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solicitor general, this approach had not even led to “a whisper on
the street.” To rationalize the ineffectiveness of the reward money,
RCMP Superintendent Thomas Gardiner told the press, “People’s
values are probably changing. Money doesn’t mean as much to
them any more.” But behind the scenes the RCMP was embar-
rassed, because it appeared as though the bombers were harder to
crack than the bikers. The Force hated to admit it had no evidence,
no leads, no informers, no nothing. All its officers could do was sit
and wait.

“You know what the problem is, Fraser?” Despaireux suggested
one afternoon as they sat on opposite sides of an office table
scratching their heads. “There are just too many people who hate
B.C. Hydro. It would take years to interview and investigate every-
one who has expressed resentment towards them.” Fraser agreed.
He had searched out the name of the pie-thrower — Brent Taylor
— and included it in a long list of people who were possible sus-
pects, but there was absolutely no reason to believe that Taylor
had anything to do with the bombing. He hadn’t even been
involved in any of the groups organized to stop the Cheekeye-Dun-
smuir line. Taylor's name remained just one of many on a growing
list of hunches.

Fraser had even been flown to France to exchange information
with the French police and INTERPOL on the French “terrorist”
group Action Directe, but they could find no connection with the
Canadian group of the same name. No one who had ever been
arrested or a sympathizer of the French group had any Canadian
affiliation, so that lead had led nowhere.

“l had a call this morning from Robert Bonner,” Despaireux
said. Bonner was Hydro’s chairman. “He was asking if I thought it
would help to state publicly that the disruption caused by the
explosion could delay completion of the line. He said the delay
could cause power shortages on the Island late next year.”

“Is it true?”

“I don’t know,” Despaireux said. “I got the impression he was
asking more if it would be a good means of turning public sympa-
thy away from the terrorists.”

4If it’s not true, 1 don’t think it’s a good idea. Because there are
a lot of environmentalists and consultants out there who do know
the truth. If they know the power line is crucial for industry but
not for maintaining residential power, they will tell the public that
Bonner and Hydro are lying, and the announcement will backfire.

Hydro is already unpopular, and if they are perceived as lying, they
will be trusted even less than they are now.”

“I don’t know;” said Despaireux sceptically.

“The problem I'm having,” revealed Fraser, “is informers. 1
don’t have any. The political analysts agree the communiqué is not
written by your typical environmentalists or local citizens. They all
agree it sounds like an anarchist bit of writing. They're a very diffi-
cult group to infiltrate or get informers from. They dont have
organizations or hierarchy but are loose-knit groups of people who
work closely together. They've all known each other for years and
often live in communes. We have ne informers in that commurity
so it makes information-gathering difficult. 1 hate to just sit and
wait for the next bombing to happen, but that's what I'm afraid I'm
doing.”

Fraser looked over the table at Despaireux’s face. His colleague
looked older than his fifty-odd years. Was it the job or was it the
drinking? He shook his head, partially over Despaireux and par-
tially over his frustration at the lack of leads in the bombing.

“There’s got to be some people out there who know who did
this bombing,” Fraser began again. “Surely $125,000 should be a
sufficient sum to lure some anarchist out of the woodwork, I guess
the probiem is, they're fundamentally opposed to this society and
its focus on money so it’s not surprising the reward hasn’t brought
us any leads.”

Despaireux shook his head as well, then pushed back his chair.
“Well, Fraser, eventually some anarchist is going to become disillu-
sioned and sell out. $125,000 is a lot of money.”

* 22

frer the Cheekeye-Dunsmuir bombing our group kept an

extremely low profile in Vancouver. We were aware that we
were living dangerously by staying there, but we weren'’t ready to
take the plunge into the underground so soon after Calgary.
Instead we applied as many safeguards as we could, using false
identification to rent apartments, avoiding public functions where
we might run into acquaintances, and limiting our social contacts
to one friend each, plus Gerry, Julie, and Doug’s mother. Even
within this limited social sphere, we did not admit to doing the



bombing. Despite these precautions, we knew that our days of liv-
ing in Vancouver were numbered. We were just putting off leaving
until after the next action.

One thing we had decided upon was to get another truck. It
had become evident that the truck Brent and Doug had bought in
Calgary was unreliable, which was certainly an unacceptable qual-
ity in the world of the urban guerrilla. We couldn’t afford to be
driving away from an action and have our truck break down, so
we began the search for a new vehicle — not a new one off a car
lot, but rather a new one off the street. We had become proficient
in our knowledge of converting stolen vehicles into legal ones
through reading obscure pamphlets ordered from the back pages
of Soldier of Fortune magazine.

Through our reading we had learned that we could take the
vehicle identification number from our truck and put it on a stolen
vehicle of the same make and model, even if the two were not of
the same year. As long as the trucks were within a few years of
each other, only an expert would be able to tell them apart. Even a
stolen vehicle of a different colour was not a problem because we
would simply have to notify the insurance company that we had
repainted it. No one would ever come out to verify that it had
actually been painted. And so our search for another truck began.

Everywhere we drove, we scanned the trucks parked along the
sides of the roads for one similar to ours but in betrer shape.
Finally we found one — a nice, big, brown four-wheel drive we
would eventually name “Bob.” I suppose we gave it 2 human name
because it was so important to us, It was more than a mode of
transportation — it was a getaway vehicle. In many situations our
safety would depend on Bob's reliability. We developed strong feel-
ings for Bob; trust, a sense of comfort, and dependence.

Stealing Bob was easy. Getting rid of the lemon truck from Cal-
gary was not. For that we had to rent acetylene tanks and torches
so that we could rake off its serial numbers before we disposed of
it. We took Bob’s vehicle indentification number off and replaced it
with the legal one from our lemon truck. Then we drove the lemon
up north of Squamish, found a hidden gully not far from our tar-
get-practice area, and began the procedure of stripping the old
truck of parts we could use on Bob in the future. Then we began
torching the serial numbers off the frame, the axle, and the engine,
Just in case someone found and reported the hulk to the police.
After spending a day dismantling it, nothing was left but the skele-
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ton. In another decade or two, the combined envirommental ele-
ments of the area would break it down into the metallic com-
pounds from which it had originated. Soon, we rationalized, it
would be far less harmful to the environment than when we had
been driving it around using up fossil fuels and belching out
exhaust fumes.

I began to spend a considerable amount of time attending to
Bob’s needs, particularly since his well-being would have a great
effect on ours. I read the Chilton manual on Chevy pickups and
cultivated a bit of a friendship with a mechanic who could advise
me if I ran into trouble. 1 decided to repair Bob myself, because he
was stolen and we didn’t want to risk a mechanic noticing the
replaced VIN.

Meanwhile, Brent and 1 were still entertaining the idea of
involving Julie and Gerry in our plans. Even though we felt that
the weight of responsibility for their involvement would be on our
shoulders, certainly Julie’s ambitions and enthusiasm made it hard
to resist her. When we heard through Saphie that Julie was angry
at her for being excluded from our activities, Brent sent messages
urging her to invest some of the money she had earned in Jasper
into purchasing a Mini-14. Then we invited her and Gerry to go
target-practising with us north of Squamish. When we learned that
both Julie and Gerry had purchased Mini-14s, we took this as fur-
ther proof that they were serious about becoming militants. Even
though we didn’t drop our reservations about involving them in
serious actions, we arranged to go target-practising in July. Doug
also wanted to go along — he said that they would need his help
sighting in their rifles.

Finally, after passing messages back and forth through Saphie,
the day came when we loaded up the truck with an assortinent of
weapons from the McClure robbery and went to pick up Julie and
Gerry. Qur security plans were inconsistent. Even though we had
agreed not to visit them at their apartment, that day we picked
them up. We told ourselves that it had been months since Dun-
smuir and there was no reason to believe that their apartment, just
below Saphie’s, would be under surveillance.

As soon as we pulled up, Julie came out the front door carrying
a large packsack and her rifie bag. Gerry came lumbering along
behind her, with much less enthusiasm. He put his rifle bag and
packsack in the back of the truck, then climbed in there beside
Brent. There was only room in the front of the truck for three



people, so Julie, Doug, and I shared the front seat. We hadn’t even
left the city before Julie began to air her concerns over our lack of
interest in working with her and Gerry. She was not one to hold
back her feelings. “I'm sure Saphie told you I was pissed about you
guys never coming around to see me and Gerry.” She looked point-
edly at Doug.

“Yes, she did,” Doug said carefully “I've been meaning to
straighten that out. You see, Saphie has nothing to do with that
decision or, in fact, anything we do.”

“Well, I'm going to get right to the point,” she continued. “I felt
really hurt that you guys just dropped me as a friend after we
came back from Jasper.”

“I can’t explain everything to you, Julie,” Doug said, somewhat
nervously. “We like you, but there are good reasons we don’t hang
around, and you just have to respect that.”

She didn’t push the issue further, but her face told the story. I
peeked over at her and could see she was pouting slightly. She was
a determined person, and when she wanted something she did not
take no for an answer. After that short conversation the relentless
pounding of the large truck tires on the asphalt created a mesmer-
izing background to the atmosphere of silence that engulfed us. A
couple of hours later it was a relief to see “Gary Gilmore’s” cosy lit-
tle gas station nestled at the foot of the mountains, coming at us as
we rounded one of the snaking corners of the coastal highway. As
usual, we stopped to stretch cur legs and grab a coffee. While
Brent, Doug, and Julie went inside to buy the coffee, Gerry came
over to me and began eyeing the truck like a prospective buyer.

“Nice truck,” he said. “Brent told me how you got it.”

“Yeah. Wait till you see how easy he takes the hills up that log-
ging road. A four-wheel drive is definitely the way to go.”
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“l know it’s weird but I guess ’cause I spend so much time
working on i, I've developed a personal relationship with this
truck and started calling it Bob. It's caught on with Brent and
Doug.”

“Your other truck wasn't a four-wheel drive, though,” Gerry
said. “If the cops stopped you, wouldn’t they notice on the owner-
ship papers that the description doesn’t exactly match this truck?”

“If they’re observant. But chances are they won't notice.” I pro-
ceeded to tell Gerry about our risk-benefit analysis. The only thing
indicating whether or not a vehicle was a four-wheel drive was a “K”

in the VIN number. This truck had no “K.” We figured that the bene-
fits of driving a four-wheel drive far outweighed the minimal risk of
being stopped and the cop noticing that the papers didn’t match a
four-wheel drive. We had thought all of that through. The important
factor in the equation was that the driver must always abide by the
rules of the road, and even more so do nothing to atfract attention
so the odds of being stopped become just about nil. How often do
you get stopped for no reason? The cops almost always stop & vehi-
cle if you're breaking a traffic rule or doing something odd, like driv-

“ing too slowly or driving with no turning signals. There’s a chance of

being stopped at a drinking and driving checkpoint, but those
checks are usually done at night, and if you haven’t been drinking
the cops don’t usually check your ownership papers all that closely.
It's too dark to see, and they're in a hurry because there are other
cars to check. You could get stopped if the cops are looking for a
vehicie matching your description that has been involved in some-
thing illegal — but the chances of that are low. As long as we
obeyed the rules of the road and made sure all our lights were in
working order, we believed the risk factor was very low.

“Very impressive,” Gerry said — although I wasn’t sure he
really was all that impressed by the explanation. “Do you mind if I
sit in the front seat with you and Julie? We were out late last night
getting gas and I don't feel that great.” I had noticed that he
looked a little green.

“Sure. Doug won’t mind sitting in the back with Brent,” I said,
relieved to have a less tense combination of personalities in the
front seat.

“We were up in Shaughnessy siphoning gas — about five of
those red ten-gallon containers — so by the time we were finished
I was barfing and hallucinating from sucking up s¢ many gas
fumes.”

“Is it worth it, for the amount of money you save?”

“Oh yeah!” Gerry was on unemployment, with all the lack of
funds that state of existence implies.

The others were soon back with hot coffee and chocolate bars.
Doug and Brent quite willingly piled into the back of the truck.
Once we were on the road again, Julie put in a tape and cranked
up the volume. She didn't seem any worse for wear from their gas-
siphoning experience.

“Ger, you look terrible!” she said, placing her hand across his
forehead. “Do you have a temperature?”



He shook his head. “I didn’t suck up as much gas as you, but I
feel like shit. I don’t want to do that anymore.”

“Did you tell Ann what we got last night?” she said excitedly.
He shook his head again. “A canoe!” she squealed. “We were going
down this back alley that runs behind the backyards, looking for
cars to get gas from, and saw this canoe leaning up against some-
one’s garage. Rich people — they had a pool and everything. We
just put the canoe on our shoulders and took off.”

“Great,” I said. “But siphoning gas isn’t a good idea. You’ll get
brain damage from the gas fumes. Do you need the money that
bad?”

“No,” Julie said. “We won't do it anymore. But the canoe will
be great for camping.” The two of them loved camping.

I turned off the highway at the logging road leading to the box
canyon and marvelled at how easily Bob climbed the steep, twist-
ing trail up the mountainside. We were able to drive ail the way
into the canyon and park. We pulled out the packsacks and Doug
unwrapped the weapons. Julie’s and Gerry’s eyes seemed to widen
when they saw the .357 Dan Wesson, the .44 Magnum, and the
shotgun. They looked back and forth from Doug to the weapons,
but they were streetwise enough to know not to ask questions.
They probably assumed they were stolen. As Doug unpacked and
organized the weapons, he suggested they use my Mini-14 and one
of the handguns until he had sighted in their own Mini-14s, which
would probably take the first part of the afternoon.

Julie immediately claimed the silver, nickel-plated .44 Mag-
num. “Hey, isnt this the same kind of gun that Clint Eastwood
used in Dirty Harry?”

Doug was already so focused on what he was doing thart it was
futile to ask him questions. He put the handguns, my Mini-14, the
shotgun, and some ammo on the tailgate for us and disappeared
with the other Mini-14s and a small tool box down the trail.

“l drew a bunch of targets and ser them up down that rrail.”
Brent pointed to the opening of the box canyon. We had a game
we had developed, where we took turns running down the trail
and just before you reached a target someone would yell out
“Stop” and the runner would have three seconds to aim and shoot
at the bull’s eyes. Whoever got the most shots nearest the bull's
eyes was the winner. Soon we were laughing, talking, and taking
turns running down the trail and shooting at the targets. We took
turns using the .357, since it was a more useful gun than the .44
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Magnum, which was quite heavy and powerful with its eight-inch
barrel. I don't think either Gerry or Julie were all that attracted to
guns, but they did enjoy being in the mountains and running up
and down the trail playing the game. We felt like kids again, play-
ing cops and robbers in the backyard, but instead we were using
real guns. Making no attempt to be tough or cool, we let all our
inhibitions go for the day, forgetting for the moment what these
dangerous weapons could lead to.

I remember walking back up the trail after taking my turn
shooting at the targets when a huge six-inch banana slug, sliding
along the moist grass, caught my eye. Coming from Ontario, I was
always struck by the size of these giant yellow slugs that are native
to the rainforest climate of the West Coast. 1 picked it up carefully
and continued walking up the trail towards Brent and Gerry. Just
as we were about to pass one another, I held the mucus-covered
slug in their faces. Screaming, they ran back up the trail, with me
and my slug in hot pursuit. We were anything but the unemo-
tional, fearless urban guerrillas commonly portrayed in the media.

When Doug had finished sighting in the Mini-14s, we joined up
at Bob’s tailgate for lunch. Brent uncrumpled some of the newspa-
pers the guns had been wrapped in and began reading them. He
found an article from July about how the Canadian government
had recently signed an agreement allowing the air-launched cruise
to be tested on Canadian soil. He read, “This action provoked an
immediate response among North American disarmament groups
which scheduled demonstrations for July 23 at the fourteen Cana-
dian consulates in the United States.”

“That’s outrageous!” Julie said. “Why don’t they test the mis-
siles on their own bloody soil?”

“They could test it there just as easily. There’s lots of places in
the U.S. with terrain similar to northern Alberta, which is where
they’re going to test it, but the U.S. wants the world to see that
Canada supports their nuclear policies,” Brent explained. Only a
few days earlier a U.S. Defense Department master plan had been
leaked to the press. It caused a lot of flak because it said the
United States should prepare for a protracted nuclear war and
reject the concept of peaceful co-existence with the Soviet Union.

“1 was reading in the paper that Trudeau says if we don’t test
the cruise we’ll have to leave NATQ,” Gerry said.

“That’s a pile of crap,” Brent said. From our research we knew
that Canada’s NATQ agreement did not include requirements to



develop nuclear weapons or delivery systems. And we knew that
Norway had refused to test the cruise, and that Scandinavian coun-
tries in general had refused to have the weapons on their soil and
they were still members in good standing of NATO. “The air-
launched cruise is not even a NATO weapon but a U.S. Air Force
weapon,” Brent said. “I’s already been tested on reactivated Soviet
Second World War battleships equipped with Tomahawks, the bat-
tleship-launched version of the cruise. Boeing Aircraft has even been
contracted to manufacture them and is planning to turn out about
forty a day by October of this year. They wouldn’t be planning to
make that many if there was any doubt they didn’t work just fine.
The most they want to do over northern Alberta is fine-tune the
guidance system. Trudeau knows that, but he’s saying whatever he
must to convince Canadians to support testing them here.”

Brent paused as though he was making a quick mental calcula-
tion. Then, in his compelling voice, he continued. “If they go ahead
and test the weapon here and continue to produce the guidance
system in Toronto, I'd like to blow up Lirton and see if we can't
stall the production of the guidance system and let the world know
that Canadians are not going to sit by peacefully while they con-

.tinue to test these weapons of global destruction.”

“Me too!” added Julie quickly. I watched Gerry’s reaction, but
he didn’t say anything. He just sat on the edge of the tailgate look-
ing at the ground and watching Julie out of the corner of his eye,

“You know what really bugs me?” I asked without waiting for
an answer. “The hypocrisy of the left in North America. If a revolu-
tionary south of the Rio Grande picks up a gun, North American
radicals are eager to demaonstrate in their defence. But if revolu-
tionaries next door do the same thing, they are condemned as mis-
guided advenrurists and they come up with all kinds of political
reasons to persecute them. Myself, I think the real reason they
defend the revolutionaries south of the Rio Grande is because it’s
too far away for them to feel guilty about not joining. But if it’s the
revolutionary next door, then their politics are put in question and
they feel guilty.”

“What about people who say a bombing changes nothing? It
only brings down repression on the left?” asked Julie eagerly.

“Does a demonstration or act of civil disobedience change any-
thing?” I answered. “No one act of protest, whether it’s peaceful or
militant, changes anything by itself. It's when you add up all the
acts of protest over time that you see social change.”
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“] support guerrilla actions,” Gerry said. “But I'm more into
low-level expropriations that we can do locally. Fm not ready to do
something really heavy”

“] respect that,” Doug said. “Not everyone is cut out to do
heavy actions. You have to be prepared to go to prison, or worse.”

“[ was planning on going up to the Chilcotins this summer and
build a cabin where people could hide out when there’s too much
heat.” Gerry looked over at Julie for support.

“Gerry, ] want to do more than build a cabin,” she said.

“] ain’t travelling to Ontario to do an action,” Doug said firmly.
“There’s enough 1 can do locally without going out of the
province.”

Brent and I smiled at each other — we knew all too well

_ Doug’s phobia about leaving British Columbia, and we weren’t

. altogether sure that his Calgary experience with us hadn’t become
a contributing factor. All we knew for sure was that lately Doug
had been making it perfectly clear that he was not prepared to
travel outside of the province to carry out actions.

“Hypothetically speaking, what would you think of someone
doing a bombing at the Litton plant in Ontario?” Brent asked Julie.

Julie frowned. “I just finished reading that book by Bommi
Bauman you gave me, and it mentions a bombing the Red Army
Faction in West Germany did in the Springer Press Building. Even
though they gave the authorities three warnings that there were
bombs in the building, nobody even tried to clear out the people.
Maybe they thought it was a hoax. Maybe the Springer manage-
ment thought it wasn't worth the money they would lose to clear
the building, since chances were good it was a hoax. But when the
bomb went off, seventeen people were killed.”

“Yeah, the RAF said later that you can't rely on the cops to
clear a building,” Brent said. “But that doesnt mean a bombing
can’t be carried out safely. Hell, more people get killed driving cars
every day than they do in any bombing.”

“If we did decide to do Litton, we’d put a bomb in an area
where no people were working, or we would set it to go off at
night, so that no one would get hurt,” I reassured Julie. “We would
take every precaution we could imagine to make absolutely sure
no one would get hurt. We'd learn from the RAF's mistakes and not
rely on the cops clearing the building. Julie, if someone like you
was involved, we could have you do something remote, away from
the action. I wouldn't want you to do anything risky.”



“I know,” Julie said softly, looking up at me. [ could see that
she was absorbing everything I was saying, and I couldnm’t help
feeling like her mother for a minute. I dida’t like the feeling.

“Yeah.” Brent jumped in. “If we were to do Litton, Ann and I
would do the actual bombing and the only thing we would need
someone else for would be to make a phone call warning security
about the bomb. That person making the call would be perfectly
safe because they wouldn’t be anywhere near Litton when the
bomb would be placed or go off.”

“What do you mean — security?” asked Julie.

“l went to Ontario in April and took a look at the Litton plant,
and there’s this big glass-walled security tower at the entrance to
the plant,” explained Brent. “Besides the cruise guidance system,
they manufacture a lot of sensitive stuff like security systems for
Ontario Hydro nuclear power plants and cockpit display programs
for the CF-18. There’s a history of protesters blocking the gate and
driveway that’s been going on for two years now, so they have
these security guards that just sit in that glass room and make sure
the plant is secure. If we did a bombing, someone would have to
phone security and warn them that a bomb is about to go off so
they could block off the road in front of the plant. That way we’d
be extra sure no one would get hurt.”

“Wow,” said Julie, obviously impressed. “I'd love to help. 1
could do the call. What do you think Ger?”

“You should think about i, Julie,” cautioned Gerry, looking
deeply into her eyes. “If anything went wrong, that would be a
:mmmx heavy action and you'd be in prison for a long time. Or
dead.”

“Well, what about you?” she said, suddenly looking at him as
though he should be offering his services as well.

“I want to build the cabin this summer, you know that, Jules,”
he said, almost pleading with her. “Like I said, I'm not ready for
this. All I want to do are low-level expropriations.”

For a time Brent and I continued to reassure Julie that we
would not let anything happen to her, at least as much as was
humanly possible. “We'd do all the dangerous stuff,” I said, “and
we wouldn’t even carry it out until we all felt it was absolutely
safe.” I sounded convincing. My conscience was telling me to shut
up, because T knew we could never guarantee anyone’s safety.
Despite my reservations, my drive to continue on the road towards
bombing Litton overrode my better judgement.
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“] trust you guys,” Julie said, adding to my burden of guilt. But
at that moment she looked so innocent and trusting that I also
truly believed I would do absolutely anything to make sure Julie
did not go to prison or get hurt if anything went wrong.

At that point a silence fell over us as we fathomed the depths
of the words that had just passed among us. In that silence I mar-
velled at the paradox of Julie’s character, She was as independent,
wilful, and rebellious a person as she was trusting and impression-
able if she felt a person was worthy of her respect. In Brent and me
she had found what she thought were trustworthy comrades. I was
not altogether comfortable with her trust and dependence. The lit-
tle voice inside me was uncomfortable with the responsibility of
carrying out something like a bombing with someone whose con-
victions were not based on years of experience and analytical rea-
soning but instead on what I saw as blind faith and passion. Julie’s
character was not the only paradox. My spontaneous words and
reactions were a mystery to myself as well.

We finished up our lunch and our thoughts in a lengthy inter-
lude of silence, and then resumed our target-practice games. The
thunder of the guns roared down the mountain. At times I worried
that people driving on the highway below could hear us, but Brent
and Doug reassured me that the sound travelling those few miles
would be muffled by the trees and rocks. At worst, drivers would
think some hunters were out target-practising. We soon forgot our
conversation about bombing the Litton plant. The sounds of our
laughter mingled with the gunblasts.

When the shadows of late afternoon began to stretch across the
grass, we decided to call it a day. We walked around and picked up
as many spent shells as we could find, then carefully wrapped up
our weapons and set off in Bob down the logging trail to the high-
way below. Although we hadn’t made any final decisions about Lit-
ton, we had laid the groundwork. It was clear that Gerry and Doug
wanted no part of it. Brent and I decided to sleep on the idea and
let it jell before talking to Julie about it again.

On our way home Julie and [ were in the front seat with Brent,
while Doug and Gerry sat behind under the truck’s canopy. As we
drove past a B.C. Department of Highways yard on the outskirts of
Squamish, something caught Brent's attention. “Hey look,” he
yelled, pointing to a group of trucks parked in the Department’s
yard. “An explosives truck!”

“Cool!” said Julie.



“I bet if we followed that truck early in the morning, it would
take us to a full dynamite magazine,” Brent said.

“Yeah,” gushed Julie. “We should do it.”

The storage yard was a fenced-in area with a small office and
one of those large teepee-shaped structures filled with sand used
to spread on slippery roads in the winter. In the twilight we could
see a dozen or so trucks parked in the lot, including the explosive
truck’s telltale biack and yellow stripes, warning maotorists of its
dangerous cargo.

1 had noticed signs on the way up the Sgquamish highway
telling motorists about blasting going on in the area, a common
occurrence in the summer. Road crews were constantly blasting
loose rock off the mountainsides so it wouldn’t slide down onto the
road during heavy rains. “T'll go with you tomorrow morning if you
want?” I said, thinking it would be good to spend more time get-
ting to know Julie.

“Great!” She quickly took me up on my offer. “We can take my
car. It's better on gas than this truck.”

“We’ll have to get up early because they probably leave the
yard sometime between six and seven in the morning.”

“We should dress normal,” Julie said immediately. Her sugges-
tion did not come as a surprise, because she had shown a real
interest in disguises during our Amax actions.

When we stopped for a coffee in Squamish we told the others
of our plans. Doug and Gerry weren't as enthusiastic as Julie.
Doug’s reaction didn’t surprise me, since I assumed he didn’t want
to move too quickly with Julie and Gerry. I took Gerry’s reaction as
further proof that he was not interested in militant activity unless
it would bring him closer to Julie. However, it seemed easier to
proceed with our plan than to unravel it and risk upsetting her fur-
ther.

The next morning I woke up at five and put on my best and
cleanest clothes and waited for Julie. We still had dynamite left
over from our first dynamite theft, but not enough to carry out
another big action. Julie and Gerry had not been involved in the
Cheekeye-Dunsmuir action, and I felt leery about deing this casing
with Julie. Afterwards she would be compromised by any future
action that involved the dynamite, whether she took part or not.

We got to the Departmment of Highways yard shortly after six,
just in time to scout around for a place we could park and wait and
watch unseen for the explosives tuck to leave the yard. We went
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onto a side road, just a hundred yards away, and parked. I rarely
had a chance to talk to Julie alone so I used the opportunity to draw
out her ideas about militant actions. She told me she had taken up
politics because she wanted answers to questions about poverty and
suffering. At meetings on the conflict in El Salvador, she found her-
seif attracted to Brent because he seemed to have some answers.
She had noticed that the authorities were ignoring peaceful protests
and legalistic appeals over issues like the cruise missile and violent
pornography. So she had started studying the tactics of guerrillas in
Europe by reading books Brent gave her. Finally, when she started
trashing Amax-related buildings with us, she said, it gave her a
sense of power and made her feel less helpless.

1 had just begun to tell her how I became politically active
when we noticed a truck turn out of the Department of Highways
yard and, sure enough, right behind it came the explosives truck.
We waited until it had gone a short way before we pulled out, and
then we followed the two trucks at a respectable distance. Traffic
was sparse on the mountain highway at six in the morning, but it
wasn't unusual to have one car follow another vehicle along the
winding roadway. Our surveillance was going so smoothly that I
was a little surprised to see the turning lights flicker on the explo-
sives truck soon into our mission.

“Memorize everything about this spot,” 1 ordered Julie, as I
also furicusly took note of telltale landmarks around the rurnoff
Spot.

“Don't worry,” she said. “I set the odometer at zero before we
left the yard area, so we’'d know exactly how far up this highway
we've gone.” A little taken aback at this good idea, I wondered if
perhaps I had been underestimating Julie’s abilities.

We continued driving up the highway until we came to road
signs indicating “Blasting Ahead.” We turned around and drove
back into Squamish and ordered breakfast to give the road crew
time to do what we figured they were doing, which was load the
truck up with explosives. We wanted to go back to the spot where
the explosives truck had turned to verify the existence of a dyna-
mite magazine, but we wanted to make sure we didn’t pass the
ruck along the way.

After breakfast we headed north out of town. When the
odometer read 11.7 miles, we found the logging road where the
explosives truck had gone, and turned down it. A few seconds later
we were confronted by a heavy chain hanging between two metal



posts. Predictably it was locked, so we got out and began walking
up the winding logging road. About a mile into the bush, we found
what we had hoped for: two large, locked steel sheds that I imme-
diately recognized as dynamite magazines. Mission accomplished.
We jogged back to the car and drove back to Vancouver.

LR

Doug, Brent, and I were still spending a lot of time studying and
discussing possible future actions. Brent and I were keen on doing
something around the cruise issue. We did not want Direct Action
to be considered a provincial group but rather one with interna-
tional politics, acting across Canada. Although we hadn’t made any
final decision on acting against Canada’s role in the development
of the cruise missile, we would need more dynamite no matter
what we planned to do. We quickly decided to break into the dyna-
mite magazines and take whatever was in them.

Despite our misgivings about Julie and Gerry, they did have a
backyard where we could cut plywood and paint our magazine
with green and brown camouflage colours. Once that was done we
loaded it under Bob’s canopy and drove up to the remote area not
far from our target-practice area, where our other magazine sat,
hidden in the woods on the side of the mountain. It was no small
feat lugging up the plywood and assembling it on the side of that
mountain, We had chosen an area that was steep, covered in
dense, thorny underbrush and littered with sharp, jagged rocks.
The natural features made it uninviting for hikers and hunters and
very hazardous for us as well, even without baggage.

A few days after the magazine was in place we set off on a
Sunday night, a time when most people would be in bed early for
work on Monday morning. We were thankful Bob was a four-
wheel-drive with a leoad-carrying capacity of about a thousand
pounds, which would mean he could be loaded up with a lot of
dynamite before the shocks would give out. We were just about to
pass the Department of Highways yard that night when a combina-
tion of Brent’s curiosity and boldness inspired an idea.

“Ann, pull over on that side street for a minute and turn off the
headlights,” he barked.

“Brent, this is not a geod time to go exploring,” I implored him.
My cautious nature was a good check for Brent's natural boldness,

“I've got to check something out.” His tone of voice left no
room for questions. 1 pulled over and watched impatiently as he
ran over to the high chain-link fence surrounding the vard.
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“] can’t believe he’s doing this!” I sighed, exasperated, to Julie.
“This is not part of the plan. There could be a security guard in the
office, and if a cop drives by and sees us parking here he’s bound
to stop and check us out. It wouldn’t look good with break-in tools,
dark clothes, and all. It's obvious, we’re up to no good.” Julie did
not share my misgivings. She idolized Brent and watched raptly as
he scrambled over the top of the fence. The spotlights illuminating
the yard silhouetted him clearly against the black night sky. Then,
after almost rappelling down the other side, he disappeared into
the darkness of the yard. I looked anxiously in my side-view mir-
rors, praying that I wouldn’t see any headlights coming in the dis-
tance.

“Can you see anything?” I asked Julie.

“No, but Tm sure he’ll be back in a minute,” she whispered. |
could tell by the gleam in her eyes that illegal activities excited her,
much as they did Brent.

I was about to get out of the truck to call him, when we saw
his silhouette again at the top of the fence. He climbed a few feet
down, then pushed himself off and landed miraculously on his
feet. He was lucky to be naturally athletic or he would have broken
his ankle jumping down from that height. Arriving breathlessly in
the truck, he pulled something out of his pocket. In the dim light I
could just barely make out the shape of keys. He jangled them in
front of my face to confirm that they were, indeed, keys.

“So what the hell are they?” I asked irritably.

“Keys from the explosives truck,” he smiled as I started up the
ruck and began driving north again.

“Wow!” exclaimed Julie with unabashed awe.

“[ just had a hunch,” he said. I had to admit that he always had
good instincts when it came to things like that. “T went over to the
explosives truck, and sure enough it wasn't locked, so I got in and
what should be sitting in the ignition but the keys.”

“’m surprised you didn’t just turn it on and drive out,” I said
sarcastically.

“Oh, I would have, except the front gate is locked and I didn’
want to fool around checking for the gate keys,” he said, looking at
Julie. He was definitely enjoying impressing his young protegé. 1
shook my head in disbelief but had to admit that this could be very
useful.

“On the way back, I'll return them,” he explained. “The beauty
of this is that if there’s a key for the magazine on here, then they’ll



never know how we got in unless the driver admits he was negli-
gent in leaving the keys in the ignition. Or they’ll think it's an
inside job. Either way, I think it’s cool.” Julie agreed enthusiasti-
cally.

When we reached the logging road I checked for headlights in
the rear-view mirror, then turned in and drove quickly up to the
chain fence, which was not visible from the road. Brent hopped
out and ran over to the gate. He motioned for Julie, which sent her
scurrying out after him. A second later she shone a flashlight on
the lock so he could try out the keys. Once again, Brent’s instincts
proved true, He thrust a victorious fist, with the open lock
clenched rightly, into the air, then motioned for me to drive
through. After locking the chain gate we drove slowly up the log-
ging road with the headlights off. It was a cloudless night, so the
moonlight was just enough to guide us up the trail. In a few more
minutes the black silhouettes of the magazines rose eerily before
us. We began unloading the tool boxes onto the dewy grass. The
air was still except for the sound of crickets and bullfrogs in some
woody marsh. There was not a sound coming from the highway
below. We had chosen the right night for this. I had barely put the
tool box down when [ heard Brent give a little coyote-like vip of
excitement, which I took to mean that he had found a key to the
dynamite magazine. Yes, he was a lucky man.

He waited until Julie and I were by his side to open the door. It
was a momentous occasion. Would it be empty or would it be full
of the precious dynamite cargo we had come for? He pulled on the
thick metal lip that covered the lock and the heavy steel door
swung noisily open on its metal hinges. The groaning noise of the
hinges sounded spooky in the night. The wilderness around us did
not scare me, but opening up a metal door to reveal the unknown
sent a chill up my spine, Maybe a dead corpse would fal} out? The
danger and darkness fuelled my vivid imagination,

As the door slowly opened, Brent shone his flashlight into the
thick darkness of the steel room to reveal not cobwebs, dead rats,
or corpses, but row upon row of boxes stacked neatly on metal
shelves. The small round light roved around inside, exposing a
metal room meticulously clean. He shone the light on one of the
boxes to read the black, block lettering: TOVAL, a name familiar to
us from Doug’s study of explosives. This was the kind of dynamite
used in rock removal, because it was powerful yet not volatile. I
could not be ignited by fire or shaking.

We soon started carefully carting the fifty-five-pound boxes of
dynamite from the magazine into the back of the truck. Brent also
took some time to find a box of primer cord and three boxes of
blasting caps, prerequisites for an explosion. After awhile the
truck’s frame was dropping lower and lower, until the wheel-wells
were just barely clearing the tires.

It was a lot of dynamite to move. I had developed a rigorous
exercise regime in the past few months that included jogging,
weightlifting, and push-ups, but even that had not prepared me for
the strain of carrying box after box of heavy material. In a short
while my arms ached. I figured Julie must be exhausted, but being
a real trooper she didn’t complain or rest unless I did. Although
she was about nine years younger than me, I knew she must be
hurting, so I had to admire her grit.

“That’s all we can carry in the truck this load,” Brent finally
said, as Julie and I gratefully sank to the ground. For a few min-
utes we lay on our backs in the wet grass, looking up at the black
sky peppered with stars. Off in the distance we could hear the dis-
tinctive yipping of coyotes, warning each other of their territorial
boundaries.

With what we figured was close to a thousand pounds of dyna-
mite in the truck by the way it had dropped on its shocks, we
drove very slowly down the trail to the gate. Once again, Brent
locked the gate up after we had driven through so the scene was
left exactly as it had been before, without a trace of intruders other
than our footprints. Our homemade magazines were only about
ten miles north up the Squamish highway. In the early hours of
Sunday morning, we didn’t pass one vehicle.

On the drive up the other logging road leading to our maga-
zines, we held our breath as we lurched up and down the potholes,
praying that the tires could withstand the weight and beating they
were getting, Now the real work began. I soon realized I had never
done anything before as exhausting as carrying hundreds of
pounds of dynamite in awkward boxes up the side of that moun-
tain. I remember picking up boxes and beginning the trek up in the
dark, tripping over huge shards of rock that tore open holes in my
blue jeans, leaving me even more vulnerable to the thorny bushes
along the way. In the moonlight I could see Julie’s white face cov-
ered in sweat and cuts from falling in the thickets and against the
rocks.

As the night wore on, [ became so exhausted that I stopped



caring about dropping the dynamite boxes on sharp rocks. I dido’t
care about anything. I couldn't see where I was stepping, with the
sweat dripping in my eyes and stinging the cuts on uw% face. I
nn.EEbvﬁ feel my own limbs. I felt like some soldier in the .wﬁn%mm.&
Vietnam carrying out a search and destroy mission in the night
Towards the end I actually wished that if I did drop a box it éoam
explode and the misery would quickly be over. I was sure that the
force .n.Sn_ speed of the explosion would be so fast that I wouldn't
have time to know 1 was going to die. It would be instant. It would
only seem like a horrid death to the living. In fact, death is what I
nwncmrﬁ about during that mission — how the fact of being dead is
painless, but the thought of death is what is frightening and
painful.

Unbelievably, we decided to go back for mere. I don’t know
érmﬂ drove us on. Well, Brent did. I knew that Julie would nort ini-
tiate a call to stop for fear of losing his respect. I think 1 just went
along with my practical side, which said that it was better to suffer
a lot now and get it over with than to have to do it again. We
would get so much dynamite that we could do a lot of actions and
wouldn’t ever have to repeat this torture.

.w.% the time we were carrying the last boxes from the last load
delirium had set in. The thought of one of the boxes exploding mw.
we aao_u_um.m it made us laugh out loud. There would be no sign of
the magazines or us, just a huge crater in the ground. They would
have to identify us through the buttons on our shirts, which would
probably land on the highway far below. As I om:.mma one of the
last boxes through the underbrush, dropping it periodically on
whatever was underfoot, 1 noticed a sticky yellow goo all over my
hands: the contents of a dynamite stick that I had punctured, no
doubt. I couldn’t have cared less. ,

When we finally headed home, shades of grey with pink
washes appeared on the eastern horizon in the night sky. It took all
my concentration to stay awake. I had forgotten about Brent’s plan
to return the keys, but he hadn’t. As we drove up to the Depart-
ment of Highways yard, he shattered my reverie by shouting
“Stop!” Somehow he managed to get up and over the fence again
and return the keys. All the time I was sure he would be seen. It
was close to 5:00 a.m. and [ thought the day’s workers would
arrive any second. Just as Brent slid into our truck and slammed
the door shut, I saw a car on the horizon. I stepped on the acceler-
ator and pulled out before it was close enough to identify our truck

or licence plate. As we sped off towards Squamish, through the
rear-view mirror 1 saw the car furn into the Department of High-
way's yard. “Whew” was all I could say.

Driving into Vancouver, I managed a smile. Julie and Brent’s
clothes were torn to shreds. Branches and leaves were caught in
their clothes, and scratches and bruises appeared wherever their
skin was exposed. But the worst was the sticky goo that ran in
blobs down their pants, arms, and even faces. It was probably
filled with nitroglycerine. Better not smoke. What a trip!

% % %k

That morning when I finally got back to my apartment it took
hours before I was able to relax enough to go to sleep, but once [
did 1 couldn’t wake up. The next day the sounds of kids on the
sidewalk below coming home for lunch told me it was past noon. I
sat up in bed and looked at the yellow goo and red bloodstains all
over my sheets and quickly recalled our excursion. Now that I felt
well rested, I realized just how foolish we had been to try to carry
so much dynamite up that treacherous mountainside in the dark.
Only our good luck had saved us from a quick and untimely death.

I was in the shower when I heard Brent’s knock on my door. I
wrapped a towel around my body and unlocked the door. He came
in looking chipper and waving a couple of morning papers in the
air. “Well, it's already in the news.” He walked over and put his
arms around me, but 1 wanted to read the paper first and pushed
him away.

wyowre more interested in the paper than me?” he said, feign-
ing hurt.

“Well, Pm curious and you can wait.” T smiled and sat down at
the table to read a short article about a record dynamite theft near
Squamish. Basically it said the police were mystified by the theft of
two thousand pounds of dynamite from a highway department
powder magazine on July 28. There were no signs of forced entry
to the steel shed housing the explosives, and another shed was
untouched. The story concluded by saying the police believed the
lock was either picked, opened by a key, or was left unlocked by a
highway worker.

“1 hope the driver of the explosives truck doesn’t get fired over
this,” I said.

“Naw,” shrugged Brent, “they won't do that. Why would he
steal it and set it up so he would be the prime and only suspect?”

«f can’t believe we took that much and there was more left!”



Brent was standing behind me, rubbing my shoulders with g
deep, sensuous motion. It felt 50 good to have my sore, tight shoul-
der muscles massaged, but I knew he had other things in mind
than a back rub. I relaxed and gave in to the erotic sensations
Soon we lay intertwined on my bed, feeding each other's hun .
souls with passionate kisses and caresses that lasted long past M“.w
school lunch hour It was through our bodies that we Communi
mmwmm our feelings for one another. We rarely talked about our mmm_”
mgs or engaged in any kind of relaxing activity. Qur lives were
consumed by politics. But at times like this we touched each other
m:m_ communicated the deep feelings we held for one another. We
relieved the stress that had buiit up during the days angd ni :.H f
planning and acting, It was a strange life. e

“Do you think we should i i " i
Stting on the eage e e ,Umnw.mmﬁ together with Julie today?” 1 said,

“Why?” Brent asked, sti i i

Tt o oo e a.:: laying naked on the bed beside me.

“Sure.”

“What do you really think about doing Litton?”

“I think we should do it, but count Doug out.”

‘Just the two of us?”

””Zou we swma the third person to make a phone call — Julie,”

1 don’t think we can make a precise plan from here. We’ll :ma.m

to go to Toronto and make the plan there.”

“Yeah.”

“Why don’t you make some sandwiches while I shower?” |
stood over him with my hands on my hips. He slowly pulied him-
self up off the bed while I gathered up some clean clothes and dis-
MmMmmamaa_,ﬂomﬁ:w mymémﬁ By the time I had finished, Brent, stil)

ressed, had placed a i ite 1
padressed, b cm_”w . Soﬁﬂmﬂm of sandwiches on the Arborite tahle

“Dkay” I m..m:“_v sitting down to eat. “Let’s at least see if Dou
supports us going and if Julie’s serious about going along. Then Sm
can put the dynamite in the truck and drive across the country. It
would be fun.” I looked over at Brent to see his reaction. He ﬁmm
now struggling to put his pants on. .

“We’d_need a lot of dynamite to cause seriou
plant.” He had finally managed to get his clothes Mumwm.%mwﬁn%owm
across from me. “I don’t want to do a symbolic action. It’s got to
cause some real financial damage and maybe stall the production
of the guidance system. We'll have to find out which building is

=T

used to manufacture the guidance system. There’s a bunch of
buildings at the plant.”

“If we did a bombing, it would make the Americans think twice
about giving their Canadian plant the contract to build the guid-
ance system,” [ said between mouthfuls of bread.

“Yeah,” Brent added, “and it would show people in the anti-
nuclear movement that militant actions can affect political deci-
sions. The Americans don't want to waste money, and they won't
like the publicity that blowing up their plant will draw.”

“Well, should we just drop over to Julie's or what?”

“Let’s go,” said Brent, wolfing down the last bite of his sandwich.

That afternoon we drove over to Julie and Gerry’s apartment
and found them playing their guitars together in a scene of domes-
tic punk bliss. Julie was still keen on going to Ontario, as long as
her only involvement in the action was a telephone warning call.
While we talked to her, Gerty sat quietly strumming on his guitar
with a sullen look on his face. We tried to include him in the con-
versation, but he simply nodded his head one way or the other and
said whatever decision Julie made, he would be supportive. He
reiterated that he would be going up to the Chilcotins to start work
on his cabin. | saw on his face his disappointment that Julie had
chosen to go with us rather than travel with him to the mountains.
As for Julie, she seemed confident about her decision and showed
no signs of doubt.

We made plans to leave in mid-September, before the snow fell
and the driving became dangerous. The only obstacle left to final-
izing our plan was Doug. Surprisingly, he was supportive. Once
again he expressed his misgivings about us taking Julie along, but
since he didn’t want to go and we would need someone to make
the phone call, Julie was the only other possibility. His support
rested on his belief that Direct Action should do something against
the manufacture and testing of the cruise missile and that an
action in Ontario would show we were not a regional group.

There were a lot of preparations to be carried out before we
could leave. We spent August acquiring camping equipment for the
trip across Canada, studying the anti-nuclear issue and the cruise
missile in particular, and most importantly perfecting a timing
device that would be one hundred per cent reliable. Finally, on a
beautiful sunny day in the middle of September, we stood outside
Brent’s apartment to say our goodbyes. Gerry lifted the truck
canopy window a few inches, peeked inside, and laughed.



“I can’t believe there’s 550 i

A ; pounds of dynamite in there,” h

' %nwﬁwm softly. “Whatever you do, don’t get in an accident, If MSM
R one would know S.vmﬁ happened. All that would be left

_uoaw parts spread for miles around.”
At least there wouldn’t be any evidence left behind.” Doug

timing device was wra ed i !
ol ance 4 Pped up so it wouldn't get damaged by any
Julie and Gerry ste
pped a few feet away from i
mmo:,. other fondly. Julie's old dog, Rex, ::QWMQ n:mESm mﬁﬂa ossed
say, “Don’t forget me.” > fough o
o Oh mmxw““, Julie sighed, kneeling down beside him. “How could
o mmm N@:.: Tears welled up in her eyes. “Gerry, you’ll take ood
pare oﬁxoﬂd%: Omﬂa._w nodded and ruffled the hair on the old mOm“m
. ¥s take good ”
e gaood care of Jules for me, okay?” He looked
o mﬁw‘.ﬁmwﬂwwﬂwﬁmm:nmn them both, over and over, that we wouldn’t
| we were sure the action would
cially Julie’s end of it, Ther i oy e SSPe
._ . € was nothing left ro s j
Into the truck and drove slow] eading o
. . . y down the road, headi
looked in my side-view mirror and watched Doug mmzwﬁ:mmummmmﬂmh

standing side by side on i
the sidewalk with sad i i
faces. Then we turned the corner. FHpressions on their
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“1 don’t want those S i
. ! quamish cops walki i
evidence!” Despaireux yelied back. ’ ing around recdng
ﬁmm%mm reassured him that he had instructed them, first off t
er off the area to protect evidence from being nownmSEmmmao
Em:M:%MH %mﬁm was no proof that the dynamite theft of the Umwmn.
: 18iways magazine was related to the -
smuir bombing, the police suspected a link, cheekeyeDun
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“1 hope they can follow instructions then,” Despaireux said irri-
tably. “It’s the only lead we’ve had in three and a half months, even
with the reward.”

“Yeah, it’s remarkable no one has come up with any evidence,”
Fraser said. “Even if anarchists aren’t interested in money, you
would think someone involved would have said something to a
family member or friend outside the anarchist community.”

Just then they came to the police cars, cops, and yellow plastic
ribbon marking off the area. As they pulled over into the brush and
jumped out of the Jeep, a young officer with an air of authority
strode over to them. He introduced himself as Sergeant Craig Fal-
lows.
“So what happened here?” said Despaireux, dismissing formali-
ties.
“We got a call this morning at the Squamish detachment
around nine from a couple of men out hunting around here,” he
explained. As he spoke he glanced down every now and then at a
notebook he had open in his hand. “They were walking along that
ridge up there when they came across a couple of sheds painted
with camouflage paint. They thought it looked suspicious and
phoned us. Luckily they didn't try to break in. The sheds were
locked. No windows, just small ventilation holes covered in a dou-
ble mesh screen.” When Fallows paused, Despaireux said, “Yes, go
on.” Fraser was writing down everything the sergeant said in his

own notebook.
“So we sent a Jeep down here,” Fallows continued. “They took

photos and notes regarding the state of the sheds and their locks,
then proceeded to cut through one lock.”

Despaireux shook his head. “Why would they do that?”

“8ir, they had no way of knowing the relevance of these sheds.
They thought they might be some hunter’s storage sheds or huts to
rest in,” he said apologetically.

“Go on.” Despaireux sighed.

“As soon as they saw inside, they realized the significance of
the contents and immediately began to take precautions not to dis-
turb any evidence,” he continued eagerly. “The shed’s full of dyna-
mite, and we are assuming the other shed is as well. Presumably
it's the dynamite stolen from the Department of Highways maga-
zine approximately nineteen kilometres south of here.”

“So nothing has been touched since the officers broke the lock

on the one shed?” clarified Despaireux.



