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The first suicide to awaken my path, lingers in nebulous times during the last years of my teens, quicksand era. Where did I stay? I could not tell you exactly. It was on the south shore of Montréal, Québec. Carole was a friend of my younger brother Patrick. It was freezing cold, between Christmas and the New Year. We headed to a brasserie in the nearby suburb of Boucherville. The shadowy bar was huge, the atmosphere dense, demented, people elbow to elbow. Drinking beer or sangria, a big thing in those days, for broke youngsters. I hardly drank myself, my brother for all I knew was a party goer. I wore a long green wool coat full of pockets bought at the army surplus. I was underage, weren’t we all? My brother might or might not have owned a driver’s licence. He drove a car, not his. Carole, energetic five foot one at the most, not stocky, not thin. Lots to say, none to listen. I don’t recall who paid for drinks. Not me. On the way out a gang of us, filled my inner and outer cloak pockets with beer glasses. Transformed into a post-Christmas orchestrated Carol by myself.  Bling, bling went the glass. At twilight, Carole jumped from the 1930’s towering  Jacques Cartier bridge in Longueil. Why she chose to jump on St-Charles Street instead of the icy waters of the mighty Saint-Lawrence River, belongs to her. She landed on a moving car rooftop. Cushioned enough for her to cling to life, in pain, for a few hours. My last thoughts for her as I stopped, a few days later, under the metal structure; I had no whys, no sadness. Her departure grounded me, somehow.  I could not comprehend nor endorse her crashing on a passing by vehicle. 


2

