did	 their
father,	he	worked	many	hours	daily,	harvesting	the	wild	rice	that	grew	near	the	banks	of
the	shallow	waters	by	the	lake	banks,	close	to	their	compound.



From	 the	 age	 of	 eight,	 she	 had	 attended	 a	 local	 elementary	 school,	 Twin	 Lakes
Community	School,	in	town	and	then	following	grade	six,	she	moved	to	the	building	next
door,	 which	 held	 the	 three	 classes	 of	 high	 school	 aged	 students.	 She	 was	 three	 years
younger	 than	 her	 brother,	 who	 eventually	 dropped	 out	 of	 school	 anyway,	 after	 grade
seven.	Her	father	had	needed	his	help	 to	bring	 the	harvest	 to	market;	 thus,	her	brother’s
life	 was	 all	 but	 decided	 for	 him.	 That	 decision	 was	 not	 met	 by	 any	 objections	 or
resentment,	for	George	was	more	than	happy	to	continue	his	life	without	futile	dreams	of	a
better	existence.

There	was	a	Métis	and	a	 large	Cree	community	near	Buffalo	Narrows,	and	many	of
Mary’s	 friends	 and	classmates	were	 citizens	 from	both	 those	Nations.	Many	 Indigenous
people	 shared	 common	 impediments	 as	 did	 her	 own	 European-blended	 community,	 all
their	fates	were	predetermined	by	either	the	Canadian	government	or	by	their	own	cultural
and	peculiar	circumstances.

Their	education	was	a	basic	one,	one	that	emphasized	more	the	arts	than	the	sciences.
Those	 students	 who	 wished	 to	 stay	 in	 the	 field	 of	 agriculture,	 either	 dropped	 out	 and
learned	the	skills	on	the	job	from	their	parents	or	were	shipped	off	to	Saskatoon	or	Regina
to	the	agricultural	universities.	

The	mining	and	forestry	industries	were	the	preferred	choices	of	many	boys,	for	it	paid
better	wages	than	what	their	own	families	could	afford,	had	they	chosen	to	work	on	their
own	farms.	The	other	 industry,	 fishing,	was	usually	a	hand	me	down,	stay	 in	 the	family
kind	of	enterprise.	Those	whose	families	owned	fishing	boats	and	were	practically	born	on
them,	were	the	fishermen	of	the	next	generation.

All	the	roads	to	wealth	were	controlled	by	climate,	isolation	and	the	economy.	No	one
ever	 became	 rich	 in	Buffalo	Narrows.	 It	was	 a	 hard	 life	 and	Mary	 had	 often	 heard	 her
parents	complain.	She	heard	them	curse	and,	yes,	she’d	even	heard	them	cry.

She	remembered	times	when	her	mother	barely	had	enough	food	to	put	on	the	dinner
table.	 Following	 those	meagre	meals,	Mary	went	 to	 the	 sanctuary	 of	 her	 room	 and	 she
swore,	 in	 silence,	 she	would	not	 live	under	 those	conditions	 for	 the	 rest	of	her	 life.	For
comfort,	she	poured	herself	 into	a	book	and	tried	 to	get	 lost	 in	a	world	 that	was	not	her
own.	She	loved	the	exotic	places	she	visited	through	them,	the	strange	people	who	lived
there	and	 the	 limitless	adventures	 that	were	at	 the	 tips	of	 their	 fingers.	She	envied	 their
lives	and	fantasized	about	being	in	their	shoes.

The	 teachers	 who	 came	 to	 teach	 at	 the	 isolated	 school	 came	 from	 the	 bigger
metropolitan	areas	of	Canada.	They	were	the	only	link	to	a	society	that	was	truly	living	in
the	year	2000,	with	all	the	modern	and	up-to-date	gadgets,	fashion	and	trends	of	that	era.
With	them,	they	brought	the	latest	books,	those	from	the	New	York	Times’	best	seller	list.
Those	books	always	had	a	waiting	list	and	Mary	was	intent	on	signing	her	name	on	the	top
of	it,	to	become	one	of	the	first	to	read	them.

They	did	have	satellite	access	 to	media,	 through	a	couple	of	 television	channels,	but
the	choices	for	entertainment	and	information	were	limited.	The	Phoenix	Star,	Saskatoon’s
daily	newspaper	was	delivered	at	the	end	of	each	week.		Enough	copies	were	kept	at	the
library	 for	 those	who	wished	 to	 stay	 abreast	 of	 the	 political	 issues	 of	 the	 times	 and	 for
those	who	enjoyed	sports,	it	had	the	scores	and	schedules	of	the	National	Hockey	League.



The	CBC,	 the	Canadian	Broadcasting	Company,	provided	 the	only	channel	 that	was
transmitted	without	too	much	static.	Her	parents	watched	the	programs	religiously	but	she
preferred	to	read	instead,	to	stay	abreast	of	modern	life.	Her	father	brought	home	a	copy	of
the	newspaper	for	her	pleasure	every	time	he	got	his	hands	on	one.

Although	 the	news	 she	 read	was	old	news;	 it	 still	 fulfilled	 the	 curiosity	 she	had	 for
knowledge	 of	 current	 events.	 It	 was	 the	 news	 that	 happened	 beyond	 her	 village	 that
interested	her,	because	nothing	of	 interest	 really	happened	 in	her	confined,	 remote	area.
Other	 than	 seeing	 some	 Hollywood	 movies	 and	 being	 influenced	 by	 Hollywood’s
rendition	of	the	world,	Mary	Bell	was	stuck	in	Buffalo	Narrows’	forced	narrow	outlook	on
life.	 To	 crawl	 out	 of	 that	 confined	 perspective,	 she	 chose	 to	 read	 as	many	 books	 on	 as
many	topics	as	the	books	in	the	libraries	allowed.

Mary	 Bell	 thought	 the	 ultimate	 goal	 of	 the	 city	 counsellors	 was	 to	 keep	 the	 town
dwellers	 in	 the	dark,	so	they	would	not	all	 leave	in	masses	for	better	parts	of	 the	world.
They	did	not	want	a	full-blown	rebellion	on	their	hands	because	of	knowledge.	There	was,
however,	 some	 restlessness	 and	 feelings	 of	 futility	 they	 were	 not	 able	 to	 squelch,
especially	 among	 the	 Aboriginal	 people	 whose	 opportunities	 were	 far	 less	 ample	 than
those	of	the	descendants	of	the	European	settlers.	Many	young	Cree	men	and	women	left
every	 year	 to	 find	 a	 better	 life	 somewhere	 else.	 That	 information	 was	 kept	 quiet,	 not
discussed	 or	 emphasized.	 Their	 stories	 were	 never	 mentioned	 and	 only	 their	 families
suffered	their	absences	or	rejoiced	in	their	success.

Some	of	the	people	who	Mary	had	known,	while	growing	up,	those	who	ventured	out
into	the	world	and	still	returned,	told	stories	about	the	outside	she	could	listen	to	for	hours.
She	was	fascinated	by	their	stories,	their	description	of	the	big	cities	and	the	multitude	of
people	 with	 diverse	 cultures,	 languages	 and	 ideologies.	 Her	 brother,	 George,	 and	 she
differed	 in	 their	 interest	 of	 the	 world	 beyond	 their	 borders	 and	 they	 argued	 constantly
about	it.

“You	are	too	inquisitive,	Mary,”	he	used	to	say.

“I	am.	I	will	not	be	happy	unless	I	find	out	everything	about	my	world	and	about	all
the	people	who	live	in	it.	Is	there	something	wrong	with	that?”

“You	must	face	reality.	We	live	here,	in	Buffalo	Narrows.	Get	used	to	it,	or	leave.”	

“I	 will	 one	 day.	 I	 cannot	 stay	 here,	 for	 this	 is	 not	 my	 dream.	 George,	 you	 must
understand.	You	and	I	are	so	different.”	

“Mary,	I	had	dreams	too,	at	your	age.	Then	I	found	my	dose	of	reality.	Dad	needs	me,	I
can’t	let	him	down.	I	will	stay,	have	a	family	of	my	own	one	day	and	continue	maintaining
this	farm.	That	is	now	my	only	dream.	

“You’re	narrow	minded,	George.	You	should	read	books	and	discover	those	things	that
are	beyond	the	perimeters	of	Buffalo	Narrows.	This	may	be	your	world,	but	it	isn’t	mine.	
One	day,	I	will	find	a	way	out	of	here,	you’ll	see.”

“I	hope	you	do,	for	your	own	sake,	Mary,	otherwise	you	will	never	be	happy.”		In	one
way,	 she	envied	his	 resolve	and	narrow	outlook	on	 life.	He	was	happy	 in	his	own	skin,
whereas	she	was	miserable	in	hers.	



The	dreams	Mary	had	about	her	own	future	were	as	real	to	her	as	the	choice,	George
had	made	long	ago	about	staying	and	living	out	his	own	life	in	Buffalo	Narrows.	She	was
going	 to	 get	 the	 hell	 out	 of	 there	 as	 soon	 as	 she	 found	 someone	 to	 take	 her	 away	or	 if
necessary	she	would	run	away	as	did	those	Aboriginal	youths.	She	did	not	have	an	exact
plan;	but	she’d	been	working	on	one	ever	since	she	could	remember.

The	only	person	Mary	had	allowed	into	those	dreams	was	Kimi;	they	were	so	alike	in
their	outlook	on	life	that	Kimi	was	waiting	for	the	moment	when	Mary	would	say	to	her,
“Let’s	go.	She	told	Mary	once,	she	already	had	a	bag	packed.
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