The Tale of Burke and Jules – Ros’ occupation exercise

The two men watched quietly as a path formed down the middle of the reeds. One leaned forward to get a better look at the scene unfolding before him but was yanked back by his taller, obscured friend. “You’re gone frighten ‘em away, Burke. And you know what happens when you do that?”
“We don’t get paid?” He rubbed the back of his neck like an anxious schoolboy.
“Exactly. Now keep back and keep quiet. Then we can keep food on your momma’s table.” Burke nodded in resigned agreement and moved behind, holding a burlap sack open by his side.
The men moved towards the reeds and into the water, an often-raging stream that stopped abruptly at their feet. The way in front had been blocked off by an untidy pile of sticks and mud and clay, and the men knew instantly what that meant. 
Out the corner of his eye, Burke glimpsed a shadow moving along the ground. It sent up the dirt behind it and to the side.
“Jules. Jules. I see it, I see the beaver!” Burke whispered, nudging his friend excitedly with the butt of his knife.
Jules, the taller man, turned around fast and stepped back in shock, almost falling over the beaver’s dam. “Damn it man, put that knife down before you hurt someone. You know the only thing you can do with that is clean your boots!” He went to punch Burke in the arm before taking a deep breath. “Where did ya see it, then?”
Burke smiled and pointed just beyond the dam, where the beaver was now scratching at the bottom of a tree.
Pulling a length of rope from his belt, Jules nodded and pointed towards the right side of the beaver, then tilted his head to the left.
While Burke had only been trapping with Jules for a few weeks, he’d come to learn the codes and signals the Métis man used. Men around the trading post said they were learned from “them native spirits that Jules believes in” but he didn’t know anything about that. He just knew they were useful for hunting beavers and coons.
By the time Burke had moved to the left of the beaver with his sack ready to nab it, Jules had circled around the right with the rope tied between his fists. The two men locked eyes and the Métis nodded a countdown.
Jules pounced down on the beaver and rounded the harsh rope around the beaver’s neck. He pulled it tight until the cracking began, and the squealing stopped. Once the only noises in the air were the stream trickling through the dam’s cracks and Burke breathing heavily in all his excitement, the beaver was thrown in the sack.
“You did good, boy, your momma would be proud.” Jules patted his younger friend on the shoulder and walked over to the now-unoccupied dam. “What say you come over here and give me a hand with this?”
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