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Nylah’s paddle dipped and pulled, propelling her kayak at a leisurely pace 

towards the towering rock walls, pausing when the light fog began to lift. The sun rising 

on the lake remained hidden behind the one hundred metres of cliffs causing her to 

wonder: should she have launched from the north beach instead? The morning breezes 

caught the nose of her kayak and her loose head of shoulder-length, dense, black curls. 

She tucked her hair behind her ear and redirected her movement back toward the 

Mazinaw Rock. It rose out of the water with a beauty she could not have captured with 

all the pictures she had seen with her extensive google searches in the weeks prior. 

She understood why the Aboriginals would have thrived here. Two-hundred and sixty 

pictographs as a reminder remained after almost a thousand years. That was why she 

was here. She was fascinated by historical remains – and no, museums weren’t 

comparable to the real thing. Between night shifts at a 24 hour call centre and the 

occasional weekend shifts waitressing at a local diner, Nylah built an ever-growing list of 

wonder. She promised herself everyday she would see it all: the Grand Canyon, The 

Great Pyramid of Giza, Green Boots on Mount Everest… with that, came a lacking 

desire for companionship - the possibility of being held back by anyone or anything. 

The worn red smudges caught Nylah’s attention as she neared the rock face. 

Nanabush: the “spirit of nature”. The Algonkian people believe Nanabush would take on 

different forms of nature through supernatural transformation to teach things to exist in 

harmony. She stared at the distinct rabbit ear protrusions on the humanoid body, a staff-

like object held in its left hand. Nylah’s mind tossed between disbelief and something 

else: the involuntary realization that her four year old niece could have drawn it without 

difficulty. Continuing to drift parallel to Mazinaw Rock, Nylah admired the obscure tallies 

and figures, recalling each from the database she had studied eagerly. However, it 

seemed as though a quick walk through of the gift shop would have sufficed. A mere 

dozen pictographs were visible from the now tourist overrun Mazinaw Rock face. 

Nylah swung her paddle around, while planting her hand on the rough, grey, and 

chilled wall as she turned the corner. A fault line that extended up the cliff with a 

haphazard mass of rocks that were retained only by a couple of waterlogged roots 

formed a tiny bay. A small image marked the wall, a more vibrant red than the others. 

Nylah paddled over to examine. She stepped out of her kayak and climbed up the 

rubbled rock pile. Placing her hand on the marking, it morphed slightly. It was soft. Once 

again spinning through the database within her mind, she concluded it couldn’t be one 

of the 260 allegedly in the park. Have the park rangers seen this? How long does 



hematite paint take to dry? She pulled out her phone, snapped a picture and returned to 

her kayak. She paddled back across the lake, deciding it was time for lunch. 

Nylah hauled the kayak over her head in one swift movement, and portaged 

along the sand -The coaming of the cockpit compressing her shoulders. As she began 

walking down the sun baked road her to her campsite (becoming growingly thankful for 

the shaded patches cast by both the trees and kayak, protecting her from the scorching 

35 degree weather). 

         She arranged freshly split logs in an uncoordinated teepee before lighting it, 

slouching into a second hand folding chair as she watched Obama’s face explode and 

wrinkle in the flames. Who would deface the Mazinaw Rock? She had ever seen an 

Aboriginal pictograph quite like it. Did it mean something? She figured that the park 

officials probably knew and were working to figure out who did it. 

         Hours passed and Nylah dozed in and out of consciousness, awaking to whiffs of 

hamburgers, chicken and potatoes roasted with onions and butter from the 

neighbouring meals, as well as the occasional startling thump as careless squirrels 

dashed from branch to branch, knocking pinecones. The gentle chill indicating the fire’s 

choking desire for fresh logs would have Nylah out of her seat momentarily to stoke the 

fire . The August sun had fallen short of the horizon and she woke to a gentle glow 

emitted from the coals in the pit: the only light polluting the sky full of stars. Through the 

trees, Nylah heard a snap. Then a pause. Then another snap. There was something 

approaching. She fumbled through the meshed pocket of her chair for her flashlight – to 

no avail. She blinked her eyes and intently listened. Crickets, frogs, and an owl hoot. 

The distant sounds of a child whining and aggressively drunk laughter. Then another 

snap. 

Nylah called out, “hello?” Her heart raced. A silhouette figure came in the fire’s 

glow with a litany of heavy footsteps. 

“Hi… uhhh… sorry… I was trying to find the main road,” the silhouette spoke. 

         “You’re a little off the main road,” Nylah responded as she felt her fingers 

unclench the arm of her chair. 

         “I think I’ve been walking in circles. You don’t have a map do you?” the man 

asked, stepping into the site’s clearing. His now visible face revealed youthful anxiety 

preceding his visible age. 

         Nylah became aware of the still-tense wrinkles upon her forehead. She exhaled 

consciously remembering her grandmother’s scolding on ‘maintaining youth’.  

“I’m sorry, you startled me. I thought you were an animal.” 

         A smile glinted across the man’s face as Nylah realized his thin, bare arms 

shaking. “I’m trying to get to site 1511. Do you happen to have a map?” He asked. 

         “I think I have one in the car. Give me a second,” Nylah walked over to the car 

and rummaged through the stack of pamphlets from the Visitor Information Centre in the 



backseat of her Honda. She looked back at the man. “Do you have a name?” she 

asked, immediately realizing the stupidity of her phrasing. 

         “It’s Derrick.” 

         “Well, Derrick, you look cold. I have an old blanket in the trunk if you want to sit 

by the fire while I rummage through this mess?” Nylah offered. 

         “Please. That would be great,” Derrick replied. 

         Nylah popped the trunk and grabbed the half folded brown and white Mexican 

blanket, handing to the Derrick, who had approached the car quickly. He followed her to 

the fire and shifted a large log. He sat down, wavering slightly. 

         “Do you have a name?” Derrick mocked with a goofy grin. 

         “Nylah,” she smiled back as she stood up, throwing a few more logs into the fire. 

         They sat in silence for a few minutes as Nylah sifted through the dozen of papers 

now spread out on her lap. Derrick watched as pictures of pictographs and rough hand 

notes and information flashed by. 

         “Have you seen them?” Derrick inquired. 

         Nylah looked up. “Seen what?” she asked, put off by the ambiguity of the 

question. 

         Derrick wrapped the blanket tighter around his shoulders, the tassels waving in 

the cool breeze, “The pictographs.” 

         “Yeah.  They are amazing. I paddled out this morning,” Nylah engaged. “Have 

you?” 

         “Not in a few years. My friends and I only got here this afternoon. We walked out 

to South Beach after the horrendous endeavour of assembling an eight-man tent,” 

Derrick planted his head in his palm as he spoke, chuckling in awe. 

         “Hence the necessity of a beer?” Nylah teased mildly. 

         “Try five,” Derrick stately corrected with a smile, holding his hands open to the 

now blazing fire. 

         Nylah broke the growingly content silence, “there was an extra.” 

         “An extra?” 

         “An extra pictograph…” Nylah confirmed, though she had told herself it wasn’t 

going to bother her. 

         “There are a lot of them,” Derrick replied, brushing off her concern. 

         “One hundred and sixty,” she corrected. 

         Derrick looked up at her and his eyes widened slightly, “You know your stuff.” 

         “Yes and there was an extra,” Nylah repeated. “It was fresh… The hematite paint 

was fresh, soft.” 

         Derrick paused. His face frozen. “Was it a replication?” 

         “Nothing like I’ve ever seen before,” Nylah responded modestly. “I don’t know. It 

was probably just a kid messing around. I’m sure the park rangers are dealing with it,” 

she added, receding back into her own uncertainty and disbelief. She handed Derrick 



the Bon Echo Park map she had just uncovered amidst the stack on her lap. He 

unburied a hand from the blanket and reached out to grab it. “I see you found it, Nee-la.” 

         “Ni-lah,” she corrected. 

         “My bad.” Derrick unwrapped himself from the blanket, carefully avoiding its 

contact with the flames protruding from the fire pit. “Goodnight, Ni-lah,” he enunciated in 

crisp syllables. Opening the map, Derrick exited the site in the same adverse manner he 

had entered: through the trees. 

         Nylah sighed, glancing at the fire, then back to the once again silhouette figure. 

“Where I come from, when a stranger lets you warm up by their fire when you stumble 

drunk into their campsite, they deserve a ‘thank you.’” 

         Derrick smiled. “Well I’m off then,” he concluded, with a soft shrug and a vague 

hand motion (somewhere between a salute and wave). 

         Sitting by the fire, Nylah’s mind continued to spin through what ifs and what fors, 

whos and whys. Her body was tired and her mind was in a whirl. Nylah chose the 

easier, and potentially more effective of mind-numbing agents. She fished out a beer 

from the icy soup within her cooler, cracked it open and sat back down by the fire. As 

the last millimetres of foam settled in the bottom of the bottle, Nylah unzipped her tent 

and her sleeping bag and her consciousness. 

*** 

         Thump. Even from the overwhelmingly blank inside of her eyelids, Nylah knew a 

kayak had just been placed down a few feet from her head. 

“Nylah?” It was the stranger from the night before. 

         She moaned mildly which was then followed by an aggressive yawn. Silence fell 

again. Shit! He definitely heard that. 

         “Nylah?” He wasn’t planning on leaving. 

         She rolled over smacking her hand against her bag. “What the fuck?” 

         “I’m sorry. We need to go see that pictograph. The one you told me about,” 

Derrick explained, “Rather I need you to at least show me where it is.” 

         “How did you remember my site number?” Nylah mumbled in a haze, as she 

grabbed the zipper and poked her head out. 

         Derrick stood towering above her. “It’s circled…” he reminded, holding out the 

map. 

         “Oh. Right,” crawling out through the gap. “Why don’t you just go by yourself? It’s 

not that hard to find,” she posed. 

         “I’ve already hauled my kayak across two whole campgrounds,” Derrick 

informed, with an obvious tone expecting sympathy. “Please.” 

         “You’re not leaving, are you?” 

         “No.” Derricks looked different in the sunlight. She not only realized he was paler 

than she recalled, but his hair which the fire eliminated brown previously, now revealed 



much more red. He was tall and thin, with a puzzling lack of freckles compared to most 

with his complexion. 

         Nylah crawled back into the tent, returning in a cyan tee-shirt thrown over her 

black bikini. “Let’s do it,” she urged, hopping over Derricks light grey kayak, and lifting 

her own over her head. Derrick followed. 

         As they reached the lagoon’s boat launch, Nylah was determined to lose Derrick 

as soon as possible. Derrick placed his kayak down in the lagoon beside Nylah’s. 

         “Straight across the lake, then to the left,” she directed. “Around the first corner 

and into the fault line.” 

         Derrick’s eyes rolled backwards slightly, absorbing each direction in an internal 

map, affirmed with a quick, “gotcha,” as he pushed off the rotting wooden perimeter of 

the launch. 

         So across the lake, then following left up the shoreline. They crossed the first 

corner and Derrick lead into the clearing at the fault line, pausing to drink some water. 

“So where is it?” Derrick’s excitement returning instantaneously. 

         “Derrick, relax,” Nylah pleaded mockingly. “You walked into my site and woke me 

up outside my tent less than an hour ago.” Her sense of humor, which always seemed 

to lack upon both unexpected wakeups and pushy boys, was returning. 

         Nylah paddled over to the rocks and lodged its nose between the cracks as 

before. “Right up there,” she signaled, pointing up between the trees. “About eye level,” 

she continued. She rethought it, “My eye level, not yours.” 

         Derrick had already docked his kayak and had stepped out onto the rocks, 

beginning up in the direction she had motioned. 

         Nylah looked around. There was a canoe with two protruding heads on the other 

side of the lake. Derrick must not have secured his kayak, as she saw it begin to 

unlodge from the locks and float freely. “Derrick, your kayak!” she called, but he was too 

far away. She paddled over and tied both kayaks to a gimpy looking tree. 

         “Nylah, come here!” Derrick called, waving his hands in circular motions toward 

him. 

Nylah didn’t like it, but she couldn’t deny the underlying curiosity and desire to 

transform this anomaly into more than it is. The rocks wore at the soles of her bare feet 

as she climbed up the rocks in the fault-line. She saw Derrick close to the wall, studying 

the bright markings on the rock surface. They were still there. 

Derrick’s fingers separated from the wall. His ginger scalp flipped as he turned 

his head, looking up at her, “It’s Nanabush.” 

“What do you mean? I told you it wasn’t a replica,” Nylah stated. 

“Nylah, wait. Just look.” He brushed his fingers along the limbs of pictograph. 

The longer she looked, the image came together. The winged humanoid figure, 

which she previously credited at an undereducated adaptation of a bird anatomy, 

transformed into webbed wings. A bat? 



Derrick’s boyish grin returned. 

“What?” Nylah stepped back. 

“You see it, don’t you?” 

“A bat?” she knew this was what he meant. “Yea, I see it,” her voice lowering as 

she thought. This could be Nanabush. Nanabush took the form of nature – creatures in 

its surroundings. “… but bats…?” Nylah was confused and compelled. Bats live in 

caves. There were plenty of caves surrounding Mazinaw Rock (mostly avoided by 

everything but wild animals for their narrow entrances). 

Derrick was back in his kayak and had turned the bend of the shoreline, falling 

out of sight without a word. 

Where the hell is he going? Nylah thought, making the questionable decision to 

follow Derrick’s skeptical abandonment. Mounting her kayak, she pushed off the rocks 

with her paddle. Derrick was already a good forty feet ahead. “Derrick, where are you 

going?” she called, her voice carrying across the open lake and echoing up the towering 

rock faces. Bon Echo – good echo. “Derrick, Derri, Der…” It faded with every echo. It 

was quite pleasant. 

Derrick turned back with an apparent epiphany. “Hurry up!” he yelled back, with 

the same bon echo response. He pulled up close to the backside of Mazinaw rock, 

stepped out of his kayak into the mid-calf water. Lifting the nose of the kayak by the 

hand strap, he pulled the kayak up on the rocks, making a distastefully harsh scraping 

noise. He waited for Nylah to catch up on the rocks with the contagious excitement. 

They walked up a path, making the ludicrous decision to climb the blocked off 

staircase up the cliff side (probably due to its questionable structural integrity). Derrick 

explained that when he was a kid, before his parents had separated, they had come 

here as a family. They had stumbled across a little opening in the rock wall. He had 

managed to convince his father to climb inside with him and they were bombarded with 

hundreds of bats in the cave. It was the only place he recalled ever seeing bats, and 

remained one of those stories that came up at the rarities that were now family dinners. 

The occasional step of the staircase would moan and whine - a constant 

reminder of the debatable danger - causing them to clutch the moss carpeted railing. 

Derrick pointed up ahead. The sun shone through a small clearing, bring the wilting heat 

down upon them. 

“Right there,” Derrick recalled. To their right was a child-sized opening. A large, 

roughly rectangular mass of stone rested against a half-buried boulder. Ferns and 

mushrooms grew below the low lying evergreens bordering the clearing.  

“This is crazy, Derrick. All of it.” Nylah was getting tired and impatient. “There are 

cold, wet, pea sized cracks in every fault line and forest of the park.” She ran her fingers 

through her dense black curls. “I’m going back. Good luck.” 



“I just want to know why somebody went through all the effort in creating 

authentic paint and drawing a… a bat-man… amidst one of the biggest collections of 

Aboriginal pictographs in like… anywhere!” Derrick sounded upset.  

Nylah couldn’t help but giggle. He sounded like a temperamental toddler having a 

tantrum. “I’m just as curious. I just don’t think getting stuck in tiny-ass cracks is going to 

answer anything." She held her arms out, palms facing upward, as she spoke.  

Derrick stepped up onto a rock and his face shifted from agitated to amused, “fair 

point.” A bat flew out of the cave as he spoke, “I’m still going in. Leave if you like.” He 

turned away, his navy t shirt disappearing into the darkness when Nylah looked back.  

She began descending the staircase, the rays of sun warming her scalp and 

shoulders. She clenched the rail harder than before, careful for her feet to not miss the 

narrow boards. She heard a scream - distant, but clear - and she felt guilt creep in. 

Unsure of whether it came from above or below, she halted her decline. Nylah was 

almost sure it was Derrick.  She knew she couldn’t just leave. Nylah sighed, “Boys…” 

She turned back around, extremely worried, yet the counter productivity that caring 

seemed to be causing was distressing.  

Derrick was nowhere to be seen. Nylah peered into the cave’s opening: pitch 

black. Although cell service was only available on the South beach and the highest 

points of cliffs, the habitual cling to her phone seemed momentarily relevant. She pulled 

out her phone and opened her flashlight app, illuminating the damp walls. The cave 

opened to a small cavern with a pool of water to one side. Crawling through the crack, 

she scraped the back of her thigh on the rough surface of the rocks. “Derrick?” she 

called, now realizing the cavern was lacking the expected hollow atmosphere. The 

ceiling was high and black, concealed with a lining of hundreds - if not thousands, of 

bats. Their wings wrapped around their bodies and eyes glowing like a sky of stars 

above her. 

A familiar voice came, “Over here!” Derrick’s voice carried from a passage at the 

back of the cavern. 

As Nylah followed the passage, she began to see a dim light - a warm glow like a 

fire. Derrick sat on the floor of the small cavern on worn brown fur across the fire from a 

thick man in a ragged windbreaker, which she assumed was once orange. Derrick 

flashed his boyish grin, his hands in his lap.  

The thick man was holding a wooden bowl stained red as he muttered, “Not 

another one.”  

“This is him, Nylah,” Derrick updated her; though she wasn’t even sure he knew 

what that meant yet. 

The thick man rolled his eyes and placed the bowl on the ground, proceeding to 

fix his mustache. “I did truly have less faith in today’s youth, ya know?” he stated. 

Nylah smiled uneasily at the strange man, resting slouched against a rolled 

sleeping bag.  



He continued, “a whole 36 hours and you two jokers got me pegged.”  

“What do you mean?” Derrick’s arms now crossed his chest. 

“You thought it meant something?” The man grinned for the first time, exposing a 

mouth full of perfectly straight teeth as his mustache warped slightly.  

Derrick’s face dropped like a parachuter from a plane. 

“I’m kidding boy!” He erupted with a deep chuckle. 

Nylah was confused. The walls of the cavern were covered in markings, images 

and tallies.  

“It’s deeper in the cave,” he added, picking up the stained wooden bowl and 

digging through his pocket. He pulled out a small plastic bag and poured a small 

amount of red-brown powder into the bowl.  

Derrick and Nylah exchanged perplexed looks. Nylah meandered down a small 

passage to the right, Derrick standing up and following.  

“What the hell just happened?” Nylah whispered, taking apprehensive steps 

down the flashlight app illuminated narrowing pathway.  

“I haven’t the slightest idea,” he responded, looking back as the thick man with 

the mustache smeared red lines on the wall intently. 

The path narrowed and they came to it boarded up. Seven tallies were on the 2 

by 4 nailed at an angle, at strange angle, with no apparent orientation.   

“Seven?” Nylah questioned.  

“Apparently…” Derrick added, equally at a loss. 

Silence.  

“WAIT!” he yelled, sparking another stroke of crazy, which Nylah now recognized 

might be just as much genius. “Go get the bowl, Nylah,” he ordered. 

Nylah did as he asked, trailing the pathway back and practically grabbing the 

bowl from the thick man’s hand. He grinned. Returning to Derrick, she held out the bowl.  

Derrick pushed up his sleeves to his elbows and plunged his right index finger 

into the paint. Starting at the top, Derrick connected the lines.  

Then Nylah saw it: an anatomically flawless wing of a bat. It was brilliant, but 

nothing happened. She placed her hand on Derrick’s back, “I’d say I’m sorry, but this is 

crazy.” 

Derrick glanced over his shoulder, “yeah.” Right then, the lines seemed to glow, 

a more peculiar and vibrant red. A hum rose. Bats. Flapping their wings. Lots of wing. 

Lots of bats. They grew closer. “Duck!” Derrick shouted and when Nylah stood their 

motionless, he grabbed her and pulled her down to the floor. The tornado of bats 

blurred everything and there was a snap! A big snap. Laughter once again erupted 

behind them and then silence. 

Nylah opened her eyes. Derrick’s arms were wrapped around her. He was warm. 

Lifting her head and shifting slightly, Derrick quickly retracted his arms. “Sorry,” he 

copped out.  



“Thank you.” That was all that needed to be said. She stood up and felt a 

conscious absence of warmth. 

The blockage was gone - reduced to slivers on the rock ground. 

Derrick braced himself, fixing both hands on the walls of the tunnel as he stood 

up. He nudged Nylah in the ribcage with his alarmingly pointy elbow, causing her to 

flinch.  

“What?” she whined.  

“Look.” 

Nylah turned around to another cavern, similar to the first. The extensive walls 

were covered in markings, faded with age. Long wooden bows bent at the most 

enchanting of angles, carefully chipped flint arrowheads bound tightly to sticks, ceramic 

pottery, boomerangs, birch bark canoes, woven baskets, fur pelts, moccasins, brightly 

painted masks with thin, long noses - all coating the room. 

Derrick gleamed, grabbing her hand, “Not a problematic child, not a joke. I told 

you so, Nylah.” 


