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Chapter One

Torrison

“F

uck off, Campbell! You throw any more of that greasecleaning shit at me, and I’m going to shove it up your
ass!” Rick Torrison grabbed a rag off the top of his
green work locker and wiped the white cleansing grease from
his brown pant leg. “Fucking jerk,” he mumbled under the loud
laughter of Trent Campbell.
“What’s wrong, Torrison? Don’t like someone helping you
clean up after a shift?” Campbell shouted back.
“What do you know about putting in a shift, Campbell?” Rick
said, looking down and continuing to wipe off the grease cleaner.
“Last I heard, you cost Rennet Mine fifty grand when you fell
asleep on the field crusher and let the belt burn up.” Rick took off
his work boots and coveralls and placed them back into his locker.
He took out his white Adidas runners with the red stripes and his
brown leather jacket. He purposely slammed his locker door to try
and cut off Trent Campbell’s response.
“Didn’t fall asleep, and it didn’t cost the mine nothing!
Fucking belt was worn out. Would have happened on the next
shift anyway!”
Trent Campbell was a heavyset, forty-eight-year-old man
who had been working at the Rennet Iron Ore Mine since he
dropped out of high school. Standing six foot four, he could
be intimidating, but his noticeably bulging belly underneath his
coveralls made his movements laboured.
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A wide strip of bald freckled scalp ran down the centre of
his head, bordered on either side by snow white hair. He had a
permanently red face, which Rick thought was due to his penchant
to yell at people rather than walk over and talk.
Rick sat down on one of the slatted work benches between
sets of lockers and began tying his shoes. He decided it was worth
yelling back at Campbell.
“Yeah, well, I guess the guys who got overtime fixing it aren’t
complaining.” He stood up, put on his leather jacket, and picked
up his steel lunch pail. He was about to walk out to catch the mine
bus home when Daryl Rykin walked in.
“Don’t leave yet, boys!” Rykin yelled. “Time for some shift
changes! And don’t worry, the buses will wait.”
Daryl Rykin was the plant shift foreman. He was tall and
so skinny that his coveralls looked like a clown suit. Rick often
thought he should be wearing a big red wig and floppy shoes
instead of a hard hat and work boots. Rykin didn’t like Rennet, he
didn’t like his job, and he didn’t like his workers. But what Rykin
did like was to see others in misery. The only time you saw a smile
on his face was when you had misery on yours. The workers knew
him as “Daryl the Dickhead.” He eagerly took on the worst jobs
for his crew just so he could see their faces drop when he assigned
them.
Rykin gave out papers outlining crew and shift changes to the
various men. He handed Rick his and smiled.
Rick Torrison was thirty-three years old. He weighed 160 lbs,
had a slim build, and stood five foot eleven (six feet if you asked
him personally). His hair was light brown and was close to a buzz
cut, which often made him stand out against the longer hairstyles
of 1971. He graduated from Tear Falls High School in 1955. The
following year, he went to college, but he only lasted a few months
before becoming tired of the routine and always being short of
money. In 1957, he joined the Canadian army and was sure he
had found his true calling. The guys were tough but loyal, and
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the army actually paid on time. It was enough to keep him there
for nearly six years.
Rick took a moment to sit down and study the paper. He
raised his head to a voice from across the room.
“You’re a fucking dick, Rykin!” someone yelled. Rykin didn’t
even bother to see who made the comment. He simply turned and
walked out of the locker room with a perverse smile of satisfaction.
Daryl the Dickhead, he said to himself. He liked living up to his
name.
Rick looked back at his paper to see he had been moved to the
midnight-to-8 a.m. shift, otherwise known as the graveyard shift.
“Shit!” he said under his breath. He was just getting used to
his afternoon shift starting at 4 p.m. and ending at midnight.
Resigned, he put the paper in the side pocket of his leather jacket
and walked out of the locker room to get on a mine bus for the
ride home. He made a point of stepping over the legs of a seated
Trent Campbell.
“Fuck you, Campbell,” he said. It was now 12:15 a.m.
In 1963, Rick had left the army and begun a job at a local
seaplane company called Brown Airways. The company had a
fleet of float planes and was owned by Pat Galverson. The work
and pay were good, but Rick’s real reward was getting his training
and flight hours for his bush plane pilot’s license. By the summer
of 1965, Rick was a fully licensed bush pilot flying for Brown
Airways.
Everything went well for Rick at Brown Airways. He was
promoted a number of times and got along well with his coworkers. Then, in July of 1968, he showed up to work to see
everyone standing around outside the main office. One of the
other pilots just looked at him and gave him two thumbs down.
Brown Airways had gone bankrupt.
Rick walked out into the mine parking lot, where various
school- and coach-style buses were lined up to take the afternoon
shift home. It was mid-July, but the Northern Ontario night still
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had most workers wearing light jackets. Rick’s hometown of Tear
Falls was exactly an hour away. He always felt lucky on the shift
ride home, for of all the buses to be on, the best was Manny Prost’s
coach.
Rick jumped up the stairs of Manny’s bus and greeted him
with his usual apology. “Sorry for the dirt, Manny.”
“That dirt means money, Rick! Not to worry,” Manny replied
with a grin.
Rick quietly counted the seat rows as he moved to the back
of the bus. “Ten, eleven, twelve.” He stopped and hopped into his
regular window seat of the twelfth row.
“Comfortable, Rick?” Manny yelled back, smiling in the bus’s
large rear-view mirror.
“Always, Manny,” Rick said, smiling back.
Manny Prost had been driving buses for Prost Bus Lines
for twenty-five years. He’d started the business after picking up
hitchhikers on the road with his father’s truck. At the age of fiftyone, Manny had built Prost Bus Lines into a fleet, and his pride
and joy was the 1967 MC6 motor coach he drove to the mine.
He believed the workers deserved the comfort of its fifty-five
plush captain seats and a smooth ride after a long shift. He kept
it impeccably clean and could often be seen shining up the silver
handrails as he waited for the workers to come off shift.
Rick sat in his seat and stared out the window. He watched as
Trent Campbell roared out of the parking lot in his VW camper
van. Shithead can’t even bring himself to take the bus like everyone
else, he thought. He turned his attention to the aisle as other
workers began filing onto the bus. All were greeted by Manny,
and a few wisecracks were thrown around with some loud laughs.
It wasn’t long before he spotted his friend Milt Tonkin’s gleaming
smile. Milt jumped into his usual seat beside Rick.
“Uh oh,” Milt said. “I see the blank shift stare going on. What
is it this time? Got turned down by Jasmine Rubuwen again?”
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“Nah, didn’t even see her all shift,” Rick replied. He stared
out the window. “Why is it Campbell wastes all that money on
gas when he could take the bus for free?”
“That’s what’s bothering you?” Milt replied. “Trent Campbell
driving his van to the mine?”
“I can do without the psychoanalysis, Freud. Just answer
the question. It doesn’t make sense. He has always been a cheap
bastard, as far as I know.”
“Well, if you really want to know, I think it’s because the
guy stinks. He takes all his clothes home every shift in that large
duffle bag he carries. You want him on this bus with that bag?”
Milt asked with a smile.
“Guess not.” Rick looked back up to the front of the bus and
saw Manny was eating an apple. “C’mon, Manny, let’s go.”
“Okay, it isn’t Jasmine, and it ain’t Trent Campbell. So, what
is it, buddy?” Milt placed his shoulder bag under the seat in front
of him. “What’s got you so on edge tonight that you can’t even let
Manny finish his apple?”
Rick reached into the side pocket of his leather jacket, took
out the note from Rykin, and handed it to Milt without breaking
his gaze.
Milt took the piece of paper and rotated it several times to get
the proper light to read it. “Ah, the shift change!” he said upon
seeing the initials D.R. at the bottom of the page. “You know you
should really get out of the plant and come work in the pit, Rick.
We’ve got Seminsky for shift foreman, and the guy rarely makes
it to work, let alone changes people around on shifts.”
Rick stopped watching Manny and sat up in his seat to get
more comfortable. “No thanks, Milt. You guys eat more dust
than I do.” He stuck his hand out, and when Milt returned the
paper, he continued. “Better yet, how about we trade you Rykin
for Seminsky. Then you guys can accidentally run him over with
a yuke.”
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Milt brushed his long black hair back, put on his mine cap,
and pulled it down over his eyes for the ride home. “No way…
We did that one already. How do you think we got Seminsky?
Although…” He sat up again and pushed his hat up. “What we
could do is ask Oakey out at the tailings pond to get rid of him.
That shit’s like quicksand. You would never find him again!” Milt
stared at Rick, raising his eyebrows several times to emphasize his
point.
Rick was unimpressed and tilted his seat back. “Fucking
Oakey,” he mused. He turned back to Milt, who was settling
himself back into his sleep pose. “Does that fucking guy actually
have a last name?”
“I don’t know,” Milt said, his hat now comfortably pulled
down over his face. “In fact, I don’t even know if Oakey is his
first or last name. It’s all he’s got on his hard hat. I do believe the
guy is crazy enough to do anything. He once came after me with
a shovel. Bastard nearly took my head off!”
The conversation was interrupted by Manny closing the bus
door and calling back to the workers, “Anyone know if there are
any latecomers?” A few muffled noes were enough for Manny to
shut down the aisle lights, put the bus into gear, and start driving
the three miles of gravel road to the main highway.
Rick watched as the bus went underneath the lighted Rennet
Mine sign as they approached the intersection to the highway. To
the left was a smaller sign that read “There is safety in numbers!
Over 7 months with no lost time accidents!” Rick wondered how
this would make the guy who had the accident on the eighth
month feel.
The Rennet Mine was named after Robert Rennet, a
prospector who discovered the iron ore body at the site in 1960.
It wasn’t until 1963 that enough government and private money
was invested in the operation to get the mine up and running. The
product was producing iron ore pellets for the steel mills down
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south. Most every job at Rennet Mine was unionized, and most
every job was well paid.
Manny stopped the bus at the highway junction and took
a good look both ways. There was rarely any traffic out on the
highway at this hour, but he was always wary of the odd trucker
trying to make a deadline and driving fast late at night. Assured
it was safe, he pulled out onto Highway 205. The sounds and
bright lights of the mine soon faded and were quickly replaced
by the darkness of a narrow strip of Northern Ontario highway.
The chatter coming from the workers died down, and everyone
seemed to accept the fact the hour-long drive home was best spent
relaxing or sleeping.
Rick looked over at Milt and could tell he was already fast
asleep. He turned back to the window and once again gazed out.
He watched the moon flash behind the tall tree tops and listened
in a trance as Manny took the coach diesel engine through its gears
to bring the bus up to a comfortable highway speed.
Rick couldn’t blame Milt for sleeping. It was hard not to sleep
on Manny’s bus. The coach glided down the highway, absorbing
every bump with an ease that sometimes made Rick wonder
whether the bus was moving at all. The seats reclined, and Rick
was sure Manny had specifically tuned the diesel engine to hum
at the frequency used for hypnosis.
But Rick couldn’t sleep. He moved and shifted in his seat with
little relief. He dreaded the upcoming shift change. He wondered
if Trent Campbell would follow him to his new shift, or worse,
Daryl Rykin. He worried about his health, and he worried about
his mom. Rick never stopped worrying about his mom.
Milt woke up and gave Rick a nudge as the bus slowed down
for the first stop at the NearNorth Motel and Bar located on the
main highway running through Tear Falls.
“NearNorth!” Manny yelled back to the workers as the hissing
air brakes brought the bus to a comfortable stop.
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Milt looked over again at Rick, who was still fast asleep.
“Wake up, Rick,” he said giving his friend a shoulder bump. He
reached down to put his cap into his shoulder bag. He sat back
up and looked over at Rick, who was stretching, his eyes open.
“You know your snoring is not getting any better there, Torrison.
Starting to think my mine earplugs could be better used for the
ride home.”
Milt Tonkin was thirty-one years old and had been Rick’s
best friend since grade school. He was slightly shorter and thinner
than Rick, standing five foot ten and weighing 150 lbs. Rick often
thought Milt had the ideal life. He was married to his beautiful
wife, Kristen, and they had two healthy boys, five and six years
old, to whom Rick had been granted the unofficial title of uncle.
Rick often described Milt as a real “go-getter,” but Milt was
always quick to correct him and say, “Nope…I’m a go-better.”
And that was always Milt’s philosophy on life. Nothing seemed
to get him down. He once broke his arm in a track and field high
jump competition, but he only saw it as lucky he didn’t break both
arms. When his new 1969 green GTO was stolen, he said he would
save on gas. When Rick lost his job at Brown Airways, Milt said a
better-paying job would come along. It was shortly thereafter that
he vouched for Rick and got him a job at Rennet Mine.
Manny let off a group of workers at the motel stop, and Rick
watched out the window as they got into their cars or started their
walk home. It was now 1:20 a.m. Manny said goodbye and gave
a few waves to the exiting workers. Then he closed the door and
eased the bus out of the parking lot.
The bus had just hit third gear before it started to slow down
again for a stop at the corner of Balsam and Raven Streets. “BR!”
Manny yelled out.
Milt and Rick stretched their legs as they waited for the other
workers to exit. Milt got out of his seat with Rick right behind.
At the end of the aisle, Milt made a point of placing a hand on
Manny’s shoulder.
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“When are you going to get me a nice shirt like this, Manny?”
he said.
“As soon as you cut your hair, Tonkin,” Manny replied. Milt
bounded down the bus stairs with a laugh.
Rick approached Manny next. “Won’t be seeing you for a
while, Manny. Switching over to the graveyard shift after a few
days off.” He went down the stairs and turned back to give Manny
a salute goodbye.
Manny already had his hand on the bus’s chrome lever to close
the door, but he paused. He lowered his voice so as to not have
his words carry to anyone else left on the bus. “Fucking Rykin?”
“Fucking Rykin,” Rick echoed back.
Manny responded with a flat smile and shook his head. His
gaze shifted over Rick’s shoulder, to Milt’s face. “Too bad you
couldn’t take that guy with you, Rick!” he said. Rick laughed as
Manny nodded and closed the coach bus door.
Milt and Rick stood under a street light and watched as
Manny’s bus drove off with some trailing dust kicked up from
the gravel shoulder of the paved street. The other workers were
already walking home and quickly faded off into the late summer
night. It was now 1:30 a.m.
Milt looked up to the hum of the failing street light
illuminating the two men. A familiar swarm of insects could
be seen flying around the light post in a spell of false daylight.
He turned to Rick. “Where do you think the mine buys its light
bulbs? They never seem to burn out.”
“I don’t know, Milt,” Rick replied as the two men started their
common walk home.
Even with a swelling population of near 1,800, Tear Falls
streets became traditionally quiet and still by this time of night.
Few cars were on the streets, and even if one did pass, Rick and
Milt would probably know who it was and wonder why they were
out so late.
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The two men walked for a few minutes without speaking.
The silent night allowed the stepping sounds of Rick’s shoes and
Milt’s boots to be clearly distinguishable. A cricket choir from the
nearby ditch served as background, and the combination of sounds
was strangely meditative for both men. Rick finally turned to his
friend and said, “I think I need to pick up more work, Milt.”
“Yeah, and do what? Milt replied, kicking a pebble into the
ditch and continuing to stare straight ahead. “You going to start
your own seaplane business?”
“That would be too easy. I was talking to Paul Rocelli over at
the airport. He needs some help with a guy to drive his aviator fuel
trucks. Hours are flexible. He is too busy with his own in-town
fuel deliveries.”
Milt could tell by Rick’s voice that he was half serious about
the job. He purposely slowed his walk to give them more time to
talk before reaching their homes.
“What’s Rocelli going to pay you over there? Seven…maybe
eight bucks an hour? That’s half of what you’re making at the
mine. Why don’t you just work more overtime? And how are you
going to fit that in with your mine shifts anyway?”
Rick stopped walking, forcing Milt to do the same. The two
men were now between street lights, with a three-quarter moon
making up for the lost light.
“Milt, I need the money,” Rick said with a measure of both
despair and conviction. “My mom’s medical bills keep piling up,
and the government doesn’t help worth shit. Besides, it will get
me around planes again.”
“What d’ya mean they don’t pay. I thought the government
paid for everything,” Milt replied.
Rick’s mother had been coping with multiple sclerosis for
over ten years. Rick remembered his dad phoning him in basic
training, saying he thought there was something wrong with
her. She was starting to have difficulty walking and keeping her
balance. At first, his dad thought she might have been drinking
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too much. But the symptoms got progressively worse until they
went to see a specialist from out of town. The diagnosis came back
as multiple sclerosis, or MS, as the family came to know health
care terminology. Things only got worse when Rick’s dad died
four years later in a snowmobile accident. His mother now only
walked short distances with a walker, and Rick had to borrow a
wheelchair for any long trips outside the house.
Rick started walking again. He could now see Milt’s home.
“Ah, they pay for the doctor appointments and a few drugs, but
they don’t pay for a lot of the special medicine. And who do you
think pays for the help to watch over her or make her a meal when
I’m not home? She used to be a workhorse, Milt, and now this!”
“Hey, listen…” Milt said. “If you need some extra money, I
think Kristen and I can cough up a few bucks.”
“Thanks for the offer. But I want to do this on my own. That’s
why I want the extra job. I’ve already chewed through the forty
grand my father left us, and it’s only been a little over six years
since he died. I just hope I have enough money to take her to
Mexico again for Christmas. It’s the one thing she looks forward
to all year.”
Milt could detect his friend’s frustration, so to lighten the
mood, he said, “Yeah that’s a great trip you two take! You still stay
at that place outside Tijuana…and what’s the name of your buddy
that owns that place?” Milt asked.
A smile reappeared on Rick’s face. “The Larga Vida Villa.
Eduardo Samos is the owner. He’s a great guy, and I consider him
a friend. He always makes sure my mom gets a ground-floor room.
He’s the one that keeps saying there is a hospital in Tijuana that
has special treatment for my mom’s MS and he would help out
with getting her set up.”
The two men had reached Milt’s driveway, and once again,
they stopped. “Ever thought of taking him up on the offer?” Milt
asked delicately, knowing it would cost more money.
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“I’ve thought about it,” Rick replied. “I was actually thinking
of calling Eduardo to see if he could check into some costs for me.
Easier for him to do it than a gringo in broken Spanish.”
“Why don’t you call him then? You’ve got nothing to lose.”
“Yeah…maybe… I want to see if I get the airport job first.”
“Well, think about the extra overtime at the mine. Shit, I
could even fuck up the field crusher belt like Campbell did just
to give you guys some extra work!”
Rick gave him a smile as he turned and began his own walk
home. “You do that, Milt, and say hi to Jasmine Rubuwen for me!”
“I’ll do that for me, not you, Torrison!” Milt yelled after him.
The back of Rick’s hand went up in a wave as he disappeared
into another shadow of the darkened street.
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Chapter Two

Lago
Carburante

R

ick sat in Paul Rocelli’s Lake Fuels airport office looking
around at the pictures on the wall. Most were of Paul and
his father, Giovani, posing with celebrities who had flown
in for some Northern Ontario hunting or fishing. There were
always stories around town that some famous person had flown
into Tear Falls on a personal plane, but by the time anyone figured
out who it might be, they had vanished as fast as the rumour. Rick
could see other pictures were of Paul and his father posing with
elected mayors and officials, mostly to do with airport projects.
The door of Paul Rocelli’s office flew open, and Paul came
hurrying in. He took off his gas-stained work gloves and threw
them on his grey steel desk. Rick recoiled as the distinct odour of
aviation fuel hit his nose with a punch.
“You Rick?” Paul asked, throwing out his hand for a shake.
“Yeah…Rick Torrison.” Rick stood up and shook Paul
Rocelli’s hand.
Paul was wearing a worn one-piece coverall that Rick imagined
at one time had been a bright orange but now passed for almost a
dull black with only a smattering of orange still visible. Paul was a
large man. Not overweight, just big. He had thick, wavy black hair
that was cut around his ears but in desperate need of a combing or
maybe some sort of dethatching. Rick watched as Paul sat down
and started fumbling with what Rick assumed was his resume.
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“You know how to drive one of those trucks out there, Rick?”
Paul Rocelli said, now blindly pointing out the office window to
one of his parked eight-ton aviation fuel trucks.
Rick followed his finger to make sure they were looking at
the same truck. “Yup!” he replied. “Drove the same type of truck
carrying water at the mine. I’ve also got my DZ license if I need
to take it on the road. Not a problem.”
“Yeah…well, trucking water and trucking flammable plane
fuel can be two different things,” Paul said. He continued to look
down at Rick’s resume.
Paul Rocelli had taken over Lake Fuels from his father after
he had suffered a stroke three years ago. His father had emigrated
from Italy to Tear Falls in 1937, wanting a fresh start for his family.
He originally planned to get a well-paying job in one of the gold
mines but he ended up driving an oil delivery truck for a company
from out of town. After almost ten years, he figured he could do
the job better and make more money if he started his own local
fuel delivery business. He used savings, and with help from family
and his close Italian friends, he opened up Lake Fuels at the Tear
Falls airport in 1949. It was in 1967, at the age of sixty-one, that
Giovani suffered a stroke and eventually decided to turn over the
business to his eldest son, Paul.
Paul looked farther down Rick’s resume. “See here you have
your bush pilots licence.”
“Yeah, I used to fly for Brown Airways. Did a lot of tourist
camp runs, reserve fly-ins, government shit.”
Paul looked up. “Wasn’t that owned by Pat Galverson?”
“Yup. Good guy with some bad luck!”
“Yeah. How so?”
“I don’t know. He had a big heart, but he wasn’t much of
businessman. He signed our paycheques, but he always said he
had to talk to his investors whenever he had to make a decision.”
Paul looked back down to Rick’s resume. “I think those
investors were the bank, Rick. The guy stiffed our family for
17
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fifteen grand in fuel before he went bankrupt and took off up
north.”
Rick nodded in silence, sensing it was a topic best not discussed
at the time of an interview.
Paul put Rick’s resume down and leaned back in his oak
spring chair. A distinct crack could be heard as the chair strained.
“You’re still working at the mine, Rick?”
“Yeah.”
There was an awkward silence as Paul nonchalantly secured
his hands behind his head and rocked in his chair. Rick was
unsure of who should be taking the lead in the conversation, so
he nervously sat up and locked his hands together while resting
his elbows on the arms of his own chair.
Paul Rocelli sat forward and placed his hands on the desk. “I
guess I don’t get it, Rick. Why would you want to come here and
give up your weekends and evenings to work for half of what you
can get at the mine?”
“Yeah, I know,” Rick said. “It seems weird, doesn’t it. Even
my friends say I should just work more overtime, but there is
only so much of the mine a guy can take. And I wouldn’t mind
being around planes again and maybe even seeing the odd famous
person.” He nodded at the pictures on Paul’s office wall.
Paul got up from his chair and walked over to a bank of
wooden drawers underneath a counter that lined one of his office
windows. He pulled open a drawer, took out a piece of paper, and
then opened a second and took out another. He brought the papers
back to his desk and sat down.
“Here,” he said as he slid the two pieces of paper over to Rick.
“The one piece of paper tells you about the job. What you can do
and what you can’t screw up. The second is your application. All
the stuff we need to know to pay you.” Paul sat back for a moment
to let Rick glance over the writing. “Pay is seven fifty an hour.
Mostly weekend and evening shifts. If you can’t do a shift, I call
someone else. Don’t care about bullshit excuses!”
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Rick looked up with the realization that Paul had just offered
him the job on the spot. “Sounds good.” He stood up and shook
Paul’s hand. “And when would I start…?” he asked reluctantly,
thinking he was already pushing his luck.
“I’ll call you. Go home and read that stuff over. See whether
you still want the job.” Paul picked his gloves up off the desk as a
signal to Rick that the interview was over and he had to get back
to work.
Rick walked out the door as Paul followed close behind. He
looked over to one of the Lake Fuels trucks and turned around as
Paul was about to walk away. “Hey, Paul, how did your dad ever
come up with the name Lake Fuels? Doesn’t sound very Italian to
me. Any story behind that?”
Paul broke out in a smile and walked back over to Rick. He
took off one glove and cupped Rick’s chin in his hand while he put
his other arm around his shoulder. “E cosi che possiamo soddisfare
questi mangia cake,” he said. He then walked away with an even
bigger smile than before.
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Chapter Three

Bars in Plane
Sight

M

ilt walked into the NearNorth Motel bar to the sound
of cracking pool balls, the jukebox, and the usual
laugh track of a drinking crowd. He was wearing his
Friday night bar attire: a white t-shirt, denim jacket and jeans, and
a Brown Airways hat that Rick had given him. He took a moment
to scan the seats and tables for Rick. It was 8 p.m., and the place
was already busy with the summer seasonal workers and the locals
mixing in a game of cat and mouse pick-up. The bar was dimly
lit, and there was enough simmering cigarette smoke to make it
difficult for him to find Rick by looking around. He turned his
shoulders sideways and pushed through the crowd. A few guys
from work yelled out his name as he navigated the crowded tables,
but he ignored them. He finally spotted Rick sitting in one of the
red velour booths that lined the back walls of the bar. He could see
he was wearing his familiar brown leather jacket and was looking
up and talking to the motel’s owner, Roddy Simone.
“Hey, Rod,” Milt said as he gave him a pat on the back and
slipped around him into the booth seat opposite Rick.
“Hi, Milt,” Roddy said.
Rick gave Milt a brief look so as to not interrupt Roddy
Simone’s train of thought.
Roddy Simone, forty years old, had owned the NearNorth
Motel for over ten years. He was six foot five, with a physique and
build that had people assuming he was a professional bodybuilder
or a pro football player who was a long way from home. In reality,
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his fitness was a product of just being a picky eater and having a
set of barbells and a chin-up bar in his motel office. Roddy had
moved to Tear Falls with his family when he was fourteen. His dad
was a dentist from overseas, and the town had rolled out the red
carpet for him to set up his practice. Roddy and his family were
also black, something that was not lost on anybody in the town
of Tear Falls, which was ninety-five percent white.
Milt sat quietly, listening in on Roddy and Rick’s conversation.
“Not sure what your mom can do about the pain, Rick,”
Roddy said. “I’ll ask my dad, but all a dentist knows is how to stop
the pain in your mouth.”
“Thanks, Roddy,” Rick replied. “It’s been a tough go lately.
Sometimes she wakes up in the middle of the night with these
cramps in her legs. She screams like someone’s killing her. Freaks
me out, and all I can do is stretch her legs, but it doesn’t help
much.”
“And what about all this medical equipment you said your
mom might need? Hospital bed, wheelchair stuff?”
“Nope. Government pays only the basics, but ask for anything
extra that can actually help, and they tell you to fuck off. Even the
drugs the specialist recommends are not covered by Rennet or the
government. That’s why I’m going to pick up the extra work at the
airport driving one of Rocelli’s fuel trucks.”
A few drum rolls and a mic check from an out-of-town band
had all three men turning their heads.
Milt used the distraction to join the conversation. “This band
any good, Rod?” he asked.
“Don’t know… First time I’ve heard them,” Roddy said. He
turned back to Milt and Rick. “But all bands sound good with
enough beers…right, boys! I’ll send Tracy right over!”
He turned and made his way back in the direction of the bar.
Milt said to Rick, “Couldn’t have ordered me a beer, could
you? Ya cheap bastard.”
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“Yeah, well, I didn’t know if Kristen was going to let you out,
Milton,” Rick replied, smiling and slowly sipping his own beer.
His attention turned to someone across the room. “Hey, isn’t that
Jasmine Rubuwen over there at the end of the bar?”
Milt stood halfway up in the booth to take a look. “Yeah,
that’s her. Damn, that’s one fine ass on that woman,” he said with
outstretched neck.
“Kristen know you talk about Jasmine Rubuwen’s ass that
way?” Rick said as Milt sat back down.
“What’d you mean? Kristen says the same thing about her
ass.” Milt flashed Rick a big smile.
“You’re a degenerate, Tonkin.”
Tracy made her way over to their booth and took out her book
to take the men’s drink order. “What’ll it be, guys?”
“Give us two Blues, Tracy,” Rick said.
“Just two, Rick?” Tracy asked. “Won’t be making it back over
here again until after the band finishes its first set. You’ll have to
do better than that.”
“Alright…make it two rye and the two Blues as chasers,” Rick
said with a smile
“Two Blues and two rye,” Tracy repeated as she made a note
on her flip pad and headed over to another table.
Milt looked back at Rick. “Well… tell me what happened
with Rocelli? He hired you already? He must be a desperate man!”
“Yeah…well, desperate or not, I start training next Saturday,”
Rick said. “Looking forward to it.”
“I was talking to my brother about Paul Rocelli. He went to
school with him.” Milt was already scanning for Tracy’s return.
“Says he’s a good guy. His dad can be an asshole, but I heard he
got sick or something so he’s not around much.”
“I didn’t see his dad other than in some of the pictures on the
wall, so couldn’t tell ya.” Rick noticed Milt was now staring past
his side of the booth, towards the door.
“Well, here comes trouble,” Milt said.
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Rick moved over in the booth and looked in the same
direction. “That the DeMello twins?” he asked.
“Looks like it,” said Milt as he lost the twins walking through
the crowd and towards the bar. “Roddy’s not going to like that!”
“Ah…maybe they have grown up,” Rick said, raising his
eyebrows.
Tracy interrupted the men as she came back to the table with
their drinks. “What’s got you men’s attention so much over there?”
She asked as she placed her tray down and set a shot of rye and
beer in front of each man. “You’re not still chasing Jasmine, are
you Rick?” She leaned on the table and looked straight at him.
Rick had known Tracy Rellis all his life. They weren’t close
friends, but both had grown up in Tear Falls together, first going
to elementary school and then graduating high school in the
same class. Tracy was tall and slim but was best known for her
trademark glowing red hair, which she always wore in a long braid
down her back. While Rick and most of his class had gone off to
college, Tracy had stayed in town and married her high school
sweetheart. When her husband died of cancer three years later,
Tracy took Roddy up on an offer to work the front desk of the
NearNorth Motel. She took the weekend bar work as a way to
show Roddy her appreciation and to pick up the extra tip money
to provide for her young son.
“I’m not—”
“Sure, he’s chasing her!” Milt blurted out.
“Thanks, Milt,” Rick said. He reached into his wallet, took
out a five-dollar bill, and gave it to Tracy to end the conversation.
She walked away, looking back at Rick with a coquettish
smile.
“Man, you should ask her out,” Milt said, tracking Tracy’s
walk towards the bar.
“I have enough problems.” Rick took a drink of his beer.
“I don’t know if that would be much of a problem,” Milt
replied, still staring in Tracy’s direction. The men’s attention was
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broken by the band kicking in with a cover version of The Guess
Who’s “American Woman.”
Rick and Milt raised their shot glasses of rye for a toast. “To
your mom and many more Mexico trips!” Milt yelled over the
music.
“And to you never getting Dickhead Rykin as a shift foreman,”
Rick replied. “Bottoms up!”
The men followed their shots of rye with a healthy chug of
beer and then sat back in the booth with their backs against the
wall, facing out, listening to the band. Both men were careful to
keep their feet off the red velour seats as a measure of respect for
Roddy.
The band was starting its third song when Rick spotted the
DeMello twins headed their way. “Ah, fuck, Milt…here they
come. They’re looking for a place to sit!”
Milt looked over and could see Marty and David DeMello
walking slowly through the packed bar, looking for seats. Marty
was wearing a powder blue jean vest over a white t-shirt, while
David had on a tight red t-shirt with white stripes around the
shoulders and a white number seven on the front. Both men were
wearing jeans and had worn running shoes on their feet. The
two twins both measured about five foot ten, had thick necks,
and were extremely stocky. It was hard to knock them over in
hockey, football, or any activity for that matter. Although they
were identical, Marty possessed a small scar on his chin from a
childhood playground accident. It was what Rick, Milt, and most
people in Tear Falls used to tell the two twins apart.
Milt watched their progress closely and thought they might
have evaded the twins’ attention when he saw David grab an
empty chair. But his brother overruled him upon seeing the extra
room in Milt and Rick’s booth and motioned to his brother to
head in their direction. The two twins were soon on their way
over, both with a beer in each of their hands.
“Hey, boys!” Marty said. “Thanks for saving us some seats!”
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Milt and Rick both sat up, knowing there was not much
choice but to let the brothers in.
Marty and David DeMello were three years older than Rick.
They worked at their father’s sawmill and came from a family of
six boys. All the DeMello boys seemed to have been born tough,
but Rick thought this was more out of necessity than design. Their
mother and father were rarely home due to running the business,
and the sons were encouraged to solve their own problems by
whatever means were available. This was especially true of the
twins. Marty and David both played hockey and were known for
having some of the hardest slap shots in the local hockey leagues.
But what the twins really liked to do was fight. Both on and off the
ice, the twins never backed down from a confrontation no matter
how the odds were stacked.
Marty and David sat down, and speaking loudly over the
music, Marty said, “Your boys going to play hockey again this
year, Tonkin?”
“Yeah, they’ll be in Novice this year,” Milt replied.
“Good…I think they may be playing with my boy, Chad,”
Marty said. “He can show them how to take a slap shot!” he added
with a grin. Marty turned his attention to Rick. “And what about
you, army man? Still at Rennet?”
“Unfortunately, yes,” Rick said, taking a drink.
Both Rick and Milt were purposely keeping their responses
short, hoping the twins would tire of their company and quickly
find seats elsewhere.
David took his turn to question Rick. “I heard Rocelli hired
you to drive one of his fuel trucks. Why you helping out that old
wop anyway? He should get his sons off their asses to help him.”
“It was his son Paul who hired me,” Rick replied. “Just want
the extra money to take care of my mom and take her on a trip
to Mexico.”
“Oh yeah…she’s got the cancer, right…” Marty chimed in.
“Nope…MS…multiple sclerosis.”
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David leaned on the table with his thick forearms crossed and
looked directly at Rick. “You should come and work at our sawmill,
Torrison. Our old man would pay you double what Rocelli would
pay. We start at ten bucks an hour and go up from there.”
From the look on Rick’s face, Milt could tell he was actually
going to respond to David’s offer.
“How would I—”
“Rick wants to be around the planes and shit,” Milt said,
cutting Rick off. “He has his bush pilot’s license. Never know,
someone might pick him up for a job flying.” He looked anxiously
at Rick over his beer as he took a drink.
Rick squinted as he stared back at Milt, but he said nothing.
“Whatever,” David replied, sitting back. “Just trying to help
out a fellow citizen in need of money.” He laughed and toasted
his brother.
Marty turned back to Rick. “So, if you need extra money,
why don’t you just take a few bars of gold off the Stinson gold
plane when you fill it up. Imagine that would pay for a few trips
to Mexico.”
“Sure, why not!” Rick joked. “I could even give some bars
out to the family. When does this plane come in? Once a year for
Christmas?”
“No, stupid!” Marty said. “They have a plane that transports
the gold bars they pour at their mine. Happens all the time.
Man…you’re dense, Torrison!”
Rick didn’t have a chance to respond as David hit Marty on
the arm. “Nobody gives a shit about a stupid plane,” David said.
He looked back out to the bar crowd. “These guys are losers. Let’s
go back to the bar and talk with Tracy. I need some more beer
anyway.”
“Sure,” Marty said. “Maybe we can even get you a date with
Jasmine Rubuwen.” The twins stood up, guzzled their beers, and
left the empties on the table before heading over to the bar.
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Milt turned to Rick. “You know, it’s not worth getting into
a conversation with those assholes. And a job at the DeMello
sawmill? Probably wind up sawed up like the logs.”
Rick ignored his comment. “What’s Marty talking about with
this Stinson gold plane? The Stinson Mine has a plane?”
“Well, they must have one or rent one. How else do you think
they get the gold out?” Milt replied. He was now stretching his legs
out and once again leaning his back against the end of the booth.
“Not sure,” Rick said following Milt’s lead to stretch out.
“Guess I’ve never thought about how they get the gold out. Never
seen their plane at the airport before.”
“You really think they are going to advertise it?” Milt said,
turning to Rick. “Hey, everyone! Look over here. Here’s the plane
with all the gold in it!”
Rick laughed. “Yeah, I guess not.” He decided to change the
subject for the sake of saving himself some embarrassment. “Hey,
I think we need more beer and more rye!”
Milt agreed and started a full arm wave to Tracy across the
room.
Rick and Milt spent the rest of the night drinking, laughing,
and occasionally singing along with the band. They talked about
Rick’s new job and why Trent Campbell hadn’t been fired at the
mine, and they speculated on why someone as good looking as
Jasmine Rubuwen was still single at twenty-nine. But throughout
the night, Rick was still thinking about what Marty DeMello had
said about the Stinson Gold Mine plane. He wondered whether
he might actually be filling up a plane and just happen to look in
the window and see a stack of shiny gold bars. He was fascinated
by the thought.
It was now 12:15 a.m., and the band finished off their night
as they’d begun, playing the song “American Woman.”
Milt looked over at Rick with glassy eyes. His jean jacket was
on the floor of the booth, and his hat was providing cover for a

29

Drip Castle

collection of empty beer bottles on the table. “Didn’t they just play
this song?” he asked, showing obvious signs of inebriation.
“Yeah, like three hours ago,” Rick said with a laugh. “Think
it might be best we start the walk home, Tonks.”
Roddy Simone was already making the rounds to the different
tables to announce last call, and eventually he made it over to Rick
and Milt’s booth. He slid in beside Milt, a white bar towel slung
over his blue plaid bush shirt.
“Looks like you guys did some damage tonight,” he said as he
moved the empty beer bottles and rye glasses, arranging them at
the end of the table.
“We did our fair share,” Rick said with a smile.
“By the looks of Tonkin here, I would say more than your fair
share.” Roddy placed a hand on Milt’s shoulder and gave him a
shake. “You okay, buddy?”
“Yup, time to go home,” Milt said, struggling to respond.
Roddy grinned at Milt and stood up from the booth. He
motioned over to Tracy for a pickup of the glasses and beer bottles.
He turned back to Rick and Milt. “Well, you boys…” He
didn’t finish his sentence. A commotion had started across the
room. “Just a sec, guys… Be back.”
He strode through the bar crowd, shoving people aside to get
to the disturbance. There he found both of the DeMello twins
delivering and taking blows from what appeared to be at least six
other men. Roddy grabbed Marty DeMello around the neck and
pulled him back out of the fray, yelling in his ear, “Don’t you have
a wife and kid at home, DeMello! Don’t want to wind up in jail
or worse, now, do you!”
He threw Marty down into an open booth and went back to
get his brother. He grabbed a man off David DeMello’s back at the
same time David was kneeling and trading punches with another
man on the floor. Roddy firmly grabbed David’s arm, pulled him
up, and pushed him toward his brother.
“Time for you guys to go!” he yelled. “Now!”
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Marty looked up, holding his right hand, which was already
swollen from a flurry of punches. His white t-shirt under his vest
was ripped at the collar, and blood was running on his left arm
from a glass cut. “Wanted to take it outside, Roddy. It’s those
fucking tree-huggers who didn’t mind messing your place up!”
David was in no better shape with a swollen left temple, cut
lip, and blood on a torn shirt. “You gonna throw those losers out,
too, Simone,” he said, “or is it just the DeMellos you always want
to see in jail?”
“They’re going, too. Don’t you worry,” Roddy said.
David looked over at his brother. “Let’s go!”
“Good idea!” Roddy said. “I’ll be sending you both a bill in
the mail!”
Laughing, the DeMello twins gave a brief glance at the group
of men they had just fought and left.
Roddy walked over to the other table of men involved in the
fight and asked them to leave. It was not long before things got
back to normal, and he resumed informing people about last call.
Rick turned his attention back to Milt. He could see his friend
still needed a few minutes to orient himself, so he decided to take
the time to walk over to the bar and say goodnight to Roddy. “Be
right back, Milt. Just going to say goodnight to Roddy, and then
we’ll go.”
Milt was sitting up with his head tilted back against the booth
with his eyes closed. “Take your time.”
Rick walked over and into an open space at one end of the
bar. He yelled down to Roddy, who was now washing glasses at
the other end. “See ya later, Roddy! Thanks for trying to help!”
Roddy made a point of coming down to where Rick was
standing and shook his hand. “Sorry about that shit, Rick. Should
have known better than to have the DeMellos here.”
“Yeah…but I would say you handled it pretty good, Roddy.
You have a way. They listen to you. What was that all about
anyway?” Rick asked.
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“Usual,” Roddy said. “Group of out of town tree-planters…
too many drinks…Jasmine. You get the idea.”
Rick looked down and shook his head with a smile. “Yup…
that’ll do it.” He looked over at Milt. “Well, I gotta go. Have to get
my partner over there back safe and sound to his wife.”
Roddy could see Milt was now in the process of struggling
to get out of the booth and pick up his jean jacket off the floor.
“Yeah…you do that, Rick,” he said with a smile. He turned back
to Rick. “And hey, I’ll ask my dad tomorrow about anything he
might be able to do for your mom. I don’t know, maybe he can get
drugs wholesale or something. I’ll give you a call!”
“Thanks, Rod! Appreciate it!”
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Chapter Fou r

It’s Mutual

R

ick sat in Paul Rocelli’s office and let out a big yawn.
He had just finished well over a week of midnight shifts
at Rennet Mine, and as he had anticipated, he wasn’t
sleeping very well. He had flipped briefly through the manual
Paul Rocelli had given him at the interview but had come to the
conclusion that anything important would be learned on the job.
Impatient, he got up from his chair, walked over to the
window, and looked out onto the airport tarmac.
Tear Falls Airport was a typical small Northern Ontario
airport. The main terminal building was a one-storey structure
that was not much bigger than a large town hall. There was one
double-door entrance in and one double-door exit out to board
flights. A single ticket counter served the function of verifying
tickets, providing security, and accepting checked baggage. Most
everyone knew the people who worked at the airport, and it was
with some amusement that travellers would often say as many
goodbyes to the workers as they would to the people seeing
them off.
Other small planes parked at the airport were used by the
mining industry, government, and, of course, the odd fly-in tourist
who might or might not be famous.
Rick was specifically looking at a group of Cessna planes
parked at the far end of the airport, and he wondered whether one
of these planes was sitting there full of gold. He’d broken out in
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a smile at the memory of Milt’s comment at the bar just as Paul
Rocelli opened the office door.
“See something amusing out there, Rick?” Paul asked, as he
motioned to the chair in front of his desk for Rick to sit down.
“No, I was just thinking about a joke a friend told me
from work,” Rick said. He was quick to direct the conversation
back to his new job. “Read the manual as best I could. Pretty
straightforward. Need to ask you a few questions about the truck’s
gas meters and stuff, but I thought some hands-on today would
clear that up.”
“Good,” Paul said, now sitting at his desk and looking down at
paperwork. He began filling in some numbers on sheets of paper
without saying anything more. Rick did not interrupt and waited
patiently for him to finish.
Paul had on his familiar stained-orange coveralls from the
interview, while on his head, he now wore a white hat with Lake
Fuels written across it in red. The letters F and L were written in
Italic to stand out. Looking out the window, Rick could see the
lettering and colouring carried over onto all of the Lake Fuels
trucks.
Paul abruptly set the paperwork aside, got up, and walked
over to a blue double-door steel cabinet. He opened the door,
fingered through some orange coveralls, and then threw one over
to Rick. “Here, take these, unless you want to buy your own for
your next shift. Don’t worry, they may be used, but they have all
been washed and dry-cleaned. They don’t have to fit exact as long
as they do the job of saving anything you wear to work. You have
to be wearing these at all times you are out on the tarmac. Lets
others know you are an airport worker.”
“Thanks,” Rick said. He put the coveralls on and then replaced
his Adidas runners with the mine work boots he had been carrying
with him. By the time he finished tying his boots, Paul had put a
new pair of work gloves, a new hat, and a Lake Fuels ID card in
front of him on the desk.
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“The first set of everything is yours. After that, you replace
it at your own cost,” Paul said. “Place the ID card in your wallet.
Likely never need it, but sometimes you get a picky pilot who
wants to see it.”
Rick looked at the ID card, which was not much more than
his name printed by Paul in between the titles “Lake Fuels” and
“Tear Falls Airport.” He placed it in his wallet, thinking it would
probably never serve anything better than being a souvenir.
Paul sat down and brought out a large folded piece of paper
from his desk. He turned it around and showed it to Rick. “Here
are the flight schedules for all the planes that are due in this week.”
He pointed to various squares with flight numbers. “Most of them,
you’ll get to know, along with the pilots. Others may be one-offs
where they may make a special request for fuel.”
He got up, walked over, and pinned the paper on a bulletin
board near the door. “Anything extra someone needs to know
for the next shift, you can pin a note on this board beside the
schedule.” He motioned for Rick to follow him out the door.
“C’mon, let’s go take a ride in one of the trucks.”
The rest of the day, Paul took Rick through the operational
and safety procedures of driving the fuel truck and filling up the
different planes. They went through the various types of fuel:
avgas, mogas, and jet fuel. He showed Rick how to record the
billings and payments and what to do in case of emergencies.
On breaks and lunch, Paul told stories of some of the celebrities
and high rollers that had come through the airport, how his dad
had started the business, and some funny moments on the job.
Rick waited for a story about the Stinson Mine gold plane, but
Paul never mentioned it.
Three days of training later, Paul Rocelli said he now felt
comfortable with Rick taking on his own shifts. The two men got
along well, which Rick thought was evidenced by Paul softening
his interview ultimatum of either take it or leave it on shifts. Rick
was feeling good about the job. He liked being around planes
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again, and he liked the thought of having the extra money he
needed to take his mom to Mexico. He was even thinking he
might have enough money to consider the clinic Eduardo had
mentioned for treatment of his mom’s MS in Tijuana.
Rick arrived home from his airport shift and was greeted by
his mother’s hired help. She let him know his mother had already
eaten dinner and had gone back to bed. She said there was a
message by the phone in the living room and an extra plate was
set out for him for his own dinner. Rick thanked her and headed
to the living room to read the note. He picked up the phone and
dialled the number for the NearNorth.
“NearNorth,” Tracy answered.
“Oh, hi, Tracy. It’s Rick. Is Roddy in? He left me a message
to call.”
“I’ll check, Rick. One minute.”
Rick could hear Tracy’s muffled voice calling out to Roddy.
She placed the phone back to her ear.
“Rick, he is just in a meeting with a sales guy, but he wanted to
know if you have time to stop by for a coffee tomorrow morning.
He says it’s good news.”
“Hey, I’m always ready for good news, Tracy. I start later at the
mine now. I’ll be there around ten. Thanks, Tracy!”
“My pleasure, Rick. See you then!”
Rick walked into the NearNorth at 10 a.m. and looked around
to see a few people eating a late breakfast. Most of the tables
had been switched around from the evening bar configuration of
joining tables together to individual eating tables with four chairs.
Rick walked over to the empty bar and sat in a chair. He’d just
turned around to gaze at the empty room when he felt a tap on his
shoulder. He turned his stool to see Tracy smiling at him.
“A lot quieter this time of day, isn’t it,” she said. “No fights.”
“Yeah,” Rick said, taking another look around at the restaurant.
“Roddy doing alright, Tracy? I mean, with the business? There’s
not many people in here.”
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“Oh yeah, he is doing fine. I know it doesn’t look very busy, but
Roddy says he makes ends meet. He’s hoping for some Christmas
parties to be booked this year. Do you want me to get you a coffee
before he comes out?”
“That would be great, Tracy.”
Rick looked over the liquor bottles behind the bar as Tracy
left to get his coffee. He could see Hennessy Cognac, Crown
Royal, and a few other labels he didn’t even recognize. Who would
know enough to ask for some of this expensive liquor in Tear Falls? he
thought. Better yet, who can afford to drink it?
Tracy came back with a coffee for Rick and one for herself and
came around and sat with him at the bar.
“I told Roddy you were here. He will be out in a minute,” she
said. She laid her hand over his. “Now, how is your mother?”
“She is doing as best as can be expected,” Rick said, staring
down at Tracy’s hand on his. “We take it day by day. Just hoping
she will be up for our Christmas Mexico trip.”
“Well, if I know you, Rick, you will make it happen!”
Rick saw her gaze shift past him down the bar. “Oh, hi,
Roddy!” she said. “Look who’s here.”
Rick glanced over his shoulder to see Roddy. “Hi, Rick. Didn’t
know you were here yet.”
Rick briefly turned back to look at Tracy, but she had already
left her seat and was headed over to wait on a table.
Roddy reached out and shook Rick’s hand across the bar. “I’ll
join you at the booth at the back, Rick. Let me get my coffee.”
Rick took his coffee and walked across the room to the booth,
still trying to make eye contact with Tracy, but she conveniently
avoided his stare. Roddy came over with his coffee and joined him.
“I think I may be able to help you with some of this expensive
medical equipment you need for your mom. And I have since
found out you are not kidding about the price!” Roddy said.
“Hey, I’m all ears, Roddy. Thanks!”

38

Bruce Eberts

“We have these sales guys that are always trying to sell us
new stuff for the motel, including beds,” Roddy said. “So, I just
happen to suggest to this one guy, how about a hospital bed or a
wheelchair? I gave him this story that we were going to make one
room available for people that needed that kind of thing who may
be visiting the hospital from out of town or something.”
“Sounds good, Roddy, but how does that help me? Still costs,
doesn’t it?” Rick asked.
“Wholesale, my friend!” Roddy replied. “I can get it for half
of what you would have to pay, and I write it off under my motel
inventory. You just pay me a little bit each month in cash. Human
mutual symbiosis, as my dad would say!”
Rick took a sip of his coffee. “This all legal, Roddy? Whatever
fancy name you want to call it. The last thing I want to do is get
you in trouble.”
“I’ll be honest, Rick, it’s a shortcut. But businesses do it all the
time. You need to bend the rules a bit to keep your job, to survive.”
Rick looked around the near-empty restaurant and nodded.
He was about to reply when he saw Sergeant McIntyre of the Tear
Falls police detachment enter the restaurant.
“Uh…think you have company, Roddy,” he said, pointing
over to the sergeant, who was standing with his hands on his hips
and surveying the room.
“I’ll be right back, Rick. Give me a minute.”
Roddy went behind the bar and waved the sergeant over.
Sergeant McIntyre had been Tear Falls Ontario Provincial
Police detachment commander for as long as Rick could remember.
He was tall and big boned and matched Roddy in stature. Rick
estimated he was at least sixty years old from the closely cut snow
white hair residing under his cap. But he also remembered he
had been thinking this from the first time he’d laid eyes on the
sergeant twenty-five years ago.
Rick could see McIntyre shaking hands with Roddy and
sitting down at the bar with a smile. Roddy stepped over to Tracy,
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who was already coming out of the kitchen with a coffee, and took
it from her. He set the coffee in front of the sergeant on the bar.
Rick was relieved to see the two men laughing and seemingly
getting along. A few minutes later, the sergeant stood up from his
stool and straightened his belt. He pointed to the liquor display on
the back wall, and Roddy turned around and took down a bottle of
Hennessy. He reached below the bar, placed it in a bag, and gave
it to Sergeant McIntyre. The sergeant gave Roddy a smile, shook
his hand, and headed out the door.
Roddy put another bottle back to replace the Hennessy and
came back to the booth. “Okay, Rick, where were we? What do
you say about my idea to help your mom? Want me to get a price?”
Rick was still watching Sergeant McIntyre through the
restaurant window as he got into his patrol car with the bag.
He turned back to Roddy. “Everything okay, Roddy? I guess
it’s probably none of my business, but did you just give Sergeant
McIntyre a bottle of Hennessy?”
“Ah, don’t worry about that, Rick. Now, I think I can get the
bed for about… Rick? Are you paying attention?” Roddy asked,
seeing Rick still looking out the window as the cruiser drove away.
“Yeah…I’m paying attention…”
Roddy knew he couldn’t continue. He sat back in the booth
and let out a sigh. “Rick, we all have skeletons in our closet. Just
some people’s bones rattle louder than others. McIntyre is a good
man, a good cop. He just has some things on the go like the rest
of us.”
Rick was already feeling bad for thinking the worst of Roddy.
He turned his attention back from the window. “Okay, but why
come here, Roddy, for your help? Why wouldn’t McIntyre just go
to the liquor store? Isn’t it a bit risky for him and you?”
“Small town, Rick. You know better. Go into the liquor store
here and there, and you’re okay. Go twice a week and you’re the
detachment commander, well, that gets people talking.”
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Roddy sat up to take another drink of his coffee. “But before
you go thinking it’s all about me being a good Samaritan, I want
you to take look around this empty restaurant. It’s hard enough
to run a restaurant in this town, let alone do it as a black guy.”
“I don’t get it, Roddy. I don’t think most people give a shit
in this town that you’re black. Just that you serve good food and
bring in a decent band once in a while.”
“Most don’t. You’re right. But some do. Parking, liquor
licenses, they don’t always come easy.”
“So, the odd bottle to McIntyre keeps him out of your
business?”
“Opposite. Keeps him in my business. Like I said, McIntyre is
one of the good ones.” Roddy leaned over the table. “Do you really
think a black guy could be grabbing some white guys around the
neck and throw them out of his bar like I did with the DeMellos
and not hear about it?” He sat back and tapped his finished coffee
cup as he looked around his empty restaurant. “Nope, McIntyre
may have his problems, but he’s fair. Don’t mind helping him out
with his challenges on the job.”
“Human mutual…”
“Symbiosis…” Roddy said, looking back at Rick. “Couldn’t
have said it better myself.”
Rick gave Roddy the go-ahead to look into the hospital bed for
his mom and left the restaurant. He drove home to go get ready for
his mine shift, but he couldn’t help but think of McIntyre. How
many other people in Tear Falls did he have a mutual symbiosis
with to help him with the challenges of his job?
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