



















Turtle Mountain, from the west 
I'll miss this.  
I’ve got what I can carry and am leaving the 
rest in the cave I found in the bank. If you’re 
new to these parts I’m south of Melita, just 
downstream from Sourisford. I was near 
invisible here. But, no longer.  
Farmers, surveyors and official scoundrels are 
moving in. There've been rumours for years, 
that the Feds, rail companies and the mounties 
are working together to clear the way for 
immigrant folks – folks from Ontario and 
Europe mostly.  Folks who'll fall in line; do as 
they're told.  
Two men showed up last summer – Gould and 
Elliot. Fine men, but no taste for the wilds of 
the prairie. They're building a grand stone 
house down there. Nice enough for their lady-
folk and for a store. 
There's talk of the railroad coming. 
Well, it was a good run! But I reckon we frontier 
men are done. 
Truth be told, it was likely my comforts in the 
wild that got me in this fix. If I wasn't at ease 
living off the land, I'd have stayed in Fort Garry 
and faced the music, likely be out of prison by 
now.  
So, I keep moving. It's what I know. Like the 
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Good-bye at Sourisford	                               A VANTAGE POINTS FLASHBACK


 




I adapted ‘Goodbye at Sourisford’ from a story 
written for Vantage Points 2. 

See ya’ later!


David Neufeld

.  



