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I never liked the expression ‘’bucket list’’. It reminds me of the white urinating porcelain pot circled by a red fine line on its outside top circumference. The urge to evacuate morning fluids was often pressing for three young boys, who didn’t bother running outside towards the double ghostly backhouse. The few times I took the pot downstairs, quickly turned in relieving myself through the east side open window from the second story dorm overlooking light sumac canopies.  In time it left a bleached streak running down otherwise greyish shingles. Summers spent in our wonderful ruin by the sea, away from neighbours or any social life, influenced and forged my strong independent spirit. Precious time spent away from private hostile family environment during summer holidays at my grandmother’s. Over the years it became a trap engulfing scarce unattainable dreams. I grew up lonely, smiling to a shattered mirror. Ended up quitting high school, destined too nowhere. At twenty-three, looking sixteen, I was a mess in denial. No drugs, no alcohol nor pills. Out of self esteem. After a course in bartending, I landed a summer job in the Laurentians, north of Montréal.  At the end of the summer season of 1979, three thousand dollars in my pockets, from tips, I left for Vancouver. A co-worker, Claude, brown eyes ignoring each other, was heading to Alberta for a winter job and needed someone to share the car trip and expenses. Another co-worker a fisty 4 feet 8 inches Acadian clinging to the idea we had something going, tagged along. I stopped her in her imaginative tracks, but she stuck to her choice anyways. I was escaping, fleeing from emptiness. It was time for me to step up to myself. Once in Vancouver, money quickly vanished; Eve eventually went her own way after a few months of sharing expenses in a stuffy basement flat from what once was a towering Victorian mansion. I ended up at the youth hostel and eventually slept on Vancouver’s Beaches or in strangers’ houses, accommodating me with food and shelter. From one of those encounters, I got involved in the EST Seminars Training, a controversial organisation some would describe as a sect. I personally never felt that way the few months my volunteer involvement lasted. One foggy day blanketing the city, at a seminar, a young man sitting close engaged conversation. One thing leading to another, he ended offering me a ride to San Francisco, he was going back to his family and girlfriend. I thought it was a bonus escape from reality and accepted. With very few dollars in my pockets, a passport, one change of clothing. A bomber jacket symbol of the tenuous sense of freedom seeping through my veins, I crossed the border. The magnificent Oregon coast touched me intensely, an opening to horizons. I entered the frigid Pacific Ocean at low tide, holding the hand of a 6-year-old boy. Parents on the beach asked me to walk him to the water as I was the only one in a bathing suit.  It felt as I was holding my own hand from childhood. A moment engraving itself deep inside, maybe a sign that I was connecting back to life as the courageous child within, I always was. The boy under my supervision played in the waves, thanked me as he ran back to his parents, free spirited. Could I recover from the past by plunging in those ripples for a short moment? Was there any way of salvaging my youth and grow? The next stop was at De Santiam Correctional Institution. Michael my lift, visited a friend soon to be released. Silenced words floating in the air of the pristine check in point. Thick glass mirrored calm as I wondered ‘’what could be found on me from the frisk’’? Other than secrets, emptiness ruled. Strong hands sliding along my thighs, through my long hair I let loose in those days, tongue out. Rituals of invasive nature. This was the closest any individual ever approached me in my adult life. Love offered to me; hate thrown in my back were all the same to me. It would take years to tame bodily communications, letting loose my passions. Astonishingly appropriate senses had to rebirth in a noiseless jail facility. This felt home after all I thought as I was let in. My stay in San Francisco was a month defined by pondering, strengthening instincts. It would prove to be useful as I returned to Vancouver, hitchhiking. 
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