
it's personal

trans Can a
After the death of her husband, PHILA HOOPES

rediscovers hope and purpose in the struggle and the
sacred land of the Innu people.

I THINK I FIRST REALIZED I really wasn't in
suburbia anymore when Jan launched into her
instructions: what to do if she were injured,
unconscious, or worse during our camping trip
in the Labradorean wilderness-what to do if I
were suddenly responsible for the safety of us
both, 80 kilometers from civilization, on the far
eastern edge of the trans-Canadian boreal forest,
home to moose, bear, wolf, and wolverine, among
less intimidating wildlife.

Seeing my stunned look, she smiled and
said, "The survival manual is in the glove com-
partment in the truck." I gulped and nodded.

But this was why I'd come to the wilderness:
to test my limits, six months after the illness
and death of my husband just before our twen-
tieth wedding anniversary. My entire life was in
flux, fogged with a sense of futility.

The question was, Could I find a new source
of hope and purpose?

While I rested after my 15-hour journey
from Baltimore to Happy Valley-Goose Bay,
my host, columnist and activist Ian Dymond,
oriented me to life in this remote subarctic town
in south-central Labrador, a combined military
installation, civilian town, and center of govern-
ment services for the aboriginal Innu and Inuit
peoples. Accessible only by air, ferry, and a goo-
kilometer gravel highway, it's a place where three
cultures negotiate a delicate rapprochement
under near frontier conditions.

lan's housing development perched at the
edge of the old-growth forest, a wilderness domi-
nated by black spruce and birch and carpeted
with caribou moss-all apparently growing in a
bed of glacial sand. This was no municipal park.
Wolves and bears occasionally claimed wander-
ing pets, and bones from a human mauled by
some predator were found earlier in the spring.
Ian warned me against venturing far into the
forest alone.
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