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                 Diplomatic Incident 

                        by G. L. Parry
     Leo Blackfeet knew he was having one of those days when the fat rainbow trout he had hold of wriggled through his claws, splashed back into the icy creek and disappeared between his legs with a gleeful flick of its tail.   
     That wouldn’t have happened a few years ago, he cursed as he clambered up the steep bank.  Must be getting slow in my old age.
     It was a private joke, of course.  He was only thirty-two, and in the prime of life.  In an age of perfect health he could reasonably expect to see a hundred and still have the energy to roam the mountains with the stealth and vigour of a youngster half his age.  He shook himself dry in a flurry of spray, ran his bedraggled tail through his fists like someone wringing a damp towel, and picked some stray twigs from his coat.  

     Most of Furtopia’s inhabitants hunted recreationally--except the herbivores, naturally.  A few even lived as hermits, spurning the benefits of modern civilization in favour of remote wood cabins and a ‘traditional’ diet of freshly-killed meat caught by their own hands.  The ‘Nostalgics’, they liked to be called.  Leo thought they were wasting their lives.  Time spent alone stalking the wilds might be good for the soul, but there were urgent responsibilities elsewhere he couldn’t abandon for long.  A few hours once a month were enough to restore his spiritual connection with mother nature.  

     Columns of cool K-type sunlight angled down through the canopy high overhead, casting pools of dappled amber across the valley floor.  The majestic trees were a mix of temperate rainforest types, mostly Australian mountain ash, with some American redwoods thrown in for good measure.  Bright-green tree ferns and Huon Pine saplings formed an under-story of lesser vegetation, assaulting his nose with pungent odours of damp soil, fungi and rotting leaves.  Somewhere in the distance a flock of crows were arguing noisily over territory, or perhaps a choice piece of stinking carrion they had just discovered. 

     He had spent the afternoon without catching sight of another living soul, let alone another fish.  With only the squirrels and woodpeckers to titter at his clumsiness, at least his humiliation had been a private one.  Resigned to having frozen food for dinner again, he re-joined the mountain track and set off disconsolately towards home.

