
A Time for Peace 

My memory as a teen sitting on a cold log at sunrise with my uncle: 

“Hey Joe, see that moose over there,” my uncle whispers.  We walk quietly along the trail path to our 

favourite moose standing near the shore.  I rarely catch a glimpse before the animal disappears into the 

underbrush and darkness, but I smile anyway. 

When I was a young boy I hated walking two miles across the woods before sunrise just to get to this 

cold, unprotected place.  But, as I grew older, I started to enjoy the long walk in the dark. 

You get to see a part of nature you don’t see in the city lights.  The only light I have is my flashlight and 

the bright open country skies.   

We sit on a log that looks like it has been carved just for us.  The branches of a jack pine tree spreads 

over us as it they were trying to protect us and brings us closer together.  Our place perches on the side 

of a wonderful land we cal Red Lake, Ontario.  A peaceful river flows that never stops and a swimming 

hole where I swim and fish to eat fresh walleye in the summer.  When we get to the place we settle in 

and wait for sunrise and the moose to come by. 

As it hits the river below us, we would see the steam rolling through a mist on the tall golden grass.  The 

rays of gold glance across the trees revealing a blaze of fall colours.  It’s like nothing you see in any town. 

My uncle and I sit there quietly, waiting for our feeder to go off and fill the morning air with the sound 

of a loon cry and dance, flap his wings; we would hear the sound of the echo across the lake.  As we sit 

and watch the squirrels scamper around I wonder what my uncle is thinking.  Is he seeing the same 

things I am?  Is he thinking about them the same way I am?  Maybe one day I’ll ask him. 

I’m a teen now and sometimes it seems like my uncle and I never agree on anything except when we’re 

there.  All the other stuff doesn’t matter when we’re together on a cold morning.  We sit quietly and 

somehow it brings us closer and closer. 

I only get to go out to the place we love the best about one week a year and it’s like heaven to me.  I see 

the world the way it’s supposed to be and most importantly I get to sit with my uncle.   

My uncle passed away many years ago, but I certainly respected him.   

Thank you, 

Joe Paishk 

First Nation 


