
A Matter of Fact: Part 6

July 04, 2007, Alberta

Cameron quietly sat in the high windowed observation car no longer content to be watching the scenery out the window, it had at first had enraptured the eye as the train had passed through the mountain park, but it had now entered into rolling parklands which held forests for as far as the eye could see: which in Cameron’s case was the curvature of the planet.

He hadn’t moved for a long time: occupied deep in thought, reflecting upon his recent experiences and pondering things learned. Buck had been an enigma, the man filled a room: not because of his size which was certainly considerable but from his personality, he was warm and caring, so gentle yet unshakable. Buck had said that being big was a blessing and a curse, it meant that he was given freedom to not have to prove himself constantly – but a target to everyone wanting to make a name for themselves. Cameron was trying to understand what he had meant, what being a man entailed.

Cameron was still motionless, his eyes on autopilot just scanning the landscape when his RCMP escort plopped down beside him.

“You alright kid?” asked the young Constable

“Yeah Ken, I’m okay, just pondering the meaning of life” replied Cameron.

“Wow, I usually just think about girls. Something in particular bothering you?”

“I know I’m on the right track … sorry - bad pun there, just! can I face what’s coming?”

Ken thought for a moment “a wise man said to me once ‘sufficient for each day are its own troubles, don’t be anxious about tomorrows’”

Cameron mulled that for a minute “so I shouldn’t make plans for tomorrow?”

“No, No, we have to plan ahead! its just that - all we can do is make plans; and no matter how good THE PLAN we make is, it typically falls apart after the first couple minutes, it’s a matter of accepting that changes will happen and rolling with them”

“but keep moving forward!” added Cameron

“Sounds right!” pausing for a second he continued “Wanted to let you know Edmonton’s still two hours away, we will have to disembark and wait for the other train heading east, there’ll be a couple hours in Edmonton. Anything you want to visit?” queried Ken

“Farmers market?” questioned Cameron

“I hope the local guys know a place. I’m going to close my eyes for a couple minutes, mind if I stay here?”

“No problem!”

Ken rather quickly settled into the slow breathing pattern of sleep, Cameron had nudged him along in that regard. Ken was okay, a newly minted officer just out of training at Regina and been assigned as Cameron’s personal guard … from his comments Ken had won a contest and his prize was Cameron detail.

∞ ∞ ∞

Cameron detail consisted of three RCMP officers, Ken and two local officers, While Ken was in casual dress the two local guys were uniformed, and not the day to day outfit but full dress red serge including hats. Walking around the farmers’ market had been a blast with people wanting photographs taken with the iconic Mounty image, the smiles the Mounties wore spoke of their pride.

Cameron had been stall hopping looking for fresh fruit and vegetables and anything else of interest to load up his stores, something he had been doing after deciphering a certain dream. In his wanderings he found some excellent Ukrainian sausage, just before having to leave he bought Kettle corn – the bag was abought as big as he was. The local officers puzzled at the boy: they knew he had purchased a lot but only carried the popcorn when they loaded up to return to the train station.

All in the police cruiser partook of the Kettle corn on the way back, the sweet/salty smell was irresistible, but they hardly dented the full bag of the stuff. Cameron and Ken received quizzical glances as they got escorted onto the train platform by the officers in regalia – it didn’t stop photo hounds which made Ken say next stop he was going to the nines.

Before boarding a Conductor wanted to see Cameron’s pass and asked his destination: being Ottawa, the Conductor informed them that their baggage had already been loaded and that the railway had made special arrangements for them.

While the popcorn had been tasty they hadn’t eaten yet; so once aboard they went to the dining car. The train pulled away from the station starting its eastbound journey while they sat and ate, it was well along into the journey before Cameron decided to head towards his accommodation as he wanted to relax, he had booked a sleeping berth as the trip would take several days, the Conductor had said his car was at the end of the train but to ask for assistance.

Making his way down the rows of seats that lining each car something clicked and Cameron stopped.

∞ ∞ ∞

Lynn had been a terror hurrying her parents as they gathered their luggage together to board the train, they found a set of facing seats and stored their gear, Lynn was so tightly wound she looked like she would go off any second.

“Calm down dear” soothed her mother

“I can’t believe this is happening! everything getting us to here. It’s actually coming true!” said the girl nearly bursting

“Give her some slack Terry, you get the same way sometimes” quipped Lynn’s father.

“I do not!” retorted Terry giving her husband Doug ‘the look’.

“Even seen you worse” remarked Doug winning a huff and playful swat on the arm from his wife.

“I don’t see him!” whined the girl looking about the compartment.

“Patience dear, patience” intoned her mother as the train lurched beginning its forward momentum, the family settled in to get comfortable.

The girl reacted to any sound or movement like a cat poised to pounce, so when a young man walked down the aisle she watched him intently, he had entered the cabin and made a careful scan of the occupants as if assessing threats, he then made his way along the passage between seats but it wasn’t until he had moved beyond them that Lynn spotted the youth walking a step or two behind as the first man walked past. Lynn would have bolted if her father hadn’t reached across to block her darting up, noting her mothers gesture to sit and wait Lynn sank back into the seat.

∞ ∞ ∞

Cameron stood for a second, his head making an odd twitch. He turned and backtracked to face the seated family.

“Sorry for how crazy this is going to sound, but I think I’m supposed to meet you” said Cameron as both a statement and a question.

“Have a seat” directed the man pointing to the open chair in-front of him, unfazed from Cameron’s comment “My name is Doug, my wife Terry, and our daughter Lynn”

“Cameron … Burke” responded the mystified youth

“Cameron, can you let me see your eyes” asked Terry

With a sigh, Cameron tipped down his visor, the brilliant telltale glow shining above the lowered lens.

“No doubt about it!” remarked Terry letting Cameron reposition his eyewear.

“Sorry, were you expecting me?” begged Cameron

“I think we should actually introduce ourselves” said Doug extending his hand “I’m Doug Franklin, I’m a mutant” shaking Cameron’s hand.

That piece of information confirmed what Cameron has spotted earlier: energy signatures, but not anything he had seen before.  It turned out that Doug was a shape shifter which explained the rippling flow of energy about him, Terry was different again: she was a Were, specifically a werecat or to be precise a werepanther, which took some explaining as Cameron didn’t know anything about them, she further elaborated that she was a mutant Were – she had a minor form of precognition which also needed some explaining. Lynn was indeed their offspring: she was a multiform Were with precognition.

Cameron simply stated that he was an unknown as tests had been inconclusive, which was an unsatisfactory explanation, so he asked if they were thirsty to which he manifested four tall glasses of water with glacial ice cubes and queried “Ideas?”, Doug put forward ‘manifestor’ but Cameron detailed that no, he just brought the glasses, water, and ice out of storage. He could manipulate matter but had not made anything, but given who his companions where /were/Were ... whatever, Cameron told them about his dreams, he knew to speak to them because it had been in his dream: it then dawned on him - in his dream he had normal sight, looking over at Lynn her gaze bore into him creating a pull like a vacuum, in his dream her eyes had been mesmerizing from being such a beautiful green, here – now: it was like trying to swim against a rivers current just like when Cameron was dumped out of the whitewater raft.

“Mr. Franklin, what do you do for work?” Cameron asked trying to not be rude by just staring at their daughter.

“I’m a wind-farmer, I have windmills that generate electricity on my ranch in Southern Alberta, I used to raise cattle and still have a few head, but electrical generation has become the big thing” stated Doug with a glint of pride

“Did you name your farm?” asked Cameron between transfixing looks at Lynn.

Terry choked out a groan of “oh no!”

“I certainly did, named it ‘Passing Wind’, cause it’s always blowing” added Doug.

“Daddy can’t wait to get back to ‘Passing Wind’” was Lynn’s comment

With Doug quickly sliding in “I never stopped!”

Terry had a pained expression and let out a sigh, Lynn had a shocked look but fell into laughter which sounded like tinkling chimes, Cameron laughed at the joke as Doug had to guffaw at his own wit.

Cameron went silent for a brief moment, so Lynn asked “is something wrong?”

“Deja-vu” was Cameron’s embarrassed response

“Unnerving isn’t it?” Lynn quizzed sympathetically

“Is that why you’re here? Why you weren’t surprised by what I said?” questioned Cameron hoping for answers.

“Well …” hesitated Lynn

“We both had our own revelations about being here and meeting you” remarked Terry “it’s the first time we’ve both seen the same thing: but Lynn had the date, time, and place to catch the train. In a way it’s like we know you …”

“Do you know why?” Cameron put forward

“Why glimpses of the future? no – not really, for me its like standing at a crossroad and knowing to go that way, Lynn gets stronger impressions” was Terry’s almost apologetic reply.

“I see visions, I get a few moments in time but it’s out of place … maybe disjointed is a better way to describe them” explained Lynn “Sometimes it’s fixed and can’t be changed - other times fluid and the outcome is dependant upon what I do. Most times I can find something to link where or when I am seeing: I saw the printing on our train tickets so knew where we had to be”

“My dreams are like watching a recording of a slice of your life, I take them to be like passing a sign on the road saying your heading in the right direction: just now; talking about your ranch, I had seen that before” informed Cameron

“And you let the rest of us suffer through it” accused Terry

The group had to laugh, fueled by Doug’s moaned “you wound me Love”

The four sat and talked for hours, laughing and munching on Cameron’s Kettle corn. Ken approached them and indicated that they should find their rooms before dinner. Cameron excused himself and left the Franklins.

Once Cameron and Ken had left, Terry turned to her daughter “what do you think?”

“He’s nice, a little shorter than I thought he’d be” remarked Lynn

“He’s still young dear” she purred.

∞ ∞ ∞

The train Conductor had been impatiently waiting for the VIP’s to claim their rooms, it wasn’t often that the railroad went all out so the kid must be important, When Ken and Cameron found the man, he walked them down through the sleeper cars and stopped at the door to the last train car, the Conductor fumbled with keys and unlocked the door ushering them in. The whole car was a single private coach divided into bedrooms, dining area, and viewing seats, it was laid out to accommodate 8. When Cameron turned inquisitively to Ken he shrugged his shoulders and nodded acceptably. When Cameron asked the Conductor if he could invite quests the man informed him the entire car was at his disposal.

Cameron and Ken made their way back to the Franklins, asking if they would be interested in seeing what the railroad had assigned the two as rooms, the Franklins said ‘sure’ but paused worried about leaving their luggage alone, Ken and Cameron said they had enough room to stow it for them for the duration so helped carry their bags. Doug’s whistle when stepping into the train car best expressed the impression given by the luxury ride. Cameron offered for them to share the railroads hospitality, and although Terry had to be won over she acquiesced after a little prodding from Lynn and Doug. Ken Tallman was officially introduced - then it was a scramble to claim bedrooms and putting bags away.

Once everyone was seated into the comfy reclining chairs that granted an unimpeded view, Terry nearly pounced on Cameron “Spill” she asked with a sweeping motion to the private railcar.

Cameron sheepishly proceeded to explain the rail pass he had been given by the railroad as thanks for his part in cleaning up the derailment disaster, which necessitated describing what all he had done, which also lead into his helping Tim, Rachelle and Charlotte. Mentioning the two girls had caused Lynn to tense up, but as he described how they had needed his help to heal from their injuries and then getting put into protective custody due to a hateful father she relaxed.

Doug nodded in understanding, it was fairly common knowledge that Calgary was mutant un-friendly, they themselves had been purposely avoiding it for years. Cameron noticed the man wore two watches and asked about it.

Doug took off the watch on his right wrist and looked admiringly at it “this had been my grandfathers, he bequeathed it to me as a family heirloom. it still tells time perfectly”

Lynn scoffed “only twice a day, the hands haven’t moved since before I was born”

“Hey” complained Doug, sour for having his thunder being stolen.

“May I see it?” asked Cameron reaching out for the watch

“Don’t break it” Doug warned smiling at the humour of it

“I’ll be careful; anyone know what time it is?”

“It’s 7:30 pm on the button, guess we should think about dinner” replied Doug after looking at his other watch

“The Conductor said dinner would arrive at 8:00” to his quests surprise, “it’s a nice watch Mr. Franklin, fine workmanship” remarked Cameron handing it back

“Please, call me Doug, every time I hear Mr. Franklin I keep looking for my Pop” clasping the watch back to his wrist before noticing “It’s working!”

Cameron smirked “just showing off, sorry”

“Let me see hon, amazing … the jeweller said it couldn’t be repaired” admired Terry “even the face looks new” turning to Ken she asked “so tell me, is this why he needs a guard?”

“No Ma’am, Cameron here just needs protecting, there have been five assassination attempts that the force knows of” replied Ken who had tried to give them distance but had been drawn into the conversation.

All eyes were cast upon Cameron, waiting for the boy to crack under the scrutiny, it was Lynn who demanded “Spill” that broke Cameron’s willpower and he told his story, from the accident and coma, to awakening in hospital, Grace and Marcus, Mike, Karen, the assassins, the MCO, and the trial.

Terry placed her hand on Cameron’s lap “Thank you, dear. You’ve done well.” Looking again at Ken “only one of you?”

“Just while on the train Ma’am, more on the ground” was all Ken would say.

They were called to the dinning area, it had been set for the five of them, the wait staff brought in silver trays and unveiled baked salmon, rice with mushrooms, seasoned fresh asparagus, and leafy salad. The smell was intoxicating speaking of which the adults were served wine with Lynn and Cameron getting sparkling apple juice.

The food was delightful, the girls absolutely gushing over the salmon, having double servings … when the waiter brought in another salmon they looked ashamed but it didn’t stop them from dividing up the second one between them.

“So?” Cameron asked, pausing to let the drama build “Werecats?”

A wide eyed moment was shared between Mother and Daughter, before they started to giggle, then the whole table broke into laughter, their secret revealed and all tension released.

Between dainty mouthfuls, being Were was explained, and since both were Werecats they Loved fish, that’s loved with a capital L to quote Terry. That topic continued through dessert which was a tasty fruit flan with cream. As Cameron watched the two women he began to discern small feline traits in their graceful movements and how they would track anything moving in the room with their eyes.

Returning again to the plush seating area, allowing the table to be cleared and the waiters to leave, the group settled in to enjoy the company as the evening cast long shadows and the sky took on splendid colours into the extended sunset of summer. Ken couldn’t help but ask about Were transformation as it was too interesting to leave unasked. Only after receiving Ken’s solemn oath did Terry move into her panther form, she was a pure black cat with shiny coat and sinuous muscles, even just laying on the couch with her long slender tail flicking about she looked dangerous, Lynn rose from her chair and in that simple smooth - elegant motion she shifted into her cat, it too was a black panther almost a twin in size however having a patch of pure white hair on top of her head between her ears and then the blazing green eyes, Cameron checked her mother she too had green eyes but not the same burning effect. Lynn circled around Ken and Cameron her taunt muscles a display of grace and poise which dancers could only fantasize of. Rounding behind the chairs Lynn surprised Ken by jumping up onto his chairs arm the size of a housecat, still all black except for the same patch, she jumped across Ken onto Cameron’s chair giving him a headbutt then slowly trailing her tail under his chin, the soft fur tickling him, she then jumped over to her own chair and in mid leap returned to human form and resumed sitting with her legs crossed and a bemused smile.

Cameron hadn’t noticed when Terry had returned to human form, his attention too focused upon the attractive girl. Ken was gasping at trying to absorb what he had just witnessed, Terry reached over and patted his knee “Thank You young man, that’s the nicest thing anyone’s almost said to me” her mischievous smile sending the group into laughter.

Lynn piped in “Your turn Daddy”

“Okay, okay, give me a second” retorted Doug stepping back to his bedroom, after some rustling: out lolloped a large dog, as it neared them it morphed into a big cat like a mountain lion or cougar, again it morphed now it was an elephant but a fraction of a normal sized one, then a horse that again was correct in every detail except for the size, next a large chimpanzee moved up beside Terry and planted a big wet kiss on her, he proceeded to walk down the hallway with arms overhead making sounds reminiscent of laughter. Moments later Doug returned just as Terry was finishing trying to wipe up the mess off her face with a napkin she had retrieved, Doug wore a huge smile which only widened when Terry cut into him with “I love you dearly hon, but the sloppy kisses have to go” The chuckles that elicited required them to be hidden behind hands.

Doug managed to explain that he could take on any animal shape he had studied, but it would only be appropriate to his own weight, that’s why the elephant and horse were small.

Cameron asked how a shapeshifter and werecat met?

Doug settled into his highback chair with a snifter of brandy, and looked intently at Cameron “You’re heading to Whateley, aren’t you?”

“Yes, I start in the fall” responded Cameron

Ken looked inquisitively “Whateley?”

“Private school in the States” answered Doug “It’s where I met Terry”

Cameron was shocked “You both went to Whateley”

“Not exactly” Terry interjected “He was a student, I lived nearby”

Doug started his trip down memory lane “I had been practising with my ability, in class I’d learned all I could about big cats but there’s only so much books and films can teach you, I had made myself into a cat, a puma right dear?”

“Mountain lion hon”

“Anyways, I left campus to stretch my legs, I was having a grand time running about through the forest learning to move like a cat”

“Cats don’t crash through the forest like pregnant yak’s dear”

“Of course Love, like I was saying, I was minding my own business when this panther attacks me out of the blue”

“You had invaded our lands, of course I was going to defend it”

“Naturally Lovie. We fought tooth and nail ... literally, I got in my licks but she beat me eventually”

“He took off scared as a rabbit” Terry added as a sidebar “You ran headlong into a tree and knocked yourself out-cold Honey”  

“What can I say: I left a lasting impression”

“You certainly did, that poor tree still has an imprint of your hard head”

“True, true, but you have to admit it was a clever ploy”

“What ploy? I had to drag your backside all the way to our village”

“But I found out where you lived”

“That … that’s true”

“We started meeting in the woods, and well … how could a hot blooded young man resist such beauty”

“That’s sweet hon, all I can say is: I’m a sucker for punishment”

“That’s cruel”

Lynn was finally able to cut in to add “you realize I have to live with this?”

The shared laughter from seeing a families’ dynamics at play was endearing as the love between them was sincere and heartfelt, Cameron was warmed to be around a family again, a single sniffle the only sign of his twinged memory.

Darkness had descended, only the faintest glow remained of the day, everyone bade goodnight, sought their rooms and the beckoning pillows. Cameron found that the bed was comfortable enough and settled in - but despite himself just laid there reflecting upon how the day had unfurled: nothing like he’d planned but most agreeable nonetheless, he heard snores emitting from other rooms when his door opened and quickly closed, turning his head and opening his eyes, caught in the beams was a tiny kitten with tufted downy hair, it gave a soft ‘merrow’ then struggled to get onto the bed - once up it climbed atop Cameron’s blanket, kneaded a spot on his chest, curled up into a little fluffball and promptly fell asleep, the gentle rumble of her motor was exactly what Cameron needed to help him get to sleep.

July 05 2007, Saskatchewan

When Cameron awoke, Lynn was gone. He had had one of the most restful sleeps in recent memory harkening back to when her little brother would climb into his bed when he couldn’t sleep … her, him, his.  Cameron’s reaction was nauseating, it wasn’t that he’d forgotten! but gender just hadn’t been on her /his mind, arghh it was frustrating. It took awhile for Cameron to compose himself before joining everyone else.

The waiters had brought in a delicious selection of breads and jams for breakfast, along with an assortment of fruits. Ken asked if Cameron liked Rye bread, which was an affirmative, “good” he said” I know a great bakery in Winnipeg, we’ll have a couple hours to kill there”.

Lynn had claimed one of the comfy viewing chairs and was looking out at the near endless grain fields passing bye.

“Is this what it looks like where you live?” asked Cameron taking the seat beside her

“Sorta, there’s more hills, and the mountains are just West of us” she replied “it’s funny, I see the wide open fields and I just feel like running, but it’s not a cats ‘natural’ habitat”

“Are you a creature of habit?” postulated Cameron

“No! well yes … maybe” huffed the delightful girl, even frustrated she drew Cameron in “I have cat tendencies but I control them, they’re just part of who and what I am”

“So, sleeping on me last night was?” queued Cameron

“Don’t tell my parents about that” she shushed him getting agitated “I don’t do well with strange beds … and you looked like you needed help too”

“I won’t say a word … except Thank You” said Cameron softly to avoid being overheard. Looking back, he saw that the ‘grown-ups’ had begun playing cards and chatting. “I wanted to talk to you – but don’t quite know how to say it”

“Why Cameron Burke! Are you hitting on me?” toyed Lynn taking on a southern accent and using her hand as a fan

“It’s not that, I just wanted to explain …” stammered Cameron

“No! too bad, you really should you know, If I’d met a girl that looked like me I would have hit on her” sulked Lynn

“Who – Wah – Huh?” not the most intelligent of comebacks but being blindsided has that effect

“Until a year ago I went by Larry” reaching over she extended her hand “nice to met you Cameron”

Taking her hand and giving it shake “Three months for me” inserted Cameron

“I know” added Lynn ducking down into the chair trying to hide

“oh, come on!” sputtered Cameron

“You know, your really kinda cute when you can’t talk” tossed out Lynn

“stop that … I’m just full-blown gonzo confused” retorted Cameron

“Can’t imagine why?” smiled the girl

“Okay, first off: how did you know?” asked Cameron with his hand holding his head over his eyes trying to abate a headache

“Well, in a vision I was in the room when your friends had to discuss getting you the gender surgery, you have really great friends you know, they truly do love you” Lynn then added “Seeing that tore me up something bad - it took Mom a long time to help me through that one”

“Not exactly a walk in the park for me either”

“Yah, sorry about that, I was rooting for you the whole time” comforted Lynn

“Thanks, now what about you, how did you? Questioned Cameron gesturing up and down at Lynn

“become the girl of my dreams?” teased Lynn “I grew up a Were and could take on a cat-form since really little: I would just be a kitten of course, but after I had turned fifteen – I had been out roughhousing with my brother, you know: practising to fight as cats. I had a really hard time coming out of my cat form and passed out, next thing I knew I was in bed and human: looking like this” sweeping her hand down her body “My parents said I had some kind of burnout. Do you have any idea how difficult it is to look in the mirror and see a pretty girl looking back at you?”

“Nope, can’t imagine it” taunted Cameron

“Why… you!” burst Lynn trying to hit him as he ducked and covered

“Hey you two, keep it civil over there” cautioned Doug calling over to them: then returned to his card game.

“So you have a brother? Older / younger?”

“Alan, he’s older, be 19 now; he didn’t take my change well, I think he needed to get away from me and headed off to join some fight with other Weres, we haven’t heard from him for a long time now.  I sure hope he’s okay.

∞ ∞ ∞

The morning had flown by with conversation, joking, and games. Lunch was trays of sandwiches and sweets, Cameron quietly asked the waiter if it was possible to have fish for dinner again tonight: they didn’t have any available, so Cameron asked that if he could find some would the chef be able to prepare it. The train pulled into Winnipeg’s station and true to his word Ken came out of his bedroom in red serge, Terry commented how dashing he looked which made his cheeks match his jacket, somehow Ken had arranged an RCMP van so the Franklins could join them, their first stop was Ken’s secret bakery which they bought out, then the group collected more goods at a Farmers Market, The Mounties became an attraction and Ken got his moment of glory, Lynn asked why Cameron needed all the food his answer simply was that its from a dream, “nuff said” was her acceptance, then dragging him to a stall with fresh fish.

Everyone returned to the van as planned, with Lynn and Cameron carrying bags of hot mini-donuts which didn’t stand a chance of making it back to the train. Cameron found an internet connection and asked to get a group photo – his escort obliged and he managed to send an email to Grace and Marcus with a brief note describing how the trip was going.

∞ ∞ ∞

Marcus was busy working at his home computer when he spotted Cameron’s email, opening it he called Grace over, they read it together and then called up Cameron’s photo.

Grace flushed when she saw a picture a stunning green eyed raven haired girl standing way too close to Cameron, “I need names, addresses, phone numbers” she shouted “when’s the next flight out?”

“Now hon, don’t get excited in your condition” soothed Marcus

“Don’t condition me! Keep up that attitude and you’ll be sorry for the condition you find yourself in Bub” came the near frenzied Grace’s response

“Dear, look! their traveling with her parents, and the RCMP guard, he’ll be fine!” reaching out Marcus grabbing on then held her tight

Reason began to break through, after blowing her nose and dabbing a tear, she looked up into her husbands’ eyes “Promise?”

“Yes, I promise” said Marcus as he tenderly kissed his wife

“I’m holding you to that” cooed Grace resting her head against her husband’s chest.

∞ ∞ ∞

The train had left on schedule as the Eastward trek continued. Later, as the happy travelers sat to dinner, Cameron had difficulty holding a straight face when the waiters presented the fresh rainbow trout grilled to perfection, Terry’s eyes took on a feral look “My favorite, how did you know?” she asked. “Cat’s got my tongue” claimed Cameron who had to evade the balled up napkin thrown at him by Lynn upset at either the bad pun or being ratted out.

The meal had been superb, and everyone lounged about finding a spot to get comfortable and relax. Cameron and Lynn started playing a game of what else ‘Go Fish’:

“This morning, I never got to ask my question” spoke Cameron in hushed tones

Reciprocating Lynn said “That’s right, you never did ask me on a date “

“Your incorrigible”

“I don’t think that means what you think it means”

“What: incurable, uncontrollable, delinquent”

“More like: perfect, faultless, pristine”

“That would be ‘impeccable’”

“Why: Thank You” coyly commented Lynn

“For What!” remarked an exasperated Cameron

“The compliment silly, a girl likes to be complimented once in a while you know, shouldn’t make her fish so hard for one either. Your turn by the way”

“So all that was about getting a compliment!”

“Naturally, we are playing ‘Go Fish’ after all”

“You sure play by different rules than I do”

“Uh-huh, so what’s this big question of yours?”

“Honestly, I think you just answered it”

“Come-on, spill!”

“Fine… What have you found different between being a boy and girl?”

“I guess it is something we should compare notes on” thinking for a second, Lynn asked “Did you play sports?”

“Some baseball, and figure skating”

“Well, in ball did you have to compete to get on the team?”

“Nahhh, we had trouble finding enough players”

“Okay, so: for guys, its like looking at life as a competition, you need to make your own place in the world and get accepted on the team, see if you size up to the next guy. If they aren’t a threat then you can usually be friends, it isn’t so much about fighting as it is fitting in and being respected – respect! That’s it: I think guys need to feel respected.”

“And as a girl?”

“I’m still working on that one. For the most part they have been really nice, friendly, sweet. Sometimes they say hurtful stuff which is usually just trying to tear someone down to make themselves look better, kinda like when a guy is jostling to fit in – but it feels different with girls: I don’t know ... emotional maybe. I would say relationships are more important: making and being friends. Does that make any sense?”

“Kinda … yeah. I’ve noticed that girls are more about communicating: sharing thoughts and feelings, life isn’t a constant battle over fitting in but finding commonality with others, but the stories I’ve heard from older girls are completely different once ‘boys’ get added into the equation. So if guys need respect, I’d say girls need to be loved … and I’m not talking about sex.”

“Duh! I figured that” sniped Lynn

“Mom used to say that ‘a man can build a house, but it takes a woman to make a home’ I don’t think I can just forget all I was growing up to be and become something else”

“Like switching from being left handed to right handed, the brain fights it”

“I simply haven’t been a boy for very long, I don’t know how to be one: how to act – what’s expected of me. It’s why …”

“Why what?”

“It’s why I can’t think about dating, I’m so conflicted. Spending time with you is terrific – but in my heart I’m just not ready.”

“I get it.  Kinda like with Mom teaching me to cook – say when making a cake:  you get all the ingredients together and put it into the oven but if you take it out too soon it’ll flop.”

“Uh huh.  Maybe … in a while, I’ll be ready to date”

“Why Cameron Burke! I do believe you just asked me out”

“I suppose I did at that”

“Well then, I look forward to it.” smiled Lynn, fixing Cameron in her gaze over the cards “See: it wasn’t so hard – and you didn’t even need to get knocked out”.

July 06 2007, Ontario

Cameron stirred from his slumber, breakfast having been delivered cueing the end of sleep and the beginning of another day, once again he’d had a nocturnal visitor, Lynn in kitten form had slept curled up on his chest. At first light she had woken and stretched, then with a sandpaper like tongue licked the tip of his nose, Lynn then plopped onto the floor and with her tail held high in an exaggerated sway left the room.

Breakfast was in warming trays loaded with plenty of scrambled eggs, bacon + ham, and hashbrowns. The train would arrive in Thunder Bay early so they needed a hearty meal to carry them through the layover. Ken appeared in casual attire so then when the RCMP escorts also arrived in plain clothes, Cameron quizzed his guard finding out that rumours had surfaced saying the MCO had jacked up their bounty on Cameron. Instead of the usual the group hunted clothes and an outdoor outfitter which was also on Cameron’s list. Terry and Lynn both had the killer instinct for bargains and managed to track down the highly elusive perfect sweater, Cameron had been okay with shopping before but now it was: walk in, find his size, pick the colour he liked and pay for it, no trying it on in the change rooms – no debating between four identical outfits with slightly different colouration: Cameron had become such a guy as Lynn put it.

The train rolled out just before noon and lunch was delicious soup and salad. The scenery along Lake Superior was stunning with the shoreline visible between openings in the trees. Doug had noticed a breeze was blowing and wondered if it would be a good area for windmills, Cameron moved to the table and began manifesting miniature models of potential designs for a wind turbine he had been thinking about, Doug’s interest was immediately drawn to Cameron’s ideas and the two went off into guy-land talking shop. Doug mentioned that windmills have a design flaw: they fight gravity so Cameron’s newest design’s would actually use gravity to help rotate the turbine. Cameron made working models to illustrate the principle he used, once Doug had poked and prodded them he then said he wanted to try full scale units back home. Cameron had no objection and prepared blueprints in-order to share the design with him.

∞ ∞ ∞

Cameron had been quietly occupying one of the chairs ostensibly watching the view out the window, Lynn had taken her house cat size form and was in the chair beside him – having fallen fast asleep in the rays of sunlight streaming through the windows, Cameron was concentrating deeply working on a project in the ‘Warehouse’, so much so he totally missed Terry asking him if he wanted something to drink, however when she came over and rested a hand on his shoulder and asked him again, he looked up with a smile “Let me get us something” and manifested tall glasses of ice cold glacier water.

Cameron moved over to the table to join Terry and Doug, Cameron motioned to Lynn questioningly - with Terry saying “Let her sleep: you have no idea how good a catnap feels” after taking an appreciate sip from her glass Terry looked intently at Cameron “I don’t think you know how important meeting you has been to Lynn”

Cameron paused at the comment “How so?”

Terry told the story: “These last few days we feel like we have our child back, after Lynn changed she became withdrawn and no matter what we tried we couldn’t reach her. When she started getting visions about you she began to open up. I think knowing that someone else experienced a sex change made a huge difference for her”.

“So the change wasn’t easy for her either?”

“Oh heavens No! My poor baby cried and screamed and wouldn’t accept what had happened, tried for weeks to shift back to being a boy, the dejected look when he finally gave up tore us apart inside. All we could do was let her know we loved her as our child – gender didn’t matter” spoke Terry without once raising her head “when she found out about you - what you went through, her own issues got put on the backburner; when she saw your friends talking about your needing surgery she was despondent for a long time since she didn’t know if you’d made it”.

“What happened to snap her out of it?”

“The train trip, when she saw that you would be on it – come hell or high water, we were going to be here”.

“So if she has had such a hard time accepting the new her why’d she pressure me to ‘notice’ her?”

“It’s complicated, I’d say Lynn must have believed the best way she could help you work through becoming male was to show you being a guy has perks; like the attention of a pretty girl”.

“Thank you for letting me know, I appreciate hearing about what you have all had to go through. I had been so worried that my parents wouldn’t understand - its nice to think of them as having shown the same love and patience as you both did for Lynn”.

“That’s sweet, keep talking like that and we’ll have to adopt you”.

∞ ∞ ∞

Dinner had been amazing with a really tasty wild mushroom soup followed by steak and fresh vegetables, everyone waddled to find a comfy chair to hear Doug recount of his time at Whateley, he had attended on a scholarship and worked on the grounds crew to contribute to the cost of his education.

Overall the day had been relaxing, spent with good friends that filled it with laughter and cheer. No one wished to disembark in the wee hours of the morning when the trained would arrive in Toronto, which put Ken’s mind at ease. Ken continued to read the book he had been quietly immersed in while the others talked and played cards, for Cameron it was like being part of a family again which dulled the loneliness he feared.

∞ ∞ ∞

Amber was scared, no terrified might begin to capture how she was feeling. She stood at the train station in Toronto waiting for the eastbound heading to Montreal, she was one of the Psychics the MCO had blackmailed into ‘helping’ deal with their problem, if the definition of being blackmailed included having an explosive device implanted near your heart and your child threatened. It had been only a few days ago that she had been concerned when the MCO notified her that they needed her to come in due to an error in her records; understandably she was worried when she entered the MCO office to clear up what ever was wrong on her file, there had been no hints of any ill intent when she arrived, it wasn’t until the tranquilizer hit her that everything fell apart. She had awoken in a room with 6 other psychics, each getting the same implant. Their tormentors wore strange little metal hats that looked like the beanies astronauts wore inside spacesuits, none of the psychics in the room had been able to get a solid reading off anyone wearing one of those hats.

She stood shivering in the night air, stamping her feet to get blood circulating again, the MCO had them watching transportation routes, she had been assigned to watch the train station, she felt the GPS in her coat pocket: it brought back the memory of the one man who fought against the MCO in the room: his death had been a shock that haunted her and proved to be motivation to get their compliance.  

∞ ∞ ∞

Cameron woke to find the train not moving, it had pulled into Toronto’s station and was in the middle of offloading passengers and bringing new ones aboard, the activity was light with only a few people moving about as luggage was getting transferred. Lynn was on her perch rolled into a tight fuzzball atop the blankets, Cameron didn’t move so as not to disturb her – but watched the fur rise and fall as she slept, he pondered how odd it was to have someone act so strong outwardly yet be so tender inside: respect and love wasn’t it, Lynn blurred those lines and yet so did he.

Cameron was mediating upon the conversation he had had with Lynn, and was distracted to the point of not noticing the uninvited guest in his mind.

∞ ∞ ∞

Amber was finished scanning each of the passengers as they left - just as she had done with those waiting to board, now she walked the length of the train checking for the target they had been recruited to deal with, in the very last car someone stirred from their sleep and the reading Amber collected told about another nearby who fit the profile she was to watch for.

Amber stood in front of a massive wall which measured twenty feet high and had no discernable openings, the smooth ivory finish looked like marble, as she drew her hand across the surface with a feathery light touch it was warm which surprised her. She began to walk the perimeter of the wall and on the opposite side found a small locked doorway. Amber’s psychic instructor had said people could employ locks to keep secrets from being discovered and that a skilled psychic would need to be a locksmith to get beyond those barriers – she hadn’t ever expected his teachings to be so literal as now. After many attempts she finally felt the lock yield as the door opened slightly and she slid in.

Typically a mind is organized to match the persons lifestyle and experiences: a business man such as who was Ambers normal clientele would have a lot of clutter in the peripheral with a clear and focused space front and center with crisp lines indicating purpose and drive, her daughters was a relatively small space with bright distractions and abundant colours, what she found here was not what she expected to see at all, instead of a young random mind – there was a grand foyer to an immaculate manor, the wood paneled walls had a lightness about them as an easy peaceful feel pervaded the space, the room she stood in was circular with entrances leading off into other rooms, notably was the stair case straight ahead that rose up a flight to a landing with a closed door, the stairs continued up to additional landings each having one or two doors.

Moving to the middle of the great hall, Amber could look into each of the rooms: they all had the same clarity and resolution as the central foyer; the windows all looked out upon scenes of tranquil beauty but not one was the same vista as the others. She noted that one room had the appearance of a library; books sat open on a table and shelves filled the walls behind. The second room was akin to a sitting room with formal upholstered chairs around a solid looking carved wood table, it had a tea setting at the ready with a bowl of fruit and tray of biscuits on a small side table. The other side of the hall also had two rooms with one looking like a workshop, and large solid table held many odd items in varying degrees of completion, a drawer cabinet filled with drawings sat in a corner while tools of every kind was placed on shelves or hung neatly off hooks on the walls. The last room held little more than portraits on the walls and a few knick-knacks - a single high back wing chair was positioned to allow viewing of the pictures, a youth occupied the seat facing away from Amber in the foyer.

Amber hated what she had to do next, but her life and that of her daughter was in the balance, she slowly – silently drew out a long black shard and moved up behind the unawares youth, with a single thrust Amber drove the shard through the chairs back and into the young mind.

∞ ∞ ∞

Cameron had wanted to remain motionless to not disturb Lynn, she looked so peaceful lying there curled up – the tip of her tail flicking occasionally in response to what he hoped was a pleasant dream. A searing agony tore through him, his eyes registered what looked like a black sword coming out from his chest, his body refused to respond and he was held stuck with his hands locked in an moment of shock and fright.

∞ ∞ ∞

Lynn was shaken awaken by a sudden jarring and something felt off, she stretched with a big yawn escaping before opening her eyelids. She puzzled for a moment at Cameron who was unmoving and had a look of shock written on his face, it was as if he was holding his breath. Stepping forward she licked his nose but her friend was unresponsive. Near to her was his hand caught in a death like pose, the fingers spread and slightly bent, nudging the hand had no effect so she bared her little razor sharp teeth and proceeded to bite his little finger as hard as she could. The result was that his body relaxed and slumped releasing a sigh of relief which was Lynn’s reward.

∞ ∞ ∞

Cameron’s mind snapped back with full attention, something had kick-started him which permitted fighting off the darkness in the sword which had been stuck into him, the sword dissolved with a hiss and the wound shone brightly for a mere second as the flesh was restored. Cameron stood with purpose; as he rounded the chair he was immediately clad in a suit of armor that shone nearly as brightly as his eyes which blazed from under his helmet, spotting his adversary Cameron withdrew from it’s scabbard his sword – it too cast the brilliant light and the flash of the imposing blade caused an “Eeep” to escape from Amber. She ran and entered Cameron’s Library, grabbing books and strew them in her wake, as she rounding the desk she picked up books intent upon throwing them in defense. Cameron was not that imposing a figure at barely five feet tall and having a slight frame: but Amber knew that being in someone else’s mind meant they held all the cards if they knew how to play, with a wave of Cameron’s hand all the books returned to their spot on the shelves, (I’ve never seen anyone do that before) worried Amber – getting a sense that she was not facing an inexperience foe.

With unsteady hands Amber worked to draw out another shard calling upon her life-force to bring it forth, she had only ever tried making one at a time before so she had no idea what making a second one in short order might mean. This shard was smaller more the size of a dagger which she held up to caution the youth, and promptly fell over from having extended herself too far.

Amber was in a stupor, still somewhat conscious but hadn’t the strength to do much more than know she was alive. She felt the cool liquid being poured down her throat and it helped to revive her, she was in the sitting room firmly tied to a chair with her hands at her sides, sitting across the table was the youth she had skewered not long ago no longer wearing armor.

“I’ll make this easy on you. Just answer my questions: first, who sent you?” asked the young looking boy staring at her with the bright glowing eyes

“The MCO are forcing me to attack you” responded Amber

“What leverage would they have to make someone kill?”

“My daughter, they’re holding my daughter, and they have a bomb implanted in my chest”

“If that’s true, why were your weapons darkborne?”

“All psychic weapons I’ve ever heard of are that colour, I didn’t know they could be different till I saw yours”

“Tell me why I should let you live?”

“I’m the only family my daughter has”

“Then for the sake of your daughter you get to live” Amber felt the binding holding her release, the youth approached and hoisted her out of the chair and carried her forcibly to the exit door, she was unceremoniously heaved out and the door slammed closed then vanished from sight leaving no potential entrance through the wall.

Amber withdrew and started to shiver as the cold night air became noticeable again, she looked around at the platform unsure if it had been a minute or a day that she had been gone. In her hand was something strange, opening what had been a fist she found a small cylinder wrapped in a note: ‘There is no longer a bomb to worry about, taking care of your daughter is up to you.’

∞ ∞ ∞

Cameron opened his eyes and the light brightened the otherwise darkened room, mere millimeters away was a set of astonishing green eyes looking down at him as hot breath washed over his nose, he felt two paws using his upper lip for support, he raised his throbbing left hand above both of them and looked at the reddened digit.

“Thank you” offered Cameron, and gently ran his fingers down the kittens fur from crown to tail. The delicate ‘merrow’ he got in acknowledgement said volumes as Lynn resumed her post atop his chest and settled into a ball of fluff, Cameron couldn’t hold back a laugh when she winked at him.

July 07 2007, Ottawa Ontario

The train pulled into Ottawa in the late morning, they had all enjoyed breakfast together, but this was Cameron’s last stop. He had asked if the railway would allow the Franklins use of the private car for the rest of their trip to Montreal, they graciously agreed as that was the coach’s destination too.

Ken and Cameron had packed their bags and they’d been taken by porters. The group stood on the platform torn by having to part company so soon. Doug shook Cameron’s hand and patted him on the back, saying thanks. Terry gave Cameron a gentle hug and peck on the cheek, saying he’d better stay in touch. Cameron extended his hand to Lynn who dodged past it - instead wrapping her arms around his neck and locking her lips to his, shock – surprise – fear: sure… but after a moment he softened and returned the affectionate display holding her tight.

Parting, Lynn breathily said “I wanted my first kiss to be something special” then pressing in for a tight hug resting her head against his neck.

Doug cleared his throat before saying “Young man, what are your intentions towards my daughter?” for which he received a swat from Terry “but I wanna know!” he whined. When Lynn stepped up beside her parents she also was the recipient of a swat saying “owww” while rubbing the offended arm.

As the pair walked away from the Franklins, Lynn called out ‘You won’t forget me will you?”

Cameron turned to her and replied “As if that could ever happen”, continuing to walk Cameron had a smile plastered on his face a jackhammer couldn’t remove.

As the two headed off into the bustling station, Terry hugged her daughter saying “You marked him, didn’t you?”

“Trust Mom, trust” was Lynn’s comment as she stood tiptoe trying to see him one last time through the crowd.

∞ ∞ ∞

Ken and Cameron waited for the escort RCMP’s cruiser to pull up, turning to Cameron - Ken said “you are undoubtedly the luckiest guy I know, she is one hot little lady”

“Think so?” questioned Cameron as he slid his tongue around checking his gums “I figure she stole my wisdom teeth”

Ken had to work hard to hold back his laugh “Man, I wish someone would steal my wisdom teeth”

Cameron looked at him intently “really, we could head to a zoo, you might be able to sweet talk a chimpanzee”

Ken looked stunned for a second then keeled over laughing hard with Cameron joining him, it is as they say ‘easier to laugh than cry’.

 

End Part 6


 

 







