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[ 1t had been a long day for Virginin Lavallée. She
and Irma Morin had been out most of the day berry
icking. Virginia had fresh bannock and jam in
her deer-hide satchel and was on her way to Irma’s

far conl oil, rzﬁesfmwnt, And A Visit.

She'd left & note on the Kitchen table far
Earl, her hushand of twenty-three years.

The road she travelled was s familiar to her
as the back of her hand. She Knew the tand...



As she ]71‘entke¢( the sweet niq[»t To the north, Lii Chiiraan,

Air, she felt grateful for her Life the Northern Lights, danced
Aand /uar[wltitm. i f in the sky. 4
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Legend said these were the ancestors, which is why
they were colourful and Active on this night.




inin recalled the story that her Kokum
told her about the Northern Lights.

#

..__\ ."-.

Y;'_-, !
That if she whistled...
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EW 552 shook her head at the iden and smiled,

| thinking she would share the same story
& 1 with her' own grandchildren some day.

If she called the Lights down to the
earth, they'd steal her voice so that
her song would be with them forever.



Just then, all thoughts of the pleasant evening were shattered
1717 a a{ee}:, tkrmﬂ? Growl emanating fram behind the bush.

Virgim’tk turned...

AN SAW An Animal,

crouched, ready to leap.
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She tried to remember everything her father
|| Virginin yelled and waved her arms, had tavght her about wolves and rabid dogs:
L i tryjing to Appear Larger than she wis. don't Lok the animal in the eve. I

While backin AWAY, fMe the animal in slow, stead Y
movements. Even As she did these things, she saw the
Amimal was not & wolf, nor was it a coyote or & dog.

“Rooqaroo!” her mind screamed. She
didn't have time to think because the
Animal was ft ing t[»rmqfu the air,
Lunging at her with its open fangs.




The animal sunk its powerful jaws into

Virginia put her deer-skin baq
the bag and shook with all'its might.

between hersel f and the animal.




rowling, and having decimated the deer-skin
g, the animal turned its attention to Virginia.

Disobeving her father's advice, she Lovked the
Aanimal in the eves. The eyes were human!

As the lack dog Lunged forth, she hit it on the head with all her
might. She heard tearing, and then the animal picked itself up
And ran, the piece of cloth still clasped within its powerful jaws.




She ﬂdiéklt? hurried to Irma’s house, which
WS Just around the next stand of trees.

Irma!
Irma phone
Constaple Jack.
quick!

: For heaven's
sake Virginin! WAat's

the matter with you I
Was it A bear?

No! Tt was worse!
Phone Jack! ##is }Jeaple
Me'MicMﬁ he'tl’
understand.




Constable Jack Pelletier arrived and sent two men uip the
path with flashlights to see if they could find anything.

- Twenty minutes Later he Listened to the story for the
a2 =Y second time. e ‘{Tenown Virginia Lavallee his whole
= lifz. She wouldn't make something Like this up.

Jack. could see the jaqaed [ T don’t think much more
‘round hole in Virginia's apron. will happen tonight. How about
‘ I give you A'ride home?




The drive to the Lavallees’ was guick and uneventful.

Jack knew about this Zzlme's Legends. Tt
was the same in every

etis community.
/




ru stop
7751 tomorrow
Virginin!

N'c'tl"tinq]mck.
eturning to the road, he four This is & needle in &
A ] B Wl Aaystack. There'salot
afﬂnimal prints, but

_ nothing else.

his men séarching for clues.

Jim Bird shone his flashlight on the dirt,
confirming what he'd already said.
. : Give it Another
hour,then return
to headquarters.
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JAck’s shift was over and he was Looking forward to
relaxing. But no sooner had he pulled off his boots
and gravhed a sandwich than the phone rang.

No, you did
the right thing
Clklli}ih me. T'tn

mn m’ﬁ wAY.

JAck started the engine and flipped on the lights.
| I no time at all he was at the Lavallée hovise.




Tt was him!
#e's the Roogaroo!

Making his way into the bedroom he quickly saw that Virginia
was firie, but Earl wasn't. His hand was cfampeq’_ over the left
side of his head and blood trickled between his finqers. '

You're crazy! The
woman tried to murder
me in my sleep!

As Erl removed his hand from his head something fell
to the bed beside him. Lying beside Earl wis his Left ear.




The officer left and returned
immedintely with the cooler.

The only sound in the room was a choked gasp and
then Eatl Lay beside his ear, passed out from the sight

af it.

There's a cooler out
in the truck. Fill it with
ice and pAck. the ear inside.
A plastic surqeon may be
Able to redttach it.




Do we arrest
this woman, Ja

Ican't believe it,
Jack. Earlis a Roogaroo!
#e's A werewolf!

) Earl was
already home. I found him
sleeping on the bed upstairs so
I covered him with a'blanket.
That's when Isaw & piece of
material in his hand.

Her ima
better of

T'tl get her
statement.

P Maybe you'q
better start at the
}mqinninq. What
happened after I
dropped you
i

That's a pretty
17(71(( statement,
Virginia.




walked over to the nights
retrieved the cloth.

| B tand
| and

T know what
you're thinking...
that this doesn't prove
Aanything. Iwasn't
convinced either...

{
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“ountil T pulled back his hair
e T
I gave him that
asty Looking b Phen he ” : -
ey i i NS St o i i T b v 1
it Tknew T had to try and cure g ””"2 draw blood from him.” then next thing I kKnew hisear
him, you Know, Like the 01 - WAS fwmgmg fram his head.
People say to do.




Not
Rooqaroo! Anymore

Then where
did you get this
/
fram arl?

They heard their daughter’s voice
and both thought the same thing.

¥

But it was too Late. She saw her ~ T .
[father's disfigured face and her |/ : She gave a cry of distress and threw her hands over
mother’s bloo Y hands. x her 1751117, where her ]7%}717 kicked Vialentlv inside.




The paramedics Arrived just then. One
of the cops also rushed into the room.

|I |
|.1I

we faw nd
something.

In the pictures, there were clemly two sets af aatfrints, one T?elangin
to an Animal and the other to & human. One frame showed what Looked
like the tmnsfarmﬂttim af animal to human tracks.




Earl wason a qurne, rmq’t;/‘m tra nSpm’t

when Jack stopped the medics.

N Mw( taak ;ucttm:s
of them as well.

Earl recovered And his eAr was restored to its natural place. Virginia made
sure her husband knew that she Loved him and was rot tr ying to Kill him..

19

Clay casts were made of
both sets af prints, but no
c[mrgas were ever Laid.

In the months that passed the community
let the story die. Isabelln and her [ms?’nnd
:H%ralt‘( w"elcameq’ & son into their ffwmlu
eace returned to the community
tfu eer YeArs. I




Tack, 3 g an animal came

AcK, out of nowhere

Marsha Fiddler o Aand n{tncked it.

brought in I just wanted you
her ’("f% d L C tohavea
\ Look.

Jack took. a Look. at the dog. It shivereq
and whimpered, tranmatized from its
experience.

Okay, get a
statement from MAarsha
and tell her we're
laakinq nto it.

Lately people had reported

nding carcasses of small
Animals. Tt was obvious
they hadbeen attacked, ut
by what, no one was sure.

Any hesitation Jack. felt about
Approaching the Morins disappeared
ern he artived at their door.’

Is everything
okay?

4

tying u
Loose ends with
the Lavallée
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Mom isn't qamq to
e charged after all
this time is she?

No charges
Aare }’Eﬂlq

Have you
seen or [u:pm{ any
unusual nctu/ttu
lm‘alu(

As if you don't § We've kemr{ﬂl"nut

have real police it Jack, but it's not

work.to do! Samet[»mq Anyone is
t/kkmq serwwslu

She's a tr Apper.
She knows every
kind of anima
in the North.

]Mk Aused for a second, letting the
couple Mnar the mfarmtxtwn l‘fefare
rat(trzctmg their attention.

D You mean
{ the dead
7 Why are the
police wmtmq their
time on that?

Marsha Fiddler
15 tﬂkmq it seriously.
Her dog was /Ltmckea(
She chised the animal
awny but couldn't
w(ent;fw it.

=14 you Ve not

seen nnvt/mtq
then?

pA |



Jack looked at
both of them
As he s;mkz.

, . 7 I discovered that
P Idon't stop to . Lepret, u'Appelle,
inspect dead Animals 3 Gabriel’s Crossing near
on the road, Tack. Batoche, and a mining
camp outside aan ]Zanije
f > all had Roogaroo
incident with Siq/ttian.
your arents, I ’ °
’ {{L{{ some

research.

“The camp was attacked by a Roogaroo
And A i was severely hurt.”

You need to be
Awnte for your own
/ /
safety and peace

a]‘ mind.

s
Gl
, |‘
Isabelln,

when you cAme
into your parents ’
bedroom that day, T

A Roogaroo! I'm not SAW your reaction.

fjdu clutched
t/wm’fmllv.

Is that what the ‘Nta,'na, the telling you
officinl n;;;art officinl report this to Alarm

, L
S/M/Ms sAys it Wwas A ,7,7,,,.

/
olf Attack.
- i wafn Ac
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And to think that
mom could have done
that! Istill get qoose
bumps thinking
Aboutit.

The legend
aft[ue Réoqaroo
J isthat pregnant
) women should
Yes, it | ~void anything
was such A W that Looks ugly
shock. seein, or their baky '
my dad Like would be born
that. \ that way.

Yes, I know that.
What does that have
to do with my ;nrents

and 1se

Oh come on Jack!

T can see where you're going
with this. There's nat’/u'ng’
You were preqnant wrong with our child.
And saw something ver
friq/»taninq, very uqli/m

23



Ithink.it's
time you leave Jack.
You're not welcome

Tack! No!  here anymore.

A mother al wAYs
knows tf something
is wrong with
her child!

My dad was not &
Roogaroo! My mother had
a terriple shock that night

and misunderstood

what she saw.

No! It's not

Your father
was told some oral
history by his
Auntie.

true of our son!

A faw weeks
Later'she found out
she was preqnant
with your /jntiuar.

# Roogaroo
}mqins }’17 huntin
small game. And then
it’s dfrawn to ;wfle.

Hour great-aunt Ida told your
Ather that your Kokum saw a
wild black dog attack a woman.”

You've heard
the reports of Animals
being attacked and killed.
An animal only Kills when
it's hungry. These animals
are being Killed
As trophies.




If that happens Tack, N
it won't be our son doing it.
H#e's not & Rooqaroo.
Leave now Jack!

Ifyou don't
believe me, then have

A look. Look what I found §

on your door step when
T came here this
evening.

o T |

!

e oV |
Isabella and #arold locked At the rabbit...

Then the sound changed.
It came from the house
and from the forest, from
the ffwlw‘ens fn nd ']tram
the ground. It was & low,
throaty, rum}’linq growl
that kept building.

#arold! Isabelln!
You know there's truth
" in what I'm saying.

Your father, now’

’ tﬁyraursan/

deso they could see the Large
on their door step.

A thin wail could then be heard
Laming fmm nside the house.




Oh, no, I don’t
mean the baby. It's
L Drew, our thirteen-
year old.

was carrying Drew, my dad was a
Roogaroo, And aﬁer what 1 witnessed,
Drew wis predisposed to become a
Rooqaroo. #e made the choice
to become aen Roogaroo!

JAck Looked outside, while #arold lovked
inside the house for the source of the noise.

Roogaroos. They're all
born innocent. You have to
make a choice to become a
\ Roogaroo. Drew’s made

that choice.

What? No way
Isabella. You've qone
too [ﬂ?’.’ This is nothing
ut superstitious /

thinking!
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I've been asking you
or help but you re}ZA'se to see
what I'm tzlliniy you, Harold. He's
withdrawn, distant, he’s stopped qoing
to Church, and two of his so-called
friends have been charged
. With petty crimes. ’

You just Drew’s acting
can't relate to —N Like any other boy.
our boy. : .

If T told you
some af the things
I did when I wis

Harold, that's
not it. Ireally think

» - » The reason I came
p :et;:zigs t‘ZAe’ [:s?lfl,ex% Jack cleared his throat, reminding here tonight was that T
q o't mm,;a i+ 51 the couple that he was still there. thought you inight be targets for

q0 away ! ﬁ’?‘ﬂlt;kft&?‘& Then I"fau";w{ ’
4 / this by your door Ste;;.

Jack. stepped aside, revealing the
dead carcass of a once healthy talf.




Idon’t know
what to tell vou about
Drew, but what I can tell
you is there are farces
at work that may Pe

influencing him.

Wecan't
camfrefw;w( these §
tkingx

They're part of our
Michif heritae. Tsabella,
our fmmily can help him
 thiough this. T/wi/ Ve
" lived it.

Harold whispered to his wife in
Michif “Dimaen ka itistahan' Drew
chi kKiwkawayakoohk li vyen.”* #e
repented what he said in English, in
cAse JAck missed his meaning.

. Tomorrow we
will take Drew to
\ the ol Feaple.

JAck. took. the calf carcass back. to Jack. knew this case would always stand out as the
dispatch. #He'd leave a report that highlight of his career. By working with the Lavallées
the animals were killeaUrV wild dogs And Pelletiers during the past thirfeen years, he learned
or coyotes. He had a éeelinq there Al more About fu'mself Aand his culture than he ever could
Wa‘:y n'tbe any more Killings. — S investigating animal mutilations.

* To learn Michif, visit www.metismuseum.ca/michif_tools.php
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Métis stories seamlessly blend characters
and motifs from Cree, Ojibway, and
French-Canadian fraditions into an
exciting, unique synthesis. Métis stories
are an invaluable treasure because
they tell familiar stories in interesting ways
while preserving elements of storytelling
which have become rare to the Métis’
ancestral cultures. The Stories of Our
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Michif series includes stories about the
three Métis tricksters (Wiisakaychak,
Nanabush, and Chi-Jean), werewolves
(Roogaroos), cannibal spirits (Whiitigos),
flying skeletons (Paakuks), and of course,
the Devil (li Jiyaab). The stories are
steeped in Michif language and culture.
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