The End of Winter

Driving in bus # 15590, seated in 33-34 and I am 35 years old, in the middle of the bus in the middle of my life. No working sounds from the silent speakers; no face on the hanging TV sets on the bus. The driver is quiet and doing his job, not like last time I made this trip. In January, the wound-up woman with some mix of machismo power to prove talked to a sweaty, slick-haired, fat old windbag of a man for about 5 hours. Straight from Sydney to Truro in a way like they were lovers in some other life.

They sat closer than almost any one else on the bus that day. 

I was happy to watch while I listened to my own world of captured musical masterpieces. 

Now I 'm in this quieter metal beast, at least where no one talks , but we still swallow our spit to clear our eardrums. 

The morning sun stabs my left eye, 

then my right eye,

and we rise up Kelly's Mountain. It's the most balanced day of the year so far; 




12 hours of daylight, 

12 hours of night. 



It's Wednesday too, the middle of the man-made week. We pass up and past a tanker of industrial lubricant in our own fluid vessel. 

This bus driver means his business. 

He is working;

a real professional. 

Behind me are the others, the long coated raven hair who looks 14, but I don't know if she has cried more than any of us, or never in her whole life. There's mop-haired ballcap man, trying to hide his middle aged mane in Catholic grandmother's territory, and the young Hunter boy with his camolflauge hat and camoflauge jacket, more exposed than most in this forest of concrete and cars. Then, I see that he is the boyfriend of raven haired, skinny 14 year old girlfriend, and are both parents to some microscopic infant girl they carry with them as they smoke. Hunter-boy walks when he swaggers, I know he gives and takes a punch, but submits to the old patriarchs as they pass; 

I know because I saw the grandfather's pace and veteran's eyes of the man whose path was cleared without question.

Two seats ahead is the black knit hat white boy with glasses. Goddamn, I was almost this man's twin, right down to the Tim Horton's large cup of coffee. I went hatless today, but I still have my baseball hat flopped over seat 33, the machine embroidered 'Canada' on its Chinese made face, waiting to be worn. 

I won't need it today, not until I reach the border where I'll hide my rude Irish curls from the suspicions of the Homeland Security types. 

I'm not stupid. I know bald men in uniforms hate when wild locks get get shown off. 

Cops have their own locks, and I don't want to see them. 

I look out the bus window at the spruce trees that pretend it's the same weather all year round and I know winter has died. Its white skin lays on the smothered grasses in choked ditches and I see the fight is over. Pock-marked scars of rain and wolf tracks, bruised brown snow plow gatherings disappearing on the sides of the highway. The corpse of winter is rotting away.

We pass the Baddeck Inn, which remains closed until summer, hibernating still on the hill over the thawing Baddeck Bay. A driveway was started some distance after the inn, but nothing, not even a clearing was ever made, telling me someone almost did more than imagine something. 

Almost. 

An impotent orange weather vane sleeps even further down the road, unimpressed by the pitiful audience of air, more a dying sigh than wild howl. 

Now we are stopped for 5 minutes in Little Baddeck at a gas station where the driver piles more parcels into the buses belly. Long-haired ballcap man and Hunter boy run out to smoke in the freezing morning parking lot. Both wearing sunglasses, both underdressed for winter, they scoff at winter's end with burning effegies of their own end.

They have such intimate relationships with death. 

Animated and sincere, they chat the chat of average men, mostly the places they're going and sometimes where they've been, whatever things they know best to let their time together pass. That's the kind of comradery found in desperate men, like two drunken soldiers with arms round the other for balance, happy to remove the space between them that sober sobriety insists upon. Is it a secret brotherhood that society rejects because few are invited, or can pass initiations into its membership. 

Or is it the drowning mind's intuition to reach for even flaming wreckage for safety? Do we all sing familiar to ignore the dark sinking that follows the surrender of the body?

It's quiet again. 

The schools are out for March Break, the music on the bus is leaking from earphones around the rows, and talk is thrown around in the back where the my hoodlum passengers know the rules are not for them. 

Not past Wycobah, I'm in the middle of everywhere.

I am the middle of everything.

Reading the reflected sign from the left side of the road in the right window, I'm sitting in the middle of the bus, and I am knowing the minds of every single person I see.

Pyramids are everywhere now. 

These people are all so sick, so weak. Settle, settle. Settlings what barns and corpses do when their uses are removed and insides foraged for valuables. Like attracts like. Like begats like. 

Fear, such average, common fear that binds the wings of adventure. Go try, go fail, or go succeed, but please try. People who kill themselves have lost the knowledge of life's mystery, or have mistaken the pain for something more than temporary.

Another dry town at the edge of water, and we stop for 10 minutes, the heap running, prepped for its lumbering treks ever north to the big border. Driver counts the seated and it matches his guess: perfect and almost on schedule. Among the ragged college bound boys, there's hump-backed old women who dress like they're on their way for dinner with the queen, and a turquoise-haired beauty, along with her man. He spits and spits while she smiles enough to make her teeth want to jump out of her mouth, her with the eyebrows obsessively plucked to two black sculptures above her diamond blues and pierced nose, this one is ready in her Marilyn Manson t-shirt for any punk rock escapade. Looks like it, but you never know these days. Everyone has a look, a visual templlate they discover and cling to. Some might say originality died when marketing evolved. Its false promises devour life, and we adore it with our senses, all except our common sense. 

Hmmm, I begin to feel the left eye Rockstar twitch awakening, so what a subtle rush cafffeine is, almost fooling you into believing you're on your own sudden energy keeping you awake. 

As we pass the vehicles around us, I look down from my insect's perch at two men in plaid shirts driving a Chevy and drinking coffee, an overweight party girl debating the perfect CD from the pile in the left hand, and a truck goes by with its driver at my same height. Two giant insects flying between the eroded reddened hills of spring's approach and the populations of spruce, birch, pine, and elm. 

A young doe shows herself by raising her head, being the same color as the hillside, she was practically invisible. I  hope for this moment to bring my mind closer to the wild I left behind in the green land of my ancestor's past. Thousands and hundreds of years ago when the rocks were not yet statues, and oil sat in the earth. I don't know if this drive is granting me life, or killing me. 

Massive walls of cut pine file by my windows, three and four members deep, reminding me of silent black and white films of nazi mass graves. More members to pine and remember, three or four deep. Several times, a graveyard appears without any village to claim it. Concrete and marble effegies, wooden crosses, and trees bent diagonally in all directions, forgotten by the original mourners. In parallel, coal cars rest in suspensionfor the winter. Each car had on its rusting greasy broadsides brightly painted grafitti pieces, mostly elaborate tagging from Aeto, FmmF, Zogo, and of course, Way1. Are they spelling out some coded signal from another time and universe sent as a reminder of the futility of our monuments; we move the pieces of this world so as to be remembered. The chiselled gravestones bears only the name, birthday, and death date of mortals whose deeds have long been obliterated from history, as the vandal's paintings are white-washed. 

We stop again, but only to let out the dark skinned man with his little green suitcase, the kind with the metal click-snaps that. Vessels filled with forms is all there is here; bags, clothes, buses, and buildings to put everything in because order is the law, and adventure`s memories get categorized and stored in the mind`s inventory. 

Then, one stunted spruce sits in the centre of the virgin clearing covered with the last pure snow in the province. Jesus, is this what the gnostic life is about? Standing, questioning, to empty space surrounded by the submissive flock.

Rest area, see you there; 'holy', 'sacred', and iconic objects of worldly matters. The truth is, and it permeates all these hints of peace. Sold as revered flesh, only the mind can undo the intent of the universe, peeling it like a present. If form is the result of confusion, chaos is the screaming tumor that blesses its host for its life. After death of our forms, will a new interpretation unfold or will the ideas gathered be lost, falling away too? I pretend this is all an echo of the original moment. Let me fall into the river and drown, and the consequences of my life be found heavy and filling my pockets. On the bottom, where sins and graces are forgotten. Another metaphor passes by, replacing the stunted spruce: a tall, branchless birch stands waving among dead stumps all around the torn land. Some forest ran away and left it alone.

I'm about out of the province of my birth; thank you destiny, for your visits, and showing me the gift of travel. My children are so far from me, and my wife is even farther. My family is my life, simply and fully said. No loyalty of friendship, or love of country compares to their offerings. There is so much to say here, I can't begin to speak.

We pass a long line of young trees, some broken at the trunks by drunken winds that blow roots around to expose the elements of the earth. It reminds me of another war movie camera pan of the nation's front line who fall among their friends like they've suddenly given up on the whole charge and decided to end their time on the planet in a facefull of mud and blood. 

Now it's 6PM on the highway outside of Salisbury, past Moncton, New Brunswick. Flat land with brief patches of trees and sighing passing towns tired of whoring their subtlest ideas of economy. Beyond the split highway, there are enough forests to hide a forest in. It's the loveliest leg of my journey because th road is endless, straight, slight curves pouring down, mild to the eyes and falling like first snow in November. My mind wonders why I even notice any of it. From Sydney to Truro to Moncton to Edmundston, but I'm not done yet.

I don't assume my future's path, not when I know I'm sitting here in the middle of the bus, wasting, waiting, wishing for my body to be in my haven, my home, Cape Breton. 

Or at least the feeble dump I rent in fort Kent, Maine.

It's all a hope until then, and the forests get closer to the road while the sun finishes its last bit of business behind the thin grey sheet of simple haze that stands solid as a wall in one of the last skies of winter's evenings. 

There walks another doe, strolling the median between the split halves of the highway, oblivious to the streaks of rolling steel waiting to deliver the hammering death blow like some mobile abatoire. 

Please deer, stay aware,

and bound past the human conveniences that cannot savour like you do the the hard-won winter. 

Celebrate spring while I dream of toasting your victory when I have reached the end of my movements tonight. 

Before I forget, the signs say it's moose country now.

It's 10PM, and the bus does not move for 20 minutes. Sweet damn shit, C'MON! 

Have patience, I tell myself, and eat the last piece of heaven, the home-made slice of butter covered raisin bread that my wife's mother made yesterday. I walked to the hilltop rip-off store to buy water for the bread, since I drank nothing all day besides the Rockstar that turned my piss green when I found a bathroom in the Perth Andover Motor Inn. The bus stayed in that parking lot, and I wandered the serious labryinth of the inn's hallways, stairs, coat racks, and doors that quietly contrasted the restaurant which asks for two pennies more than any sane person would spend on the greasy side of the service world. 

Put something worthless in the middle of nothing and watch its value grow. 

I have so much work to do when I get to that little crooked house on Pleasant Street, but I will be at least drunk while doing it; some grief is invisible with the correct vision.

Hurray for my life, celebrations for all brothers, sisters, and all forms in between. I ended this day in the pages of poetry, unable to be hurt by any misunderstanding or murderous impulse. 


My arrival into Edmundston was about what I expected: no drive waiting, and 30 minutes until the town shut down. Both bus station and coffee shop were nodding off at midnight, and I didn't have the 40 dollars needed by the old cabbie to sweep me to the border 50 kilometers away.

So, I start walking.

After 2 hours on the side of the road, the Welcome To Edmundston sign waves frozen good-byes to me, just like the 14 cars, vans, and logging truck monsters filled with more decaying corpses of the forests. The awakening wind crawled into my skin and I regret wearing these Italian shoes that agree in length, but not yet in width, and were never meant for crossing the country like this; in a plane or boat, but not a bordertown road. It's probably unfair on some level to someone's sensibilities. 

Man, my feet are squeezed, and it's only 5 kilometers in. What choice is there now but none; walk on.


Another 25 vehicles fly blow by, coming into Edmundston while I move out. The only comedic sting was watching my drive, Vanessa in her van, pass me by in her oblivious tunnel vision miracle sight. Another piece of my rage dies when I laugh loudly at the fact I'll be walking the rest of the way. Until that, it was a child's adventure with the apron string parachute a hitchhiker's prayer away. 

Now, oh now, I start to hear my little crying feet. Shut up and laugh, you're stuck with the rest of us, these collected parts of the man called Jeff Wilson.

These damn bags, one half-filled hockey bag traded from one shoulder to the other, and the computer bag worn like a backpack, never seen, and thankfully not a noticeable weight, but props anyway on my travelling production.

Purifying walk,



stripping the anger from the air around me,

redressing the void with peace of this quiet road.

Where the wolves come from,

and the lives of men are nature's whim to end.

Okay, I'm 10 kilometers in now,  and I'm bored.

The brain has dissected the journey from man walking, insect on the earth moving to its insignificant end, to god in mortal form mingling with the invented creations of the subjective omniscience that bends reality into shapes for comfort and company. 

But I'm back on the dirt and sticking my thumb out to everything that passes. 6 logging trucks fly by with such reckless pace that I feel like a matador, only braver. Oh yes, I'm in the wild where no certainty of survival exists (an exaggerated sense of metaphor has been created in my mind by now). The beasts I turn to face have one horn, and I fully expect to be pulped by a loosened tree trunk that are juggled around in the holds of those monsters of mankind. 

I honestly bet against good luck with these things. 

If there's a consciousness in trees, the justice housed in my broken limbs would be a minor victory; 

I see and agree.

Then the journey becomes as bored of me as I am of this walk. A crazed white van passes by. It stops. 

When I say 'stops', I mean roars past me, squeals, lurches with tires smoking, and speeds in reverse past me again, brakes slammed on, and pulls ahead of me again. Is this guy warning me? 

