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Granite and Dry Blood 
 
"There's a loon over about five o'clock," Tony said, pointing with his paddle. He was beginning to 

natter; he was sure of it. He'd known it was bound to happen. He liked to think of himself as the strong, 
silent type, but he was sure the truth would come out. 

The truth was, good-looking women made him nervous. 
At the front of the yellow canoe, Connie stopped paddling, took up a small pair of binoculars, and 

observed the bird in silence for a moment. Then she said, "That's a pretty bird. Are they edible?" 
"Ah, I doubt it," he said, a bit startled. "I imagine they'd taste of fish." "I guess she really is from out 

of country," he thought, still trying to place the slight accent. He'd wondered if she was American at 
first, but the accent had a definite trace of Old World.  

He was till trying to accept the fact that he'd started out from Oshawa on a solo canoe trip, and was 
now paddling down South Channel with an astonishingly good-looking redhead. "Life changes so 
quickly," he thought. "Would you pass me one of those apples?" he asked. His stomach was a bit 
aflutter. 

Overhead, a small red float plane buzzed its way to the west, and was gone. 
"No problem." She reached under the canoe seat, and pulled out a Granny Smith. She briefly 

contemplated the syringe in one of the pockets of her packsack. No, she decided. There'd be plenty of 
time to do the deed at Creswicke Lake. She passed him the apple, smiling. 

 
**** 

 
Several miles to the south, a tan-and-brown car pulled up to a public launch point, where the lake 

came close to the road. For a moment it sat there, just another car with a canoe in this lakeland, until the 
only other there car loaded its canoe and left. 

Two men, both in their late 30s, got out of the car without speaking. They unloaded a small, light 
canoe in seconds, sliding it down the embankment and into the lake. The taller man then took a day pack 
and an aluminum case out of the car and tossed it to the other one, a short man. 

In less than three minutes, the canoe was disappearing around a point in the lake. The man in the car 
watched it without emotion. Then he drove back to the highway, watching for other vehicles on the road. 

The car drove less than a mile down the highway, before pulling off into a laneway leading towards 
a cottage.  

Once out of sight of the highway, the car came to a halt. The tall man removed the roof racks, then 
peeled a layer of brown vinyl off the roof, turning the car into an all-tan vehicle. Finally, he removed the 
Quebec plates from the car, replacing them with a set of Ontario plates. Satisfied, he removed his blond 
wig, got in the car and returned to the highway. 

Out on the lake, the short man in the canoe got out a map and a GPS. He figured he was five hours 
at most from Creswicke Lake. Tony would pass through Creswicke Lake, he decided, maybe camp 
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there, so Creswicke Lake it would be. Satisfied, he continued paddling quickly towards the west shore, 
where a portage sign was tacked to a beech tree. 

Under his seat, in the aluminum case, was a small rifle with a very long barrel and a very expensive 
scope. And ten bullets, each hand-loaded. He could put out the eye of a squirrel at three hundred yards. 
A guy in a canoe would be no problem. 

 
**** 

 
A small red float plane passed high overhead. The lone pilot, a singer by trade, took a long look 

below him, picking out Creswicke Lake.  
Further away, he saw a yellow canoe. It matched the description, and was in the right place. It 

puzzled him a bit that there were two people in the canoe, but maybe someone had just forgotten to tell 
him the details. 

 
He sighed, knowing what he had to do. 
Oh, well, maybe he could make a song about it. He tilted the plane to the east, towards Parry Sound. 

He'd be back in a couple of hours, looking for the yellow canoe. 
 

**** 
 
Crouched in the shade of a rock, the bear looked out over Creswicke Lake, and licked her back leg.  
Coming here this summer had been a mistake; for she'd been injured in a fight with a bigger male 

bear a week earlier. She'd come to this point of land for the blueberries, not knowing the land had been 
claimed by the other bear. 

The resting place was on the end of a rocky point, and there was hard country and maybe the other 
bear between her and the deep woods. Her attempts to climb the rocks then to swim across the lake had 
been turned back by the pain.  

By this time, she had eaten all the berries and grass she could reach, and was hungry. Very hungry. 
Her nose twitched, smelling the faint odors of food clinging to the campsite in front of her.  
 

**** 
 
A couple of thousand miles to the south and west, an aging crew went over the old B-52 one last 

time. The desert winds blew grit against five hundred mothballed aircraft, most of them B-52s. This one, 
once named Buffalo Baby, was the only one with the protective covering removed. 

General Paul Glosser, retired and leaning heavily on a wooden cane, considered his last mission, 
looking at the map of Ontario, and planning a route in his head.  

He sighed, running his hand along the bomb bay doors of the old plane. War was hell. "Next stop," 
he thought to himself, "Creswicke Lake." 
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Wherever the hell that was. 
 

**** 
 
It took a just over four hours to get to the first portage.  
Connie seemed to catch on fairly quickly to the art of paddling. "You'll have to teach me," she'd told 

him, "I've never paddled anything but a rubber dinghy." But she turned out to be a surprisingly strong 
paddler. "Too bad we're paddling into the wind, she said at one point." 

"Almost always into the wind," Tony assured her, "no matter which direction you're going. It's the 
Great Curse of the Canoe God." From a hillside there was a brief flash. Someone must be up there, he 
thought, watching through binoculars. 

South Channel had a number of cottages along it, most of them unoccupied in this weekday in 
September. One tour boat wallowed by as they entered Seven Mile Narrows, and Tony showed Connie 
how to turn the canoe to face into the waves.  

"So what are you going to call this book?" she asked as they coasted to the shore.  A small indent in 
the rocky bank marked the best portage route. There was no sign on the tree, and almost none that any 
other canoe had ever stopped there. Tony knew better: there were few places that canoers or hunters 
hadn't scouted. Besides, he'd done a bit of scouting a couple of years before.  

When they got out of the canoe, Connie handed him a copy of Canoeing the Georgian Bay Inlets 
and a pen. "Autograph, please," she demanded. 

"Ah, the pleasures of being a famous author," he said, wondering what to put into the inscription. 
"I'm thinking of calling the next book, Canoeing the Massasauga Wildlands. But how did you figure I 
was going to write another book?" 

"For the money?" 
"My take on Georgian Bay Inlets was just over seventy-eight dollars, net." 
"The fame?" She smiled broadly, hoisting her one large pack easily out of the canoe. 
"Let's see; you're the …. third person that's recognized me in the last year. 
"Well, then, maybe because you added a couple of pages at the back saying you were going to do 

your next book about this area." 
"I guess I did." At the time it had been just a hope. He signed the book with "For my Favorite 

Paddler". Considering how unsocial he was and the fact that his previous girlfriend hadn't liked canoes, 
Tony figured it was a safe bet. 

The portage to Speyer Lake wasn't too bad. Tony had never gone all the way to the lake, but there 
was a faint trail to follow. 

Connie seemed enthralled by the lake. "And there's nobody here at all?"  
"Nobody, as far as I can see. People don't bother to build cottages on a lake this small when there's 

all of Georgian Bay and thirty-thousand islands out there." 
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Rather than go straight across the small lake, Tony followed the shore, showing Connie the northern 
shoreline. They paused ten minutes to watch a mink search for food among the fallen logs, and he 
explained as much as he knew about the plants and animals. It was good to have an attentive listener. 

For a moment, Tony thought he saw another flash of light from along the far shore. That puzzled 
him - he could see there was no-one else on the lake, and no hunting cabins. But the north country is full 
of strange things, and he put it out of his mind. 

The portage to Creswicke Lake was shorter, but less pleasant. The first part of the trail was crossed 
with fallen trees, and the last part was squishy with pools of water forming in their boot tracks. He 
carried the canoe and one small pack, while Connie managed the two heavier packs. 

It was past five when Tony and Connie launched the yellow canoe onto Creswicke Lake, and the 
day was getting a little cooler.  

They followed the north shore from the west end all the way to the east end, where the lake met a 
pink granite cliff. Almost all the shore was at a steep angle,  looking like a boulder collection that had 
gone wild, covered with moss and deep forest. 

"The only reasonable place to make camp is at the tip of that point of land." Tony indicated a rock 
point.  

Connie turned to watch where his paddle was pointing, and nodded. "I guess there aren't any regular 
campsites here," she said, looking at the dark forest. 

"Nope. But someone's camped at the point before: I saw where they've cut a tree for firewood. 
Finding a place to land the canoe took a bit of effort, but it was eventually done, and they began 

hauling their packs up the slope to the top. 
"Wait!" Tony held up his hand and set his pack down. 
"What is it?" 
Tony pointed at a section of the ground, where lines of quartzite and gneiss ran like snakes through 

the granite. "Blood. Lots of it, and not that old." He looked slowly around. His first thought was that 
someone had caught and cleaned a mess of fish, but there were no scales among the bloodstains. 

"Should we leave?" 
"No place to go, at this time of night. Probably just a deer, caught and killed by a bear. Anyway, a 

bear won't attack a human, especially if it's just killed some animal." Tony wasn't as confident as he 
sounded, and suddenly had a primeval urge to protect the woman, preferably with a bazooka and a flame 
thrower, to start with. To show his confidence, he set up the tent on the flattest piece of ground he could 
find, then got out the cookstove.  

The shadows were getting long when he found a bit of dry wood along the shore and made an after-
supper fire. He picked a toilet spot behind a nearby bush, and didn't venture into the hemlocks behind 
the camp, so he didn’t see the wounded bear. 

A red float plane appeared over a hill, altered its course to pass directly over them, then disappeared 
to the east. 

They had a supper of freeze-dried stew, shared from Tony's small supply. Connie had brought some 
food, but not, Tony thought, enough for long .  
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Afterwards, Tony decided to make some tea. Luckily, his kit had two small plastic cups in it. "I'll 
make it," Connie offered.  

"Great. I'll get a bit more firewood." 
When he came back with a few more dry branches, Tony rummaged in his pack for some powered 

milk while Connie unrolled the sleeping bags into the small tent. Tony had a sudden thought. "You like 
milk in your tea?" he called. 

"Black, thanks." 
He'd already added milk to her cup. Damn, he thought, then switched the cups. He didn't mind milk 

in his tea, though he usually drank tea black. 
They drank their tea and watched the last of the twilight disappear and the stars come out. It was 

inordinately peaceful. 
"Did you come to see the wilderness?" Tony asked. "Or just to get away from it all?" 
"Well, I've always wanted to see the Canadian forest," Connie said, "but I really had a more specific 

reason for being on this trip." 
"You wanted to meet a rich and famous author?"  
"Actually," she said, "I've come here to kill you." 
Tony tried to laugh, but Connie wasn't smiling. The lake seemed very dark all of a sudden, and the 

lights of civilization very, very far away. 
"Ah, how are you going to do it?" 
"I poisoned your tea." 
"It tasted alright to me." He was still trying to find a joke in the whole thing. 
"It does. You'll notice the effects in a couple of minutes. Be dead within an hour." She smiled 

broadly. 
"Why?" 
"Why should I tell you?" 
"Why not?" 
"That bit at the back of your book." She waved her arm at the dark hills. "You seem to have found 

something that wasn't supposed to be found." 
"I can forget it, you know." 
"You will, in a minute or two." 
"And there's no antidote?" Tony felt his stomach tighten. 
"Nope. Bend over. Kiss your butt goodbye." Connie came up with a chocolate bar, but didn't offer 

to share it. 
"In my tea." 
"It doesn’t take much. You got more than enough." 
"Don't you feel a bit funny?" 
"Nope," she said. "I like killing people. And walks in the rain and London Dry Gin." 
"I mean, like I switched cups. When you were in the tent." 
"You're kidding me." She laughed. 
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"Well, no, actually. I put some powdered milk into your tea and then you said you liked your tea 
black and I, ah, didn't want to do anything wrong and I like my tea black but I can drink it with milk, so 
I switched the two cups….” Tony realized he was beginning to blither again.  

"Damn," Connie said, trying to stand, and failing. "Damn."  
"Damn," Connie said again. "Damn." She thrashed around a moment on the ground, groaning, then 

lay still, breathing heavily. "Get my pack," she whispered. 
Tony looked around, as if there were a hospital or something available in the growing darkness. The 

first stars were coming out, and a loon mocked him from the end of Creswicke Lake.  
"Your pack?" 
After another interesting episode of thrashing, in which she almost rolled into the campfire, she 

managed to say it again, "Get my pack." 
"Why?" Tony couldn't figure it out. "You said there was no antidote to the poison." 
She said some phrases that Tony had never heard, even when his father was fixing the car. "Okay," 

she whispered, "so I lied." She lay disheveled in the shrubs, holding her stomach. "Please get the pack." 
Tony was confused. "If you get better, you'll want to kill me again."  
"Schmuck," she said. "I could have killed you any time, if I'd wanted to. I know nine ways to kill 

you with one blow." Then she was off and rolling around, finally going down the slope and ending up 
with her face in shallow water among some arrowhead plants.  

Tony dragged her back up near the fire, then contemplated his options. None of them looked good. 
"What if I don't get the pack," he asked. 

Gulping air, Connie said, "I'll live. It'll just take a day or so to get this stuff out of my system." 
"It doesn't kill people." 
"Just makes them wish they were dead." She tried to crawl to the pack, but didn't make it. 
Tony dragged the pack over, dumping the contents onto the ground.  
Connie grabbed at a small sack of dried potatoes, dumping the food onto the ground. 
"The potatoes?" Tony asked. 
"No, the sack. Soak it in water." 
About half an hour after drinking the black drink, the worst of the effects seemed to have worn off. 

Connie leaned against a rock sipping at a mug of hot chocolate. She looked very pale, even in the dim 
firelight.  

"So what were you planning on doing with me?" Tony asked. 
"Just getting a little information."  
"And then killing me?" 
"Of course not." 
"Good thing I believe everything you say." Tony looked up at the stars. It was getting cold and he 

was wearing a wool jacket.  
"I'm not going to sleep very well tonight," Tony said. "Maybe I should tie you up to a tree or 

something." 
"You'd still wake up every ten minutes just to be sure I didn't get loose." 
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"I could tie you tight enough to be sure." 
"Then you'd spend the night wondering if you'd cut off my circulation." 
"You've got a point there." Tony felt all worn out. Above him the stars seemed cold and far away. 

The September night was closing in all around him. He shivered.  
There was one of those long pauses that happen between people whose relationship has been 

strained by poisoning and threats of murder. 
Tony broke into his stash of energy bars and ate three of them. Abruptly, he put a few more into his 

pockets and grabbed his sleeping bag. Stumbling down to the shoreline, he tossed the sleeping bag into 
the canoe, grabbed a paddle, and pushed off. 

"Where do you think you're going?" Connie asked, trying to get up and not making it. 
"Home," Tony said. "Home where the sane people live." 
"You can't get home in the dark!" 
"Just watch me." From the end of the lake, the loon laughed again. 
In the dark, he crossed the lake. He noticed one thing really quickly; it was really dark. 
In the dark, it was possible to see the sky, but the land was a mass of velvet black. The tops of trees 

looked like fangs. Below that, it was impossible to tell distances or make out hazards in the water. 
He found rocks by running against them. He found the far shore by running into one of the logs that 

floated next to it. He found overhanging branches when they brushed against his head, depositing spruce 
needles and sleepy spiders onto him. 

Finally, figuring he was far enough down the lake, he ran the canoe into the shore, then crawled out, 
keeping his feet dry more by accident than anything else. 

He dragged the canoe into the trees, then turned it over. Throwing his sleeping bag under it, he 
crawled in. 

His head was under the canoe; his feet out in the wild. The whole thing was on a slope. The ground 
was a trap of mossy rocks and fallen branches. After shuffling and wiggling, he managed to get his body 
into a contortion that was only hellishly awful. 

For a moment he wondered if Connie could follow him. But even in the dark, it was a long way 
around the lake and even further around the swamps at each end of the lake.  

Strangely, he was suddenly asleep right in the middle of some deep thinking about his problems. 
Once in the night he got up to pee. Sometime later, he felt his forehead being nuzzled by something. 

"Go away," he mumbled, and it did. 
He woke up long before dawn, for a few minutes. The forest was full of noises; branches snapping 

and splashes in the water. His senses perfectly alert, he drifted back to sleep a few minutes later.  
When he woke up, the sun was just peeking between spruce trees somewhere down the lake. The 

lake surface was shining, covered with swirling mist. A dampness hung over the forest, and he could see 
his breath. 

He felt like he'd been dropped from a plane a couple of times. 
"About time you woke up," a voice said. 
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He jerked his head up, putting a dent in the cedar gunwale of his canoe. When he opened his eyes 
again, he saw Connie. She was sitting against a tree, wrapped in her sleeping bag. 

There was nothing he could say. He took a couple of energy bars from his pocket and handed one to 
her. She took it, peeled off the foil wrap, and ate it without comment. 

On the way back to the campsite across the lake, he paused in his paddling to ask, "around the west 
end?" 

She shook her head. "Swam across." She drew a large plastic bag from her jacket. "Put everything 
in there, inflated the bag, and pushed it across." 

"Cold water." 
"Damn cold." 
"You knew where I was." 
"Sound carries, and you hit damn near every rock on the lake. When the banging stopped, I assumed 

you went to shore." She yawned. 
The camp was in bright sunlight by the time Tony edged the canoe up to the shore. Connie followed 

him up the slope, carrying her sleeping bag. 
The tent was still standing, and the campfire was burning brightly. Beside it sat a short man dressed 

in camouflage colors. He was holding a long stick and roasting a piece of meat over the fire. 
Tony looked at him carefully. The man had a bloody shirt wrapped around one arm and one leg, and 

had a rifle with a big scope leaning against the tree beside him. 
"Uh," said Tony. Connie looked up. Her eyes widened a bit but she didn't say anything. 
"Can I help you?" Tony straightened his back, painfully.  
The man managed a smile. "Oh, I rather think so, old chap. I've come here to kill you, you know." 
"Why?" Tony blurted. It seemed a reasonable question. Not that much was reasonable at this point. 
"Oh, probably for the same reason as your friend over there." The tattered man inspected the meat 

on his stick, then nibbled a bit of it. It made a sizzling sound against his lips. He looked up at Connie. 
"Last saw you in Budapest, I think. Just what are you calling yourself these days?" 

"Connie," Connie answered, her eyes fixed on the man and a blank expression on her face. 
The man laughed for some reason. "I like that. You can call me Mike this time. Or maybe Mad 

Mike, the way I look now." He waved the stick over the fire. "Want some meat for breakfast?" 
There was a long silence while Tony tried to comprehend the whole thing. Connie sat down and 

warmed her hands by the fire. 
"Bear meat," Mad Mike said.  
"You killed a bear?" Tony was contemplating carrying out a normal conversation or going berserk 

and beating both of these maniacs to death with a canoe. 
"Self defense." Mad Mike chewed off another chunk. "This is the heart I'm eating, but there's 

another hundred pounds or so you can hack off, out behind the cedars." Mad Mike indicated the trees 
behind the campsite.  

Tony threw the paddle and his sleeping bag onto the ground near the tent, then stumbled towards the 
hills. Behind the first hemlocks was a pile of black fur. A hole had been cut into the bear carcass, and 
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one paw was missing. Even in the cool weather a lot of flies had found the dead animal and were 
crawling around the eyes and mouth. 

Tony briefly contemplated a run up the hill and into the woods. It didn't seem like a good idea. 
Back at the fire, Connie was cooking a packaged breakfast in a skillet. Mad Mike was now roasting 

a bear paw over the flames. Stripped of its fur, the paw looked uncomfortably like a human hand with 
four-inch claws. 

Once again, the idea of going berserk appealed to Tony, but he fought it down again, sinking into a 
gloom. Connie served him an omelet on a plastic plate. Mad Mike pulled a bear finger loose, removed 
the claw, then added the finger to his plate. 

Tony tossed the finger into the lake for the crayfish, then ate the omelet. When finished, he got up, 
then went to Connie's pack and dug out the copy of his book that she'd brought. 

"I'm saving the claws," Mad Mike said. "Damn bear tried to kill me. So I ate its heart, and now I'm 
going to make a necklace of the paw that she swiped me with." He unwrapped the bloody cloths around 
his left arm and leg. Tony could see that several large cuts had been sewn together with what looked like 
strips of bark. 

"I was planning on waiting for you back there," Mike pointed towards the forest behind the 
campsite, but the bloody animal jumped me. Had to kill it with my knife." He pried another claw loose 
from the cooked paw and set it beside him. 

Tony ripped the back page out of the book. Somewhere on this page was the reason these two 
people were here. 

Most of it was just biography, with a couple of paragraphs about his planning to write a book on 
canoeing Massasauga lakes. And one note. He read it out loud. 

On a preliminary trip, Tony happened on a nine-pointed star and the word, "Blue", both carved into 
a rock. If any readers know the meaning of this, write to the author. 

Tony looked up. I guess you two know the meaning of those marks. 
Mad Mike spoke up. He was trying to drill a hole into a claw, but was having trouble making his 

left hand work. "Connie probably does. Nobody told me. I've just been hired to kill you."  
"I saw some flashes of light as we came here," Tony said. "Reflection from your scope?" 
Mad Mike laughed. "Yeah, right." He dug into his pocket and came out with a small mirror. "Just 

teasing you a bit." 
Having drilled holes in the last of four claws, Mad Mike asked to borrow some twine from Tony, 

and used it to make a necklace with the claws. "Not bad," he said. 
"Want to make Mad Mike some tea?" Tony asked Connie, who hadn't said a thing for the last hour. 
But Mike laughed. "Oh I saw that little episode last night. Got to be the funniest thing I've had the 

luck to view in twenty years at least. No thanks to the tea." 
"Connie knows nine ways to kill me with one blow," Tony offered. 
Mad Mike looked at Connie. "You must be including the Krepshoff Hammer." 
Connie broke her silence. "Yes, but I don't use that one much any more. I've invented a new one." 
"Going to teach it to me?" 
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"Just give me a chance. But you can't learn it - it's a woman thing only." 
"Sounds fascinating." Mad Mike stood up. "But I'll have to leave you, now." He turned to Tony. I'm 

still going to kill you both, but this has been the most fun I've had in years, so I'm in no hurry." 
He picked up the rifle, and Tony's heart stopped. Swinging it by the barrel, Mad Mike tossed it well 

out into the lake. As Connie got up, the knife appeared in Mike's hand. "Well, my friends, I'm giving 
you a half hour. Then it's hunting time." He laughed again, and strode into the bush. 

 
**** 

 
At Parry Sound International Airport, a pilot had just finished fueling a small red float plane. He 

tossed a copy of Tony's book and a map showing Creswicke Lake into the cockpit, and climbed in. 
A couple of minutes later, the plane climbed into the sky and headed west. 
 

**** 
 
Farther to the south, a crew of three expertly brought an aging B-52 bomber into a gentle landing at 

Hamilton's airport. After touching the runway, the gray-haired pilot reversed the eight jets to stop the 
plane, then taxied to an edge of the field, where it was scheduled to sit through the weekend’s air show. 

As the other two got off, the pilot wished them a good journey home and a long life. He was 
planning neither for himself. From under the seat, he took an air map and a small tracking device. On the 
device, a single green light blinked. 

Mad Mike had been gone only a minute or two when Tony started for the canoe. 
"He's expecting you to do that," Connie said, "and probably waiting for you at the portage." She 

began taking off her clothes. 
Tony was at a total loss by this time, and began to get quite loud, waving his arms around, and 

telling the world that all he wanted to do in life was have a bit of peaceful canoeing and not run around 
the bush with a couple of double-naught spies or whatever trying to kill him.  

What he really said was a lot more complicated than that, and he used a lot of adjectives, verbs, 
adverbs, pronouns, and nouns to enhance the effect. 

Somewhere on the lake, a loon laughed at him. 
Connie took the last of her clothes off, then strode out into the water. She swam out a bit, took a 

deep breath, and disappeared under the surface. 
When she came up, she had the rifle. 
Tony sat in silence as she dried it off. Then she dried herself, and dressed. 
"The scope's ruined," she said. She peeled a cartridge from the set that was taped to the stock, put it 

into the rifle, then fired a shot out along the lake. "That should make him a little more careful." 
"I figured the lake was too deep to dive in," Tony muttered. 
"He threw it in a shallow area," Connie said, dumping the contents of her pack onto the ground. 

"Found it last night when I swam across the lake." She started throwing some things back into her pack. 
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"Get packed," she said. When Tony hesitated, she added, "There's about ten minutes left before Mike 
comes after us. Pack to travel light and fast." 

Tony did. 
Five minutes later, they were in the canoe, paddling quickly towards the portage. With the rifle in 

the canoe, Tony felt better, as long as they were away from the shore. 
Connie called out, "Hi, Mike. We got your gun." 
An arrow arced from the shore, the feathers just tickling Tony's nose as it went by.  
"Good shooting, for a guy with one bad arm," Connie commented.  She added, "Don't worry, he 

can't hit much with a home-made bow and arrow. By the way, can you swing this canoe around about 
180 degrees?" 

Tony had no idea what Connie was doing. On the other hand, he had no idea what else to do, so he 
dug in the paddle and turned the canoe around. 

“As fast as you can,” Connie said.  
“You think we can outrun… outpaddle… go faster than he can?” Tony paddled with a will. 
“It’s rough country here, and his leg will only stand so much." She leaned forward, increasing her 

paddle speed. "There's got to be another way out of this lake." 
Tony took a brief look at the map. There wasn't much he'd taken from his pack, but a map was 

always top priority. “Yeah, let’s get to the other end of the lake, and see if we can find a path to another 
lake.” 

They paddled past the campsite, moving at a good clip. Tony took a look at the campsite, as they 
glided past it. The tent was still up, and various articles of clothing were scattered around. He said 
goodbye to the most - ah -unusual campsite he’d been on. 

Because Creswicke is a pretty small lake, the couple reached the end in less than fifteen minutes. 
There were two bays; Tony pointed to the left, and they pushed through arrowhead plants and fine black 
mud, until Connie could step onto a log. Quickly they dragged the canoe up and into the woods. 

Tony pointed to a faint mark on a tree. “Portage.” He knew that there were few lakes that didn’t 
have some sort of path, even if only a duck-hunter’s fall route.  

There was only one pack, and they hadn’t brought the lifejackets. Tony started into the woods at a 
steady pace, while Connie followed with the pack and the rifle.  

Behind them, a red float plane circled the lake once, then came in for a landing. Tony looked back, 
and briefly considered waving for help, but it didn’t seem like a great idea. Heaven only knows, he 
thought; that thing might be after me, too. Anything seemed possible. 

They made the kilometer trek to Westphal Lake in under half an hour, which wasn’t bad, 
considering that they lost any semblance of a trail less than a hundred meters from the start. 

At one point, Tony paused and said, “He’s got to come around the north side of Creswicke, and now 
we’ve got a swamp between him and us. That should dampen his bowstring a bit.” 

“He’s probably thrown away the bow by now.” Connie said. “He’s going to amuse himself as long 
as possible.” 

“At least we’ve got his gun.” 
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“We’ve got his rifle. But he’ll have a pistol; I’ve never known him to be without one.” 
 “Ahhhh.’ Tony picked up the canoe and started on again. 
 

**** 
 
Back on Creswicke, the float plane came to rest just outside the campsite. The pilot stepped down to 

a float and paddled the plane to the shore. He looked puzzled; the yellow canoe was gone, and there was 
a man wearing a bear-claw necklace sitting by the shore watching him.  

The pilot took a small photo out of his shirt pocket, then looked up at the man on the shore. “You’re 
not Tony,” he said. 

“I’m Mike,” the man said, getting up. “From Ramore,” he added as an afterthought. he held out his 
hand. 

“I’m Phil,” the pilot said, taking Mike’s hand to pull the plane close to shore. “Any idea where this 
Tony guy is?” 

“Well,” Mike said, I know which way he went. Maybe we can use this plane of yours to go find 
him.” 

Phil looked a little dubious. “I think we should get you to a hospital. You look like you danced a 
couple of rounds with a grizzly.” 

“I’ll be okay, but if you have a medical kit, I could use a couple of bandages and some antibiotics.” 
Phil nodded, and Mike crawled into the passenger seat. Phil pushed the plane offshore, then got in 

beside him.  
 

**** 
 
Westphal Lake turned out to be a shallow, marshy lake. Tony dropped the canoe in among the 

bulrushes and asked, “Which way now?” 
Connie looked at the map, then said. “You choose. We need a bit of distance.” 
Tony headed the canoe north, away from the obvious route back to cottage country only a couple of 

kilometers away. 
On the north shore of the lake, Tony steered the canoe into a narrow creek. When it narrowed, they 

got out and pushed upstream a bit, before coming to a series of large trees fallen over the water. 
 “Excuse me,” Tony said quietly when he was forced to pause for breath. “But what exactly did I 

discover to have a whole bunch of people chasing me. People,” he added, “with licenses to kill.” 
“We don’t really have licenses,” Connie laughed, “although someone made one up for me one time. 

I’m going to tell you.” 
“Why?” 
“I want to you to take me to the place you found; the place you mentioned in your book.” 
Overhead, a red float plane went by. They looked up, but Tony figured they were invisible under the 

tree cover. 
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“You want to make sure no-one else will find it. That much I figured out. Then, of course, you can 
kill me.” Tony stretched his aching arms. 

“Not any more. The plan’s changed a bit.” 
“Of course I believe you.” 
“It’s true. Nobody was counting on Mike, when they gave me my assignment. Now your life or 

death is irrelevant.” 
“Not to me.” 
“How many times have I heard that before.” Connie looked around. The red float plane went by, 

some distance away. “Let me tell you a story,” she said. 
“Go ahead. This is one of the least likely places Mike would look for us.” 
“Why is that.” 
“Nobody tries to drag a canoe up a creek that joins two small lakes. Not a creek this size. There’ll 

be a portage somewhere, and it’ll be a lot easier.” 
“I hope you’re right.” Connie worked at the rifle again. This time she managed to twist the scope 

off. The scope went into the creek. “Picture a country,” she began. “Let’s call it ‘Homeland’, to protect 
the innocent and the guilty.” 

“Go ahead,” Tony said. “I have a feeling we don’t want to be found by that plane.” 
 “Many years ago, before I was born,” Connie said, “Homeland was being threatened by its 

neighbours. Badly threatened, to the point where its survival was in serious doubt.” 
“Would this ‘Homeland’ be….” Tony started. 
“It wouldn’t. Don’t ask.” Connie thought a minute, then went on. “Sometime before a major 

conflict seemed inevitable, an offer was made. Some military hardware was offered by a sympathizer 
from a great and powerful country to the south of us.” 

“As powerful as the United States?” 
“You’re catching on. Anyway, this was an offer Homeland couldn’t refuse. So it sent in a couple of 

agents to pick it up.” 
“And that had to be done on the quiet.” 
‘Of course. Delivery was made to a pleasure cruiser on the shores of Lake Michigan. It was to be 

taken to a freighter docked in Sarnia. Unfortunately for all concerned, someone found out about the 
delivery, and a pursuit began.” 

“Spy vs. Spy, as in.” 
“Closer than you think. When it was all over, Homeland’s agents were dead. But we know military 

hardware wasn’t captured.” 
“You’re sure.” 
“We’d have known. For sure we’d have known.” Connie walked around, a bit. The plane came by, 

again, this time a bit closer. “We’re pretty sure Homeland’s agents hid it somewhere on the east shores 
of Georgian Bay.” 

“That’s a big area,” Tony observed. 
“Too big. We’ve had a lot of people looking for it.” 
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“And you think I found it.” 
“The symbols you noted ‘a nine-pointed star and the word, Blue’, make it dead certain.” 
“You’ve come to get it.” 
“I was just supposed to make sure it was well hidden. Homeland doesn’t need it any more.” 
“How big is it?” 
“In kilograms?” 
‘No,” Tony said, “How about in kilotons.” 
“About thirty,” Connie replied, evenly. 
 “A nuke.” 
“Yup.” 
“I can see why Homeland doesn’t want it found.” 
“For sure. We’re desperate for support from the Yanks. Last thing we need is for the American 

media to find out we stole an atomic weapon and then lost it in the bush up here.” 
“Would have been better if it had stayed lost.” 
“Which is why I was supposed to kill you, after making sure no-one else knew about it. Or was 

likely to find it.” 
“So what’s changed?” Tony asked, watching the rifle, and remembering that she could kill him 

barehanded. 
“Mad Mike. I don’t know who hired him, but when he saw me here, he probably figured the thing 

was close. Whether or not he knows what it is.” 
“You think he wants it himself?” 
“It would have been easy to get rid of both of us at the camp.” She nodded at the rifle. 
“So who hired him?” 
“I suspect, one of your favorite countries. Maybe one with a maple leaf on its flag.” 
Tony’s eyes bugged out. “Why?” 
“Same reason. If the Yanks found out Canada had portable nukes stashed among the birches, can 

you guess what might would happen to your borders and trade.” 
“It wouldn’t be a pretty sight.” Tony sighed. He thought about it. “I’d kill me to keep a secret like 

that.” 
“Now we’re sitting beside this unnamed little creek,” Connie said, “trying to figure out a way to get 

rid of the damn thing. If we can, then nobody will have to kill you. And Mad Mike won’t be able to do 
whatever he wants with it.” 

“Actually,” Tony noted, “I named this Daigen Creek, after the friend I was with last year. We took 
the canoe up this creek.” 

“You were here?” Connie said. 
“I had to take a bio-break. I went over there.” Tony pointed at the hillside not far away. You’re 

about a hundred feet away from your objective, soldier.” 
 

**** 
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The plane had circled the area five times. With all the bare rock, they should have been able to see 

the yellow canoe, unless it was hidden in a dense patch of ground. The first aspens had started turning 
yellow, which didn’t help. 

“I think maybe we should go back to the Sound and come back tomorrow,” Phil suggested. 
“I think we should keep looking. You’ve got plenty of gas. And I’ve got a gun.” Mike pulled a tiny 

but nasty-looking pistol from a pocket, then put it back. 
Phil gulped. “Remember, I’m the pilot.” 
“I can fly this thing. Let’s land somewhere for half an hour and let them come out of hiding.” Mike 

pulled off one bloody bandage, and replaced it with a clean one. “And don’t think of fighting me; I could 
add your front teeth to my necklace.” When he turned towards the window, Phil reached under the 
dashboard and flipped a small, hidden toggle switch.  

 
**** 

 
 “I expected something bigger.” Tony was looking at a canvas-wrapped bundle not much bigger 

than a watermelon. They’d dug it out of a rock-covered hillside about ten meters from the carved 
symbols. 

“Designed to be fired from a cannon.” Connie tore off the canvas to reveal an oxidized aluminum 
surface. 

“From a cannon?” 
“They had some funny ideas in those days. It was subsequently remanufactured a bit for a sort-

range missile system. When that system became obsolete, it was scheduled for demolition and salvage. 
That’s when it disappeared.” 

“And there’s a bunch of people that would kill me to prevent it being found.” 
“Righto,” Connie said, “and some who would kill you to keep the theft from being found out, and a 

whole bunch who would torture you to get their hands on one of these.” 
“I was never popular in high school.” Tony touched the cold metal thing. Birds chirped and a 

squirrel yammered at them. Wind made a hissing sound through the tops of the aspens. A sowbug 
crawled its prehistoric way along the bomb. “Is it likely to go off.” 

“Can’t explode.” Connie rolled it over to check the underside. Fallen cedar branches snapped 
loudly. “This is just the core. You have to wrap it in some precisely-placed explosives to arm it. But if 
you broke it open, you could scatter some nasty radiation around. And die.” 

Tony thought about backing off. “Is it radioactive?” 
“Not much, but I wouldn’t sit on it for too long if you ever want children.” Connie disappeared, 

then came back with her backpack. “We can put it in here for now.” 
“Then what?”  
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“Then we either put it where nobody can get it for a while, or we break it apart.” Let’s get it out of 
here.”  Connie took everything out of the backpack, pushed the bomb into it, then picked up a flashlight. 
She fiddled with the flashlight, then stuffed it in beside the bomb. 

“That’s a pretty big flashlight, for a camping trip,” Tony observed. 
Connie grunted as she hoisted the pack. “Isn’t it ever?” 
They made their way back to the canoe, then decided they’d had enough of dragging it over logs, 

and decided to make their way up the hillside, then across to the lake. An author with a canoe, a 
redheaded agent with a portable nuke, and a woods where the birds sang and the first yellow aspen 
leaves of fall danced in the morning breeze. 

 
**** 

 
The old B-52 was on its fifth loop over the Ontario countryside, just passing over the city of Barrie. 

The pilot noted that the green light on the tracking device had started blinking a one-three code. 
General Paul Glosser, the lone occupant of the plane, looked surprised. “She did it!” he said to 

himself. He radioed that he was going to do a couple more circuits before coming back to the airport. 
Then he began a long turn northwards. 

“Just what do you plan to do with that thing?” Tony asked, setting the yellow canoe on the shores of 
Vicary Lake. He was breathing heavily from the trek through the brush.  

Connie set her pack onto the ground. “Can’t leave it where Mad Mike can find it,” she said, looking 
out over the lake with the rifle under her arm. “And I don’t want to carry it too far, because it might be 
leaking radiation. It’s pretty old, you know.” 

Tony looked around. There didn’t seem to be any good place to hide the bomb, at least no place a 
metal detector wouldn’t find it. “I suggest,” he said, “the middle of the lake.” 

“You think so?” 
“Even if he finds out what we did with it, he’ll have to come back with diving equipment. There’s 

usually a lot of mud at the bottom of these lakes, and some are quite deep. 
Connie looked around. “It’s not a very big lake,” she said. 
“You got a better idea?” 
Without reply, Connie dragged the package over to the canoe, dropping it in, just behind the front 

seat. The canoe settled a little lower into the mud. A frog leaped out of the way. “Away you go,” Connie 
said. 

“Me? Why me?” 
“I’ve still got the rifle.” She waved it at him. 
She had a point there. Tony thought. He stripped to his underwear, took his paddle, then waded into 

the black goo to push the canoe into the lake. 
“Why the strip job?” Connie wanted to know. 
“I figure I’d just tip the canoe trying to get the thing out. So I’ll get it to the middle of the lake, then 

roll the canoe over.” 
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“Good thinking.” 
Tony wasn’t impressed by the compliment. He got into the canoe, a bloodsucker clinging to one 

ankle. He figured he’d worry about the bloodsucker later; he figured it might be the least of his problems 
once he tipped the canoe. There were nine bullets left for the rifle. 

He was still pushing through the reeds and a couple of logs near the shore when the red plane came 
roaring over one end of the lake, then banked abruptly and began to lose altitude. 

Connie swore louder than Tony. She retreated into a clump of swamp cedars. Tony stopped 
paddling. Whatever the plane was, and whoever was running it, there didn’t seem much point in doing 
anything. 

He sat there, in his Stanfields, his feet muddy, a bloodsucker attached to his ankle, and a nuclear 
device in front of him, his paddle across the thwarts. The plane circled the lake once, then came in for a 
landing. It touched down at the far side of the lake, coming right towards him. 

In a spray of water, the plane settled in less than ten meters in front of the canoe. The canoe rocked 
in the reeds and Tony considered his options. There weren’t many.  

The door of the plane opened, and the pilot got onto a pontoon with a paddle. he said nothing, just 
paddled the plane towards the canoe. When there was only a little distance separating them, the pilot 
leaped into the water, and began struggling to the shore, waist-deep and stirring up mud. He staggered 
onto the shore behind Tony, breathing heavily, and disappeared into the same cedars Connie had gone 
into. 

Tony sat right where he was. You don’t want to go anywhere in a hurry in a canoe. Wrong form of 
transport for quick getaways. 

A man stepped onto a pontoon, hands over his head. Then Mike appeared in the doorway of the 
plane, holding the pistol. 

Tony looked behind him. Connie appeared for a brief moment, leveled the rifle, and pulled the 
trigger. Nothing happened. She disappeared into the brush again. 

Mike shouted, “You don’t think I’d leave live rounds with the rifle, do you? There was one good 
one, and you used it up this morning.” He was smiling. 

“Hey,” Mike said to Tony, as he got down onto the pontoon. “Let’s get that thing into this plane.” 
Tony started backing the canoe away, and Mike put a round through the side of the canoe, somewhere 
just past Tony’s waistline. “I’d hate to have to do it myself,” Mike smiled, abruptly reaching down and 
grabbing the front of the canoe. The other man made a leap for the shore, almost making it. 

Mike stuck the gun into a pocket, then grabbed the packsack with the bomb with his one good arm, 
and dragged it into the plane. The plane drifted around in the wind. Connie stepped out and threw the 
rifle at the plane, but it bounced off the doorframe and the canoe, narrowly missing Tony. 

The rifle was followed by a rock, which knocked Mike back into the plane. But by that time he’d 
got the bomb into the plane and got the gun out. He snapped off one shot at Connie, but obviously 
missed. 
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For a moment there was silence as the plane drifted away from the shore and Connie waded into the 
lake after it. Then the engine caught and the plane started to move. It was just Mike’s good luck that the 
plane was facing more or less away from shore.  

In a matter of seconds the small red floatplane, climbed into the air. The plane circled once, then 
something was thrown out the window. It was the flashlight, which landed in the water where the plane 
had been. Then the plane rose a bit and was gone. 

There was a deep silence on the lake. Tony was still in the canoe in his underwear and Connie was 
standing in the water, a rock still in her hand,  when the pilot came out from behind a tree. 

“He stole my plane,” the pilot observed. 
Tony paddled the canoe in to the shore, and got out. He stood there, shivering a bit in his 

underwear. 
“He stole my plane,” the pilot repeated. He was soaked from the waist down. And you have a 

bloodsucker on your leg.” 
Tony peeled the parasite carefully but gently off his leg. It was the friendliest thing he’d met all day. 
“You wouldn’t want that plane now,” Tony said. “It’s got a bomb on it.” Then he held out his hand. 

“I’m Tony.” 
“Phil,” the pilot said, taking Tony’s hand, but half looking towards the horizon where the plane had 

disappeared. Then he looked around at Connie, who had waded ashore and was taking off wet hiking 
boots. 

 “She’s Connie,” Tony said. “Although that’s probably not her real name. She’s a double-naught 
spy who came here to make sure the bomb was safely hidden. And if not, she was supposed to kill me.” 

“The rifle’s out in the lake,” Phil said. 
“That’s no problem,” Tony said, getting his clothes and starting to put them on, “she knows forty-

six ways to kill us with her bare hands.” 
“There’s a bomb on my plane?” Phil suddenly came back to what Tony had said. “Was that a bomb 

the crazy guy took? Geez, they make nukes that size.” He paused. “That wasn’t a nuke, was it?” 
“Only a small one.” Tony buttoned up his shirt. He turned to Connie. “Time to get onto your secret 

phone, spy.” 
“But who’s the crazy guy?” Phil took his wet shoes off. 
“Far as I know,” Tony said, “He was sent to kill me, then changed his mind and stole the bomb.” He 

watched Connie fiddling with her shoe, then turned back to Phil. “And are you out to kill me, or what?” 
“Me? Heck, no.” Phil seemed a bit flustered. “I was supposed to take you to Owen Sound for an 

interview.” 
“An interview?” Tony saw Connie look up. 
“That’s what they told me. That the CBC was interested in an interview with you. About some 

book,” 
“The CBC?” 
“Well, they looked awfully civilized for CBC types. But they were making big promises to me if I 

could get you there.” He looked at his feet. “I said I’d try.” 
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Tony noticed that Connie had peeled the sole off one shoe and had extracted something. “Hey 99! 
You got a genuine shoe phone?” he walked over to her, Phil following closely and squishily. 
Astonishingly, it looked like that’s exactly what she did have - some sort of cell phone that had been 
hidden in the shoe. 

“Hello Butterfly,” Connie said into the phone. She poked a couple of buttons, then tried again. 
“Hello Butterfly, this is Bimbo.” She scowled at Tony when he snickered. 

It seemed the third time, she had some luck. A bit of static came from the speaker. “Butterfly,” she 
said, “the package is not with the signal.” She repeated the message several times, watching the sky. 

Tony and Phil looked up. It was the pilot who spotted it first, and pointed it out to the others. “A 
plane,” he said, “coming this way. 

“The signal.” Tony looked at Connie. “The flashlight had a transmitter in it.”  
Connie nodded, and kept repeating the message.  
As they watched, the dot in the sky grew larger. Suddenly Tony got the feeling that it was coming 

right at them in a dive. He got a bad feeling about it, as Phil started to move along the beach. Tony could 
see wide wings and a large tailfin on the plane.  

“Nicholas!” Connie said. “The package is not with the signal. The package has gone on a red 
floatplane.” She paused to hear what sounded like gibberish on the phone. “August 19; sunfish. Yes, this 
is Bimbo. The signal is here, but the package is on the float plane that just left the lake.” 

The rest was drowned out as the sky filled with a plane. It skimmed the lake, flew just over their 
heads, and trimmed the tops of a couple of trees. It took a bit for the echoes to die away. 

The three people on the shore got up. Tony checked that he didn’t need to change his underwear. 
“What was that?” he asked. 

“B-52, I think,” Connie said. “With a poor schnook out to resolve some guilt about a gift he made a 
long time ago.” 

“He could have killed us,” Tony said.  
“Oh, I think that was irrelevant. I suspect he just wanted to scatter the evidence.” 
“Now what?” Tony asked. He noticed that it was late afternoon and he was still alive. “Are we 

going to go back to civilization, or should I just hide underwater the rest of my life, breathing through a 
straw?” 

Connie smiled, which was a change. “Oh, I think you’ve become irrelevant about now.” 
Irrelevant sounded really good. Tony picked up the canoe. “Let’s go back to camp.” 
“Excuse me,” Connie asked. “Is Owen Sound a logical place to take a guy for a CBC interview?” 
Phil and Tony looked at each other. “No way,” said Phil. “I assumed they were going to arrest him 

for something when we got there. Or something like that,” he added. 
“The flight would be over the lake?” 
“Over Georgian Bay.” 
“Then,” Connie said, “things may work out just fine. Here,” she offered. “I’ll carry the canoe.”  
They portaged back to Westphal and started across the little lake. With three people in the canoe, it 

sat lower in the water, and they had to whittle a stick to put into the bullet hole in the side. Connie’s 
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communication device beeped, just before the B-52 reappeared in the sky. Tony was glad to see it was 
well above the hills this time, but he kept his eyes on the bomb bay doors. 

“Bimbo, here,” Connie said. She listened for a couple of moments. “Thanks. We appreciate the 
information. Have a good flight home.” She waved as the bomber made one turn over the lake, then 
headed south. 

She looked back to Phil, who was sitting behind her, on the floor of the canoe. “Your plane,” she 
said. “It’s gone.” 

“The B-52 downed it?” 
“Said he didn’t have to,” Connie said. “Seems to have run out of fuel and come down in Georgian 

Bay. Sank.” 
“Right,” said Phil. “Makes sense. I had a secret Denver switch installed. Cuts off the gas after a 

while.” 
“You get hijacked often? Tony asked him. 
“People steal planes sometimes from the airports.” 
“I’m getting to understand paranoid people,” Tony told Phil, as the canoe reached the shore of the 

lake. 
Connie got out of the canoe, then dragged the prow onto the muddy shore. “Is it deep water out in 

the bay?” 
“I think so.” Tony followed Phil out of the canoe onto the shore.  
 “Then you’ll probably be off everybody’s hit list, once I pass the word around.” She turned to Phil. 

“If I were you, I’d just tell authorities that a crazy, wounded guy hijacked your plane. I wouldn’t 
mention the bomb.” 

“Who’d believe me?” Phil asked. 
“Take it from me,” Tony said, shouldering the canoe for the portage, “you really don’t want anyone 

to believe you. Bad for your complexion, like.” 
“No problem, then.” Phil stumbled along the portage in the late afternoon light. A couple of cicadas 

ramped up their mating cries in the trees. A white-throated sparrow sang its “oh, sweet, Canada-Canada-
Canada” song in the cedars. The wilderness returned to wilderness as they walked. 

They reached Creswicke Lake as the sun was low over the trees, and in their eyes.  
“Now what?” Tony asked, looking at the lake. Partway down, he could see the peninsula where his 

tent stood. “It’s getting late, he noted.” 
“There’s a dead bear close to the tent,” Connie noted. 
“We’d have to paddle the south channel in the dark.” 
“There’s no tent or sleeping bag for Phil.” 
Tony sighed. “Let’s get as far as we can while it’s light.” He leaned a little harder on the paddle. 
 

--------END ------ 
 

 



23 

Lenny Everson lives in Kitchener, Ontario.  
 

If you enjoyed reading my book why not send me a quick message via the Feedback link on my 
obooko.com download page? I will be delighted to hear from you.  

Alternatively, please feel free to email: lennypoet@hotmail.ca 
 

 
 
 

List of Completed Works by Lenny Everson 
 

Novels 
Murder On a Small, Dark Lake. 67,700 words. Our hero snags a body in a remote lake.  
Death on a Rocky Little Island  71,500 words. Our hero convinces a friend to take a canoeing trip to 

the 30,000 islands. 
Mount Moriah   50,000 words. A strange sequence events involves a priest, a poet, a CSIS agent, a 

space alien, four horny teens, among others. 
Dark Lake  45,000 words. A dying writer goes back into the bush to off himself. Grimly literary. 
 

Novelettes  
Granite and Dry Blood. 9,700 words. Our hero wants to write a book on Massassauga Park. Various 

people would prefer that he didn’t. 
Murder on a Foggy Spring Portage. 11,800 words. One member of a paddling group is found dead 

on a muddy portage. 
 

Screenplays 
Murder on a Foggy Spring Portage. One member of a paddling group is found dead on a muddy 

portage. 
 

Plays 
Louis Riel and Gabriel Dumont. Ghosts of the two Métis leaders meet in today’s world to remember 

their lives. A short (20-minute) play for two actors. 
 

Full-Length Poetry Books 
The Minor Odyssey of Lollie Heronfeathers Singer. A middle-aged woman tries to connect with her 

aboriginal ancestry.  
In The Tavern of Lost Souls. Four poets meet at a grungy bar once a month to give their poetic 

answers to random questions. 
Love in a Canoe. A set of five chapbooks about the love of canoeing. With illustrations. 



24 

Louis Riel and Gabriel Dumont are Dead.  Ghosts of the two Métis leaders meet in today’s world to 
remember their lives. Includes the play. 

 
Poetry Chapbooks 

Encounter. Autumn. Midnight. Poet visits a small, old private graveyard. 
Fire and Ashes. Poems about life’s flames and regrets. 
The Empty Tarmac of a Long-Abandoned Airport. Poems about having a midlife crisis. 
Love Poems A compilation 
Pray for Me: 22 Poems Probably Slandering God and Jesus 
Gone Fishing: Poems from a fisherman 
Twimericks: Volume I. 60 limericks small enough to be tweets 
 

Co-Authored Poetry Chapbooks 
Who Would Be a God?  Susan Ioannou and Lenny debate the merits of being a god. 
How to Dance Naked in the Moonlight. Katherine L. Gordon (Celtic pagan) and Lenny (skeptic) 

confront the ceremony. 
Cats and Dogs. With I. B. Iskov 
For Ko Aye Aung: A Plea for His Release from Prison. For Amnesty International, with other poets. 
 

Non-Fiction Chapbooks 
If You Condemn Gays: The Bible on Homosexuality and Other Items. 
The Architecture of Suburban West Kitchener. A light look at house styles.  
The Architecture of The University of Waterloo. A light look at the campus buildings. 
Making Tourist Attractions for Towns and Small Cities. Advice. 
Technological Solutions to Global Warming. 
Hyphens: A Guide for the Early Twenty-First Century. 
How to Review Draft Technical Writings 
Rebecca’s Trail (Grand River Trail) in Winter 
The legend of the lost temples to Bill Gates: a modern mystery 
 
 

Please note: This is a free digital edition from www.obooko.com. If you paid for this e-book it will be an 
illegal, pirated copy so please advise the author and obooko. We also recommend you return to the 

retailer to demand an immediate refund. 
 


