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I want to construct amyth,” Gwendolyn MacEwen has written, and indeed she
has congtructed one. MacEwen is not a poet interested in turning her lifeinto
myth; rather; she is concerned with trandating her myth into life, and into
poetry which is part of it.’

- Margaret Atwood, Second Words

The work of MacEwen, more than that of any other writer, has restored the
vaue of mythology to Canadian poetry. For Canadian writers, the most salutary
union of oppostes MacEwen has achieved is this one in which the mythologica

and the experimental become inseparable faces of one living redlity.
- Frank Davey, From Here to There

There are very few Canadian poets with a grasp as broad as MacEwen's of the
poetic dimensions of history.
- G. Woodcock, Oxford Companion to Canadian Literature '83

The Loneliest Country
in the World

Hewaslost. And he was naked, wet and shivering. He was logt in arain-drenched midnight
Eden, and al the black trees around him were whispering like mad and laughing. Thunder
blossomed in the distance.
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And something else was very wrong. Then he remembered: hed logt his memory.

Oh damn, he thought, and flung himsdlf through the underbrush. After atime the forest
surrendered to the road which glistened like a strip of licorice in the rain. He leaned againg atree
and remembered that he had passed under an arch of blinding light, and been struck down by a
hand of fire. Then, dowly, the smdll of the earth, the awareness of his body, the certain
knowledge that he had no idea who or where he was.

He blinked and headed for the road. The deek metdlic rain kept pouring down so his vison was
blurred, but a one point he saw, or thought he saw, something which mede his blood run cold. It
was a huge neon sign shimmering in shades of blue and green. It hovered for amoment over the
forest, then disappeared.

WELCOME, it read, TO THE LONELIEST COUNTRY IN THE WORLD.
I'll hitch a ride to somewhere, he thought. But how can 1? 1I'm naked!

Sinceit was early Spring the forest was il quite bare, but scattered here and there were afew of
last year's maple leaves. They lay on the ground in what had once been wanton splendour;
origindly they had been golden-red, but now they were dirty orange, shades of rust. He found
that he could ped them from the ground like soggy pages of the earth's diary, layers of its skin.
He chose one of the largest and held it over the nakedest part of his nakedness. Then he stepped
to the edge of the road and held up histhumb. At least | remember how to thumb a ride; that
means I'll remember lots of things later.

A smadl red car shot out of the night and came to a screeching stop beside him. The driver, a

woman, leaned out of the window and stared a him in disbdief. She was very beautiful; he

wanted to die. She thinks I'm some kind of pervert. But wait - would a pervert be clad in a maple
leaf? 1I'm going to assume control of this situation.

'Excuse me, Miss, hesaid, 'I'm in need of help. I'velogt three things: I've lost my
way, I've lost my clothes, and I've lost my memory.'

'Y our memory? she asked. '‘Oh come on!’
'It'strue, | swear it.'

'Do you mean you have amnesia?

'Yes, and I'm dso catching a cold.'

She began to laugh. 1t was an unusud laugh; it was dmog as though she were laughing in
another language.

'Wdll, if you fed it'sthat funny, I'll take another car!" he said, offended. 'l have my
pride,' he added, clutching the legf to his groin. '"And I'm in no hurry.’
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She opened the door for him. 'It's al right. Come in then, stranger.’ She reached over into the
back seat and produced an old brown blanket bordered by a geometric Indian pattern; gratefully,
he draped it around himself as best he could in a style resembling atoga.

"Y ou wouldn't have apin or a clasp to hold this thing together? he asked.
She pulled something from her hair which was made from a sweep of turquoise feathers and
shel and bone. With some difficulty he manouevered it through the coarse materid of the
blanket so the toga was fastened at the shoulder. Then he saw that her black hair had fallen free,
and it was graight and shiny, and dthough she wasn't laughing anymore there was a maddening
little smile around the corners of her mouth.

'Now," she said, when they had turned from the road in the forest onto the
highway, ‘tell me about yoursdf.

‘But | can't! There's nothing to tell; | don't know who | am!’
'Oh come on!'

'Why would | invent such astory? | don't know where my clothes are, | dont
know where | was going, and | don't know what happened to my memory.'

‘Cigarette? she asked, pointing to a pack of Export on the dashboard.

'l don't smoke," he said, then frowned. 'What am | saying? Of course | smoke.'
And he helped himsdlf to a cigarette.

'For the time being I'll go dong with you,' she said, casting him along Sdeways
glance. 'I'l assume you're tdlling the absolute truth.’

'l swear it, | swear it. He coughed loudly and put out the cigarette in the crowded
ashtray. 'l don't smoke," he added, and sank back into the brown depths of the

toga.
'And you don't remember anything?
'Nothing. Except things like night and day, heat and cold, how to speak.’

She was worried now, not smiling. There was a huge eectric sorm back there.
Maybe you were struck by lightning.'

'| felt ahand of fire," he said, 'here, just across my left shoulder. It sort of dapped
me down. And my whole left arm is numb.’

There was along slence as the miles whizzed by.
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‘Back there ... he said findlly, 'you say back there and | redize that | don't know
what you mean. Back where? | mean - where are we?

‘Back there was a place caled Kingsmere," she informed him, ‘the resdence of a

former Prime Minigter of this country. We are not far from Ottawa, capitd of this

country.'
He liked the way she drove; she didn't clutch the whed like he pictured other drivers doing, as
though they expected it to assume ademonic will of its own and steer itsef into oblivion; her
right elbow on her 1gp, she guided the car with the merest touch of her fingertips on the bottom
of thewhed. Almost no other cars were on the highway, and as they rolled on through the night
with the broad thunder receding in the distance, they might have been anywhere in the world.

'l don't want to sound like afool," he said, drumming his fingers againgt the

dashboard, 'but - may | take another cigarette? | think | do smoke - but, when you

say this country | honestly don't know where you mean.’

'Oh come on!'

'I'm serious. | don't know where you mean.'

"This country,’ she said dowly, 'is called Kanada.'

'Oh. Kanada.'
The second cigarette tasted better than the first. He finished it and fell adeep.

He awoke sghing and talking to himself the way deepers do when they leave the private country
of their deep.

'Where are we going? he murmured.
"Toronto. Unless you have some other placein mind.'

Shetold him that her name was Kadli, and that she had an extraroom in her little house in the east
end of the city; he was welcome to stay there for aday or two until he recovered his memory.

You're not afraid of me? Y ou don't even know my name. For that matter, neither
dol.

"Then for the moment,’ shereplied, 'I'll cal you Noman.'
The next time he dept it was was in a voluptuous bed under adark red cover that fdt like heavy
ancient velvet. He prayed to the Unknown God - the only god who came to mind, an ided god

for aman in his condition - to give him his memory back. But he woke up the following morning
with the flu; the cold wet night in the forest had lowered his resstance to the world. Helay in
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bed with a high fever, and Kai made him lemon tea and Marmite sandwiches, now and again she
tried to distract him with a page or two of escapist fiction or nature poetry, but he tossed and
turned and refused to be entertained. Oncein his despair he tried to eet the pillow, and when he
saw the logt feethers floating in the air he declared that his mind was a cloud, a snowstorm; he
talked of the wings of the angd of death, which were not black, but white,

The second night he woke up drenched in swest; the bed was alake of black water where he
sank and drowned. He tried to crawl in between the folds of the magnificent suffocating cover
and disgppear among the layers of dreamsthat lay between thisworld and the other.

'Kadli," he said, his face a gruesome mushroom grey, 'l want to be sure that my
precious parts go to Science. My brain to the General Hospital in - where wasiit? -
Ottawa. My eyesto Mount Sinai, my heart -'

"There are far worse things than having the flu,' she said, and brought him the
fiftieth pot of lemon tea

'Likewhat? He stared at the Japanese maidens on the tegpot, walking back and
forth over the same bridge, forever.

'Y ou could be lame, parayzed, blind. Y ou could be aleper, or a mythopoeic poet.'
T'll drink the tea"
'Not to mention what fearful diseases of the spirit, or even of your immortal soul.’

I'll drink the teal" he cried, his arms outstretched in wild pursuit of the Japanese
maidens.

That day the fever played itsdf out, and the next day as she was sanding in front of the hall
mirror she turned to see him framed in the doorway, about to go out, the outline of his body
fuzzy and unred in the early morning light. Behind him the blue-grey haze of the strange city
rose from his shoulders like wings.

'‘Kdi, who am 1?7 he whispered, and he was afraid. 'Who am 1?7

He wanted to bresk every rule in the world, to commit unspeskable but perfectly reasonable acts
in an effort to find himsdlf; everything was within his reach, everything wasimpossble. Surely
she knew how desperate he was? But she said nothing; she was absorbed in the complex ritua of
braiding her hair and tying it into place. He resisted the urge to shake her so it dl came gpart

again.

"Then who are you? Y ou live done here. Do you have afamily? Do you have a
man?

' did.
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'And where is he? What happened to him?
'Oh,' she said, 'he died.’
'I'm sorry,' he said, and of course he wasnt.

'So am |." We ploughed through each other's lives, she thought, leaving these
furrows a mile wide, these great gashes in each other's souls.

'What was he like? He wondered if he should be asking al these questions.

A kaleidoscope, a collage, a creature who occupied the spaces between moments, sliding in
between the folds of reality, his life a room composed of diding panels and doors.

'He was quite unusud,’ she said.

He studied her. She was nat, as he had first thought, beautiful; she was dim and angular. One of
her ancestors was a Mohawk, she had told him. When she spoke, her voice took on alow
congpiratoria tone as though she had just escaped from a Situation that was fraught with danger,
or was about to embark on amadly daring and clandestine escapade. Every word was charged
with adark, quiet excitement. In moments of ecstasy or distress, he was to learn later, she
ingsted on fleeing to India but never went. Although she had travelled in the past she now got no
farther than packing her bags. She had told him that she often had trouble deciding which aspect
of hersdf to present to the world - the North American Indian resplendent with beads and
feathers, or that other Indian after whom she was named, the dusky and terrible consort of Siva,
Kdi.

'I'm going out," he announced. 'But first tell me about that place where you found
me. What is this Kingsmere?

'Kingsmere was the resdence of Prime Minister William Lyon Mackenzie King.
Short, fat little man with abrown suit and alittle dog. If you study a picture of
him it's like studying a snowbank: opague, inscrutable. He communicated
telepathicaly with his dog, employed mediums to contact his dead mother, and
made no important decisions unless the hands of a clock or watch formed a
propitious angle. He needed spiritudists, he needed prostitutes. He had dreams
and visons of Hitler and was impressed by the Fuehrer's "love of peace".’

‘Baffling man,” said Noman.

'He imported pseudo Graeco-Roman columns and bits and pieces from historic
buildings and used them to decorate the grounds at Kingsmere. Zap - indant
higtory. But he was wrong; al he did was create a sort of grotesque stage set. But
for what play? The place is surred, with dl those arches leading nowhere but to
the forest. He tried to decorate the present with relics from the past, and ended up
cregting atime-warp. The ruins don't belong in that landscape, the landscape
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regjects them, they create atension that's amost eectricaly charged.” She glanced
a hisarm, recovered now from the numbing effect of the lightning.

'Is there anything you can tell me about this country thet | should know now,
before | set out? It doesn't seem quite real to me!’

‘Nor to anyone!’ she laughed. 'Nor will it ever, until we look insde of what's red
to discover what'sreal. The dark myths of the forest. And it won't settle into time,
into higtory, until we know it well enough to make fiction of it, to play withit.

Until we take it so serioudy we can stop taking it serioudy. There is another
country, you know, and it'sindgde this one." She tied something blue onto her
braids.

'What was | doing at Kingsmere the night you found me? he asked.
'Youtdl me.’
' can't!’

She went into the kitchen and left him to rendezvous with himsdlf in the mirror. If he had been
born, so to speak, at Kingsmere - could he be areincarnation of the madcap King? But he had no
particular fondness for dogs, and palitics distressed and bored him. He studied himsdlf in the
glass. He was probably in hismid forties, or so his genera condition, including that of histeeth -
two extractions, severd fillings - indicated. He wasfairly tdl, with alean and muscular build; it
was the body (perhaps) of a dancer or arunner, of someone accustomed to long, lyrical exercise
involving endurance and coordination. Dark auburn hair, eyes that changed colour, nationality
uncertain. Asfor his naked sdif, which had surprised him that morning in the bath, there was an
egg-shaped birthmark on hisinner thigh and asmal scar from some operation on his abdomen;
his skin had afaintly olive cast. He had found that he couldn't wear a weatch because his pulse
interferred with it somehow and made it stop. Kai had given him one belonging to her late
boyfriend (as did the clothes he now wore), and the thing gave up on him each time he put it on.
Private time subverting world time, he mused.

Who was he? Usdless scraps of information, names, places, random data, combined to form
nothing he could cal amemory. He had no family, he was sure; no one was related to him.
Someone had stolen his passport to life, if indeed he ever had a passport. Or else he was merely
something that someone had misplaced, someone who was now rummeaging through papersin a
desk in the Library of Lost Soulsin search of him.

He couldn't be sure of anything; of that he was certain. There were no truths, no lies. Everything
was very important.

'Wdll, I'm going out," he called, and returned to the doorway.
'Do you want me to go with you? She came out, holding two glasses of orange

juice.
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‘No.'

'I've got to clean these windows," she said, running afinger down the pane of glass
in the door. Then she drew alion through the film of dirt, and he drew abird and
adolphin. 'Good luck out there," she added.

'l don't want luck. | want apast, | want a second name, a socia insurance number,
asoul.’

'Y ou aready have a soul.’

'I've never been introduced to my soul. Souls are chegp. | want to smash this
window, | want to fly, | want to write asequel to the Odyssey, | want to dig, |
want to swim the lake, | want to bresk al the rules there are and then make new
ones so | can break them too, | want to invent dectricity; my needs are smple’

The world beyond the window as it looked now through the transparent bodies of the animas
was afabulous and terrifying place.

"Y ou can do anything you like, then," she said as their glasses clicked and kissed.
‘Thereisthe city.’

He went to the police and asked them if he was a Missing Person; he went to the library and
looked himsdlf up in Who's Who in Kanada (he waan't there); he gave two dollarsto agirl with
green hair in Y orkville who read his pam and told him that he was a aturning point in hislife

and things would either be good or bad; he dmaost wept for joy when ayoung man asked him 'Do
you want to know who you really are? and he cried 'Y es, yed' only to discover that he had
inadvertently consented to take a Scientology test; he went to a psychiatrist who asked him about
his sex life, and he replied that held never had one, and anyway he was only six days old. By the
end of the week he was exhausted and fedling allittle reckless, which was why suddenly, & the
corner of Yonge and Bloor, he grabbed the violin from the hands of a young street musician who
played there every day, found the ingtrument familiar and satisfying, and immediately gave forth
abrilliant rendition of Rimsky-Korsakov's Hymn to the Sun. He fdlt better afterwards.

He kept dreaming he was swimming in a huge lake with the shoreline nowhere in sight, and it
occurred to him that this probably meant that he wanted to swim, so he went to the nearest pool
and redlized immediately that he was indeed a superb swimmer. His body rgoiced in itsdf; he
did fifteen lengths in an excellent crawl with scarcdy any effort. Then he did fifteen more.
Afterwardsin the shower room he surprised his naked fellow swimmers by bresking out into
boigterous lines of Homeric poetry, in the origind Greek. Soon he found ajob as alifeguard in a
high school pool which was creamy white like old porcelain or a dentist's bowl, streaked dong
the sdeswith dippery ydlow. In the evening he taught a group of sudents caled The Water
Babies, and sanding with them, waist deep in the blinking turquoise weter, he told them that
swimming was just like navigating in dreams. 'Open your eyes underwater!" he cried. 'What are
you afraid to see down there - yourselves? And when the lessons were over held circle the pool
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and peer into the depths for lost engagement rings, band-aids, jewels. He quit smoking and
breathed.

He moved into aroom on the third floor of a house close to the lake. It was an odd, circular room
with windows looking out in three directions. He cdled it the tower room. It had silly orange
curtains that whizzed across the windows on long metal runners. There was amagic tree outsde

- Ygdrasil. Marvellous children made hopscotch marks dl over the sdewak in purple and white
chalk. Small kids didn't Sit on the kerbs after sundown because then the black asphat became a
river, and something called Orca svam down it to bite off their feet. It was wonderful; there were
no limits to the world.

Some buildings had Sgns on them saying JERUSALEM, CAIRO, ATHENS and so on. It was part of a
fedtivd cdled Caravan. You could start off the day with ordinary cornflakes, watch native
dancerstwirl and beat drums al morning, have alunch of Lebanese faafe, buy Russan
embroidery and Spanish dolls in the afternoon, have Itdian pastaand Brio for dinner, takein
Ukrainian dancesin the evening and wind up with Chinese food a midnight, having seen only

one or two token Anglo Saxons al day. Y ou had no idea whose country you werein; it was
perfectly Kanadian. It was wonderful. He had never been so londly.

He began walking around everywhere, looking for hislife. In Eatons, everything was ingde out;
indoors was made to look like outdoors with red trees and fake avenues. He got into a
transparent devator with women who wore black lipstick and musk perfume that turned men into
animas. A memory seized him in a stranglehold around the throat; he was in the Eatons of the
Fortiesin an eevator where awoman in a navy blue suit with white cuffs and immeaculate white
gloves was opening and closing the metd gates that moved like accordions and cdling out the
floorsin anasd monotone. When the memory released its grip he was left with the image of a
white disembodied glove floating in the air, and the sound of diding meta doors.

But whatever dseit was, it was a charmed life. Often held find himsalf on some unknown Strest,
garing in dishdief as suddenly everything before his eyes began to shimmer and glow with a
frightening radiance. The halucinatory presence of things. The trees, the grass, the sdewak
seemed on the brink of confessing to him and him aone their luminous secrets. Confronting the
miraculous, he could only shake his head and whisper look at this, look at this, asakind of
delicious terror gripped him and he was consumed by something he called godfire. But he was
a0 cursed with an awful incdlusive vison, the painful ability to see everything & once. Thusthe
darkness dongside of the radiance, and the sight of hisfdlow human beingsin their pathetic and
hilarious atempts to be beautiful, to be important, to be immortal, drove him into a quietness
which was at dl times between laughter and tears.

And nobody knew him; the high-hedled woman who strode back and forth across the city in
purple suede boots, taking up the whole sdewalk, her whole being in pursuit of some lavish
dream, didn't know him; the Greeks carrying around the unbearable burden of their own
exigence didn't know him; the woman known as the Swedish Queen who wore pink harem pants
and outrageous jewellery and a gold ribbon that said SOCIALISM across her chest didn't know
him; the Chinese and Jamaicans and Hungarians and Philipinos didn't know him; the bag ladies
didn't know him; the troubled young woman who cut up playing cards and |ft the pieces on the
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pavement in front of churches and police stations in some sort of privateritua didn't know him.
(One morning he picked up a part of the Three of Diamonds and spent an hour looking for the
rest because perhaps she was trying to communicate with him by means of a secret code.)

Kali, he thought (thisin the darkest nights), | am so lonely.

Hewaked dl over the city, talking to popcorn vendors from places like Lisbon and Gibrdtar
and Corinth, to newspaper boys and mailmen and street cleaners. He wore alight brown
trenchcoat, and because he looked like such a gentleman and spoke so softly and politely when
he asked people if they knew who he was, they often dismissed the idea that he might be mad
and were dmogt sorry thet, no, they didn't know him and never had. Findly it was clear to him
that nobody knew him and why should they? The world was theirs - or wasit? Were they aso
aone? Was this city somebody's rough diagram of redlity, or was it pure mirage? He gazed at the
Tower - talest free-standing structure in the world - and it shimmered in the gray air, a
monument to nothing, a gpaceship that would never have lift-off, arocket without alaunching
pad.

They didn't know who they were, so they came and built these big cities in the wilderness. They
still found it empty, so they stuck up this tower in the emptiness. They were so lonely they didn't
even know it, maybe even lonelier than me.

On one of hiswalks he learned that he possessed certain magica powers which, athough feeble
and uneven at firgt, held promise of greater things to come. The smplest of these powers and the
one which was easiest to summon up was telekinesis, and he passed some pleasant moments
moving smdl objects such as pebbles back and forth across the sidewal k. But he soon tired of
this, impatient for more dramatic feats.

News made no sense to him because he had no backdrop againgt which the world's daily drama
might be played. He swam and swam and watched the fishy bodies of the other svimmers
thrashing around, their vision coloured by red and green goggles, or crawling back and forth
doing lengths, doing lengths, covering the same ground over and over like his futile thoughts.

Y et there was a seductive londliness about swvimming; the water was easy, opening for him and
permitting him passage, offering no resstance. Too easy, he thought. What he needed were huge
waves bashing his head, black angry ones whipped up by wind, brutal cold ones thick with froth
and plankton from the mouths of seabeasts, waves so chill and merciless they would pour
through the duice gates of his memory. Not this tame pool he swam in daily, this tepid water.
When he showered down after his swim, splashing off the layers of chlorine and blinking the
turquoise film from his eyes, the porcdain tiles on the wals of the shower room were as white

and vapid as his memory; they were like nascent photographsin a chemica solution waiting to
develop. But no image ever gppeared on them. At least | have an open mind, hetold himsdf. In
your condition, said afamiliar and increesingly perverse voicein his head, what other kind could
you have

In the tower room he went to bed early and listened to the tic-toc of bedsprings coming from

somewhere in the old house where lovers were cregting their own love-clock, a chalengeto
ordinary time. (Everyone was perishing from londliness except the lovers. Everyone was walking
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around with alig of loves and terrors in his head, hoping to meet somebody with an identica
ligt. Looking for sbling imeges, flirting with mirrors) But mostly he listened to the lake when it
grew stormy and the crashing of lakewaves, south of his head, againgt the breskwater.

Kdi was a costume designer for asmdl theetre company which was doing anew verson of The
Cyclops. At athestre party he met alot of people who al seemed to be talking about the
Alexander Technique and their recent tripsto Crete. ‘| saw one guy from New Y ork arguing with
a cafe owner who'd said, quite nicely, how he liked to please the foreigners,’ one man said, 'and
the guy turned on him shouting 1'm not foreign, 1'm American! Now a Kanadian would never
think of saying that, you know? He aso learned at the party that in Crete people dtill Tilled the
Soil. And the editor of The Golden Yo-Yo: A Magazine of the Artsdeclared to anyone within
range of hisvoice that regiona thestre was dead. Noman listened, baffled.

The next week he went to see the play, and one of the actors ddlivered a line thet made his blood
run cold. Swest broke out on his forehead; it seemed to him that everyone in the audience turned
toward him. Jesus Christ, they're doing a play about me, he thought, and went to the nearest bar
and drank himsdf into oblivion. He wrote NOMAN WAS HERE on the washroom wall, and
congdered it to be the most suggestive and obscene piece of graffiti ever composed. At two-

thirty in the morning Kdi got a cdl from a police sation informing her that they were holding a
drunk they'd picked up on Bay Street who claimed he knew her. He kept saying, 'Noman they

cdl me, my father and mother and dl my felows!

She picked him up from the station and drove him back to the tower room. "All right, Kdi, | give

up, he said, because it was clear to him now that of course she had aways known him. He was
the man who had died. Tell me everything. Am | supposed to be dead, isthat it? And if so -

why?

‘Some people think you're dead; it's eeser for them to ded with you when you're
dead, she said. 'But | wouldn't dwell oniit.’

'Why didn't you tdl me before?
'When | knew you before you aso claimed you had amnesia. It's your old trick.’

Thistimeit'sno trick, | sweer it. Aren't you going to tell me anything about the
past?'

‘Evenif itsnotrick ... no. You had athousand pasts. And anyway, if | wait long
enough, youll tel me. It'll come back to you in pieces.

Tdl me something! Was | amurderer, or a poet? Was| rich, was | poor?
'Y ou weren't rich, you just lived like you were. | thought you were, until you sold

everything in your gpartment one day to pay off your debts. That was awhile ago.
Y ou've been away rather along time.’
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'How long? Tell me something. What do | love?
'Mathematics, music, Metaxa brandy, astronomy.’
'What do | fear?

"The lagt hour of the night - the hour of the wolf - abinos for some strange reason,
comets, quicksver, fireworks, the last hour of the day.’

'‘And ?
'No more. Y ou were dways inventing yoursdf; now you can do it again.'

The tower room loomed above him. He waited for a moment on the sdewak and waved after

her as she drove away. She watched him growing smaller and smdler in the rear view mirror,
moving back through private time, retreating into microcosms where dl manner of pasts were
possible, and therefore dl manner of futures. She wondered if he knew how lucky he was. Yes|
know you, she thought, | know all about you - all the people you aren't, all the places you can't
be found.

That night it rained and rained. In the last hour of the night he couldn't eep. He opened the
shameless orange curtains, rust-coloured now by moonlight, and looked down onto the street.
Some people were waking home, and their multi-coloured umbrellas were codified dotsin a
computer'smemory - the codes of yesterday, he thought, the codes of possible tomorrows- or
bingo chips, or the dots of those crazy modern clocks which had no numbers or hands and lit up
in key positionsto tell the time. Beyond the street with its anonymous residents, down a steep

hill and over an expressway, the lake heaved and sighed. The funny green dinosaurs and purple
mongters in the children's playground on the lakeshore were getting drenched in therain. He
gared out, feding suddenly very afraid. The rain did down diagona dots from the sky, the fat
trees lurched like drunkards in the wind, the magic tree outside the window shone like astar. The
Sreet was a glistening gtrip of licorice; it became aroad in the Gatineau hills. It was the first day
of the world, and he was naked and alone.

But he started to fdl adegp despite himsdlf. Therain turned into an angel timidly knocking on
the doors of his consciousness, then it was a horseman pounding on the door of aninnin Italy in
the fifteenth century. Then as he sank into the dark waters of deeper deep he thought he would
die herein thislondiest of countries.

Whose country, what country? For that matter, what world? His mind was a an oblique angle,

leaning into nowhere. The darkness drove awedge into his reason. The wind confided in himadl
through the last hour of the night, telling him its obscure troubles. He knew that he couldn't face
this londliness much longer. He dso knew that he would have to.
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He waked aong Danforth Avenue afew days before the Greek Easter and everywhere in the
butcher shops young lambs hung upside-down, dripping blood onto the steaks and ved chops
and grinning pigs heads. The Greeks were out promenading in their expengive tallored suits with
loud ties and pastel shirts (their word for suit was costume), and huge gold rings and cufflinks.
The women displayed their shining children, screaming a them ghrilly, then grabbing and
hugging them so they couldn't bregathe. The children stared in rgpture at the bonbons and toy
bunnies and lambs in the store windows, the red and blue and green eggs in baskets lined with
doilies and silver paper. In one window there was an egg the size of afootball, and afour foot
high City Hal moddled in dark chocolate. In another, a horse made of jelly beans, a cake shaped
like abible, and another shaped like a Boeing 767 with AIR KANADA written in shocking pink
icing dong the Sdes.

He passed the Medusa Beauty Salon, the Trojan Horse Coffee House, then another meset store
with more sacrificid animas - a counter full of dimy skinned rabbits lying onice, their wild

eyes staring into space. Then stores full of Kaamate olives and capers and sardines and feta
cheese in huge stinky vats and bottles of golden oil. He went into a restaurant which had been an
ice-cream parlour in days gone by and iill had the old glittering chanddliers and high-backed
wooden booths. Large jars full of Turkish delights and candy canes and horehound sticks lined
the marble-topped counter. "Y ou speak Grik? asked the girl who served him coffee, and when he
said No, she turned away and revealed awonderful Minoan profile. The owner was behind the
long iceberg of the counter, washing sundae dishes and ringng out metal milkshake containers.
Faded ads for Orange Crush and Vernor's Ginger Ale adorned the walls, abig old juke box
gathered dust in a corner, dreaming of Jmmy Dorsey and Les Brown and His Band of Renown.
A solitary cockroach climbed into an ashiray and died.

'Haven't we met before? he asked the owner. He asked everyone this.
'l don't think so. What's your name?
"John Incognito.’

'I'm Spiros Ikaris," said Spiros Ikaris. '‘But when you tak to me you say Spiro, without the s,
because that's how we do it in Greek. Y our namein Greek is Yannis, but I'll call you Y anni, you
see?

Business was dow, s0 he came and sat with him in one of the wooden booths. Within five
minutes they were talking politiks and religion, and Spiros was explaining how it was that Saint
Paul had made hisfirst greet hit in Greece. 'We Greeks love anything new," he said. 'Jesus Christ
was new, S0 we adopted him. But we aso love anything old. We have kept the pantheon, you
know; the saints are redlly the old gods with new names. If a pgpas would hear me he would call
this heresy. | don't care. | have thought much about such things. Life, | have learned, is God's
great joke. We Greeks dso love to laugh, as you probably know. But most of al we love
miracles - did you know that?
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'Why did you come to Kanada? Noman asked.

Spiros leaned back againgt the fragrant old wood and sighed. His eyes were closed; thiswas an
old, old sory. "Y ou who are born in freedom cannot know what we went through to gain

freedom,’ he said. He put seven spoonfuls of sugar into his coffee and went on. They cut off my
brother's hands, they cut off my uncle's hands as they swam to the boats and tried to hold on ...

'l am from Smyrni, in Turkey. Where Homer was from. In 1922 the Greeks of Smyrni tried to
escape the Turkish persecution. They swam to the British and French ships and tried to climb
aboard. They cut off their hands. Men and women and children fell back from the sides of the
ships without hands. | was smdl, | remember hands faling into the sea. Then somehow | was
taken to Greece.

'Y ou Kanadians, you haven't suffered. We Greeks are haunted by our deed. In Crete theré'sa
place where the people of the village see the ghosts of horses and riders who died in battle risng
from the morning dew. They cdl them the riders of the mist. There's nothing like thet in this
country. There are no ghosts here because there isno past. This country is ahorse of a different
colour, asyou say. So why do | Stay here, you may ask?| haeit yet | stay, | stay until my own
country startsto turn to adream in my head, and | say | will go back but | never do. Maybe I'm
afrad that if | go back to ay, like some of my friends have tried to do, the truth will be so
different from the dreamsthat it will force me back here to this cold, this emptiness ...

'Y ou 4ill haven't told me why you came!’

'l came here to make money! | thought this city would be full of Indians and | would make
banana splits and chocolate sodas for the savages. But the savages were men in bowler hats and
women with little umbrellas, and later they were loud teenagers. Because my English sounded
strange to them they made crud jokes about me which they thought | could not hear. They said |
was Greek, as though the word was an insult. In Greek the word for foreigner is xenos, which
means outsder, which means you are a guest. Not so in this country; nobody isaguest in this
country. Who then are the hodts - the trees ?

'It's because nobody invited us,' Noman said. 'Were dl foreigners here, weredl illegd
immigrants'

"That's crazy!" Spiros protested. 'Y ou're not from another country.'
'I'm more foreign than you and I'm Kanadian. Maybe I'm the only red foreigner here!’

He's crazy, Spiros thought. Trellos. He brought some candies from the counter. Noman was
totally unprepared for the shock he received when a butterscotch drop hit his tastebuds. His
senses reded and wave after wave ofdegja vu came over him. The past was glued onto the roof of
his mouth and the lining of his nose; he knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that once long ago he
had been in this place, reaching up to the high counter and having his hand filled with small

peppermints like sparrows eggs.
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It al came back, the crazy ddicacies of childhood, gobs of smells and tastes - caramel BB Bats
on astick, blackbals that turned your mouth licorice black as they wore down layer after layer to
the fina white which contained a horrible inedible seed, lurid red wax lips that you held between
your teeth and were so funny that your friends peed with laughter when they saw you, coloured
idng sugar in little triangular bags that you sucked up in ablack licorice straw until you sneezed,
very swext little cone- shgped things dipped into something red and tasting like clouds, very tiny
red hearts made of wicked cinnamon, so tiny that you had to throw about ten into your mouth at
once to get the full effect, and smal funny bananas two for a cent that tasted like nothing, and
licorice pipes and candy cigarettes and ropes of hideous red licorice and grape popsicles and
bubble gum and jelly beans and Smarties and root beer and ju-jubes and chocolate covered
rasns... '| have Kanadian citizenship yet | am aforeigner, Spiros said.

Noman looked up to the dusty chanddiers which seemed to be descending inch by inch to the
ground. That's how they had looked when he was a child, he thought - like spaceships bringing a
race of glittering beings to earth. He owed Spiros something for this wonderful memory.

"The kids never learned my name, they just called me The Greek,” Spiros went on.

'l was one of them," Noman confessed. 'l remember now.'

'Were you? Well never mind." Spiros reached across the table and tapped hisarm. ‘Listen, here's
ajoke. A Greek goesto a Chinese restaurant and the waiter tells him they have a specid dish for
fly-day. That's Friday, says the Greek, Friday. All right, Friday, Friday! screams the waiter - you
stupid Gleek!"

Noman smiled digractedly. A wild feding was overtaking him, a fedling from long ago,
composed of akind of madness, akind of ecstasy, and aterrible kind of power.

'You arent laughing,’ said Spiros. That's because like dl Kanadians you have no sense of
humour. Ah, what a country. No ghogts, no history, no past. No humour, no mystery, no magic.
Just this cold, this emptiness ..." He shuffled back to the counter and began to wash more sundae
dishes.

Outsde in the street the children still gazed at the red and blue and green eggs, the bonbons and
cakes and bunnies, the ravishing and el@borate decor of Paskha

Now Noman laughed.

'If I showed you something you have never seen before, something truly wonderful and beautiful
- would it make you change your mind about this country? he asked.

'l do not think that anything could do that," Spiros said.
'Y ou told me you loved miracles!

"There are no miracles here. And no makers of miracles.'
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But then Spiros heard a sound like the rustling of wind through dry bushes, and the wind released
an aomdtic dust that stung his nogtrils, and when he raised his head to ook into the mirror
behind the counter he saw the huge horse, purple as the distant mountains of Crete at sunse,
quiet as anight cloud, approaching the soda fountain on careful, velvet hooves.

Magic Wars

His londliness was something that shone from him like light. 1t was an exquisite londiness,
amod refined. It was a gift; he had been born with it, and it was something that the world could
never take from him. He possessed nothing but this thrilling loneliness, and he guarded it with a
passion, sharing it only with the blue bicycle in whom he confided dl his secrets.

Now thirteen, he had gotten into the habit of peering into peoples windows at night, his awful
pale little face pressed againg the panes, his eyes searching for something con-tained in their
secret lives. He couldn't have given a name to what he was looking for.

When he was very young, every day had been a birthday he celebrated in athousand ways, every
moment had been a hole into which he dropped joys and terrors, bizarre adventures. He dreamed
he threw himself over Niagara Fdlsin abarrel, he waked across the Grand Canyon on a
tightrope, he sat on the top of a flagpole eeting nothing but raisins and sunflower seeds, defying
the world, he flung himsdlf through one of the windows at Casa Loma, brandishing a sword and
proclaiming to the dancers on the balroom floor that he was the man in the iron mask. He
composed music and played baseball, he was a computer programmer, an astronaut, and he was
Darth Vader when dl the boys were Skywaker because he preferred the dark side of everything.
But now, under the helmet of darkness, his face was brooding and pae. He had become the
nightchild, that's what people cdled him.

It was dl because of the night of the rich kid's birthday party. The night of the magician.
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Therich kid's family threw a huge party for their son and hired ared live magician to come and
perform some tricks. And the magician was wonderful to behold, with eyes that changed colour
asyou looked at him, and dark reddish-brown hair, and a cape that moved even when he wasn't
moving. As he sood there in his dark remote glory, words dowly formed in the child's mind,

words which were wordless, words belonging to a superior language he had not yet learned:
Perfect Coordinator of All the Worlds, Emperor of Fire and Water, Magus, Lord of Excellent
Lies.

All during the magician's performance he had felt that he was the only one in the room who
understood what the magician was redlly doing - for he wasn't doing ‘tricks," he was doing
something else, something more important and unnerving than anyone knew. When he produced
fire heinvented fire. When the slks were pulled from hiswand they were ariver of miracles.
The other kids laughed, and he hated them. Magic was not a laughing matter, magic was dead
serious.

Somehow no one had thought to provide a screen or acurtain for the magician to go behind after
he had finished his show, to put away his equipment in privacy. So he had to stand in the bare
light in the centre of the room with al his props soread out in naked disarray on the table before
him. The child didn't know it, but the magician was inwardly cursing those responsible for this
oversight. Luckily, most of the kids had dispersed to other parts of the house, leaving him done
to perform the extremdy secret ritua of packing up his equipment in preparation for afuture
performance. The way in which amagician pus away hiswondersis asimportant asthe way in
which he brings them out. The dightest little wisp of materia had to be folded just so; every
single piece of equipment had its own intricate and delicate position with respect to every other
piece. It was along and intricate task, one which the magician had done a hundred times before -
- but dways aone, dwaysin complete privecy.

He thought he was done now, but suddenly the child was right there in front of him, his
luminous little face turned up towards him in terrified adoration.

'l help you pack up, gr. I'll do anything -- just tell me what to do.’

'No one can help me do what | do," said the magician, smiling grimly. ‘Absolutely no one!’

'But | can make it faster for you, | know | can! '

'No one can make it faster for me!'

He watched, bewildered, as the magician took forever to fold up aflourescent orange square of
slk. Why did it take him so long? Surely this was the easiest part of hiswork. Why didn't he just
dash everything away and fly off to whatever distant part of the gdaxy he had come from,
whatever world that glowed red and gold in the light of its severa suns?

'Please let me help you,' he pleaded.

'Get logt, you twit,' said the magician.
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It was then that the sky cracked into a thousand pieces and fdll onto the child's head. Redlity took
asharp turn to the left; nothing would ever be the same again. Life, he decided then and there,
was abig lie. Life could get log, life could take awalk.

'Y ou're Chinese,' he told the magician. That was the big insult of the year.

'If you say s0,' said the magician. '‘But in the fullness of time you will undergtand. In the fullness
of time, or maybe tomor-row at noon. Whatever.'

'Give me that wand. Or I'll tell everybody what | saw here, how you stand here for hoursfolding
everything, getting it dl ready, how magic is a pile of shit." He grabbed the wand.

'Give that back!" the magician yelled, and lunged for him. The sudden movement jarred the table
and anumber of props fell onto the floor. He held the child'swrigt in aniron grip and they vied
for control of the magic sceptre.

'I'll show you how to make yoursdf invishble if you give me tha back, said the magician. ‘It'sa
maiter of bending light. I'll show you.'

'Fuck off.' The child's wiry strength dlowed him to wiggle free. He kicked the magician in the
shin and ran for the door.

"Youll regret thid' the magician cried. '‘Anyway, that wand is just another prop. It won't work for
you.'

'So why do you care then if I've got it or not? the child sneered. "What's it to you?

He got away with the wand and |eft the magician standing there in the naked light, folding,
folding. He looked back once, and the fabul ous cape that had first seemed to possess alife of its
own had re-arranged itsdf in limp and lifdessfolds.

Outsde, he tried to do something with the wand, but it didn't work. He waved it around in circles
high over hishead, he blew on it and whispered wild incantations, he stroked it and pleaded with

it and jumped on it, he dipped it in soft earth and in water, he stole some matches and passed it
through fire, but nothing happened. So it's a dud, he thought. Just like him. He kept it anyway.

Now he peered into people's windows, his face, pale as clay, pressed againg the glass panes of
their lives, looking for some-thing he couldn't name, for its name belonged to a superior
language he had not yet learned.

Magus.

Lord of Excellent Lies.
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Whenever Noman saw the boy, day was just turning into night, so it was neither one thing nor
the other but a place in gpace and time that belonged to the two of them done. The place had its
own rules, its own laws. And there were aways fireworks.

The firg time was the Twenty- Fourth of May, and he had dept for part of the afternoon and had
exhaudting dreams which culminated in something he called the voice of deep. Its messages had

the disorder -- or the magica order -- of dl dreams. You've got this cap on your brain, this

helmet of bone, this bonnet of steel, this skull to contain your immortal soul, this crown of folly,
this nightcap, this cranium that contains the sum total of all you have ever learned. He told the
voice to shut up; it went on: If you should die before you wake, pray the Lord your soul to take,
otherwise you're in big trouble. What is a logarithm and who cares? Who built the great pyramid
at Giza and why? Who are you?

He opened his eyes and saw the orange curtains gathering light. He lay in bed awhile in the

warm compromise between deep and consciousness, then got up and moved around in the daze
of the afternoon. What should he wear? He distrusted dl his clothes. Did this matter? Eight

Zillion Chinese didn't care what he wore. Nothing mattered, everything mattered; it was Monday.
He put on adark green swesater and wondered what today was dl about -- this dead queen's
birthday. (The queen of what, the queen of where?) Later at dusk he went to Kali's place where
people were gathered in the back yard handing out sparklers. Roman candles had been launched
like minia-ture spacecraft and were proceeding to destinations in minor gaaxies. Multi-coloured
sparks, space-rain, fell back behind them and disappeared in the dark grass. Kali, wrote Kdi with
asparkler across the sky. Kalikalikal.

His sparkler smelled like sulphur and nitro-glycerine and pine trees and summer campfires. "Just
when you get to the last letter the first one starts to disgppear,’ said Kdli. 'So if you want to see
your whole name you have to write faster and faster and over and over, but there's never one
point where you'll get it dl down at once!'

Noman, he wrote across the sky. Nomanomanoma.

The back yard was ablaze with children and animals and Pinwhed s and Burning Schoolhouses.
They went insgde to find peace, and discovered the TV taking to itsdf, teling itsdf the news,
then: "These are the voyages of the starship Enterprise. Its mission: to seek out new worlds, to
boldly go where no man has gone before ...

Kali switched channds. "'What's wrong with you? she asked him, for his face was suddenly
drained of colour, and he had broken out into a cold swest.

‘Therésaboy,' he said, ‘peering in the window. He's got this pale face and thisterrible grin.’
'He's not there now," Kali said.
"There was a boy out there. A boy looking in.'

‘It was probably the nightchild, thet's what we call him around here,' she said with alight laugh.
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'‘Who's he?

'He's a haunted little kid, ared loner. In summer you can see him frying ants on the Sdewak
with amegnifying glass'

'Don't dl kids do that?

'Y es. But then he egats them. He dso draws demons dl over the Bible!'
'He was horrible, and luminous. He just stared and grinned.’

'He does that to everybody,' Kali said.

'No, it's different with me. He's seen me before. He's seen me naked. Now he's doing it again,
gripping me, exposng me.'

'Y ou're taking him too serioudy. Kids don't have that much ingght.’

'Ingght! He's got x-ray vison, he's got laser light coming out of his eyes. For him the whole
world is his private holo-gram.'

"You're unraveling,’ Kai said.

'No I'm not. It'sjust that | see ghosts everywhere because everything is haunted, everything.
Everybody is haunting everybody ese. The whole planet is haunted. And now thiskid is going to
dart flitting in and out and around the corners of my vison like an evil little cherub. Do you

know whét the definition of acherub is? A child with many wings and a body full of eyes.' He
smiled and added grimly, When you ded with me, you ded with angdls!

The child's next vigtation was on Kanada Day. People milled around the parliament buildings
edting five-cent hotdogs and wearing hats that read: 1'M HOOKED ON KANADA. Noman and Kdli
watched Tv, and the doquent box showed amuscian in an Indian musical group looking up

from his sitar, his coa-black eyebrows locked together in the middle of hisforehead. 'Well folks
-- goodnight for today!" he sammered. 'Any interested bodies should cdl our program.’ The
camera darted to leave him aone, then changed its mind and lingered on his face. Beads of

swest broke out on his brow. He signed off again, eyebrows knotted in despair. A girl beside him
wiped her forehead in an abstract way and smeared her red dot horizontally acrossit. War paint,
thought Kali, now she's a red Indian. On another channe they learned that Anne Murray was at
home in Springhill entertaining her friends and relatives, and Buffy Sainte Marie was a Broken
Hand reserve in Manitoba. Then:

-- Ottawa -- Parliament Hill. An anonymous hand waves a the country, the palm dowly
gpproaching the camera until the screen is blocked out. Screen clears to reveal an enormous
Maple Leaf in front of which Ukrainian dancers whirl and twirl.

-- P.E.I. A little boy sings something in dow, dark Gadlic.
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-- Montreal. Somebody sings 'tu esmon chanson.. . ."

-- Yellowknife. The midnight sun high in the sky, Indian dancers with horrn-rimmed glasses
describe dow circles to the besat of the drums, the drums.

-- Ottawa. The whole world is on stage in athousand costumes. Norwegians lean into the wind,
impervious to the rain and chill. Armenians dance in amad swirl of colours. Theflags of a
thousand nations lose control. 'Chinal* screams the announcer, and China makes a brief
gppearance. Tawan!" and Taiwan emerges like magic from behind the Maple Leaf. 'Scotland!
Denmark! Lithuanial Germany! Finland! France! Switzerland! Audtrial

'What nationality isthe kid we saw?' Noman asked.
"The nightchild? Oh nothing, | guess he's just Kanadian,’ Kai said.

And then it happened. The fireworks started to go off a Ontario Place, and the air took on the
indigtinct purple haze of dusk. Without turning around, he knew the boy was there at the
window, and when he did turn, he saw the feverishly bright eyes and the purple light casting
shadows on the auburn hair. The boy seemed to be waving something at him, something like a
gick or acane, and his mouth was open in awide, mocking smile.

'Who isthat kid? I'm going to kill that kid!" he screamed, and bolted for the door. But he wasn't
fast enough; the horrible child laughed and vanished.

'If we pay too much atention to him well give him the evil eye' Kai said.
'If that means welll curse him, | dready have!

‘[t doesn't mean that. In the East if you compliment or pay too much attention to a child you put
him in grave danger. That's what those little blue amulets are for -- to reflect the Eye back on
itself. Y ou may not wish evil, but your praise or attention attracts it. So flattery initsdf isakind

of evil, | suppose!
'l hate kids. | think | was one once," Noman said, and hisvoice trailed off sadly.
Y ou men,’ Kdi smiled, 'you are dl looking for your fathers!

Thethin, piping voices of the children of athousand lands on Parliament Hill rose for Oh
Kanada. He turned back to the window, but it was a dark rectangle of silence like the Tv which
Kai switched off. Then the children fell slent, the Indians withdrew, the Latvians and Estonians
receded into that strange country behind the Maple Legf. The last images on the screen were the
bright signatures of the fireworks againg the sky.

Daymares, he thought, are much worse than nightmares, and that is why one should avoid

deeping by day. Nevertheless he dept in late one morning, and the dreadful dreams began. The
child burned in his head and hurled vulgarities & him and ran after him, laughing. Sometimes he
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was chak-white; other times he was black. Sometimes he wore feathers on his head like an
Indian chief or an Incan king; other times he wore a metal helmet and his laugh had ahdlish,
sepulchral sound.

Then the child rode his blue bicycle over the rim of the world, and he awoke.

Children were dl mad, he told himsdlf later that day as he waked through the park. They talked
to themsdves dl the time, giving themselves crazy ingructions, reciting ancient chants. Either

that or they lurched around like drunkards. When they played together it was like watching the
rituals of a secret society. (May | take one giant step? Y es you may.) And they were not good or
bad or anything -- they were transparent.

He got onto a streetcar at King Street and there were afew boys of twelve or thirteen in the back
seet. One of them came down the aide and stood beside him.

He knew immediately who it was.

'Hey you -- do you want to see what | found? the boy asked.

Then he held out the wand.

'Give methat thing,' he said in alow voice, avoiding the boy's eyes.

‘Noway. It'smine. | found it.’

"You didn't find it, you Soleit. Years ago, you soleit. | remember.’

'Who says | should giveit to you, you dob?

1 say.

The boy lit amatch.

'Dynamite!’ somebody screamed. People turned around and started to make little shrieking
noises. That morning it had been reported on the news that alarge amount of dynamite had been
logt or dumped somewhere & this end of the city, and the police were afraid of it faling into the

hands of children.

Noman seized the match and blew it out, then grabbed onto the wand and tried to wrench it avay
from the boy. 'Give me that goddamn wand!' he yelled.

Now there was pandemonium on the streetcar. The driver stopped to et everyone out, and the
boy dithered away before he could reach him. Noman squeezed through the crowd and chased
the boy down aSde street and into alane. He cornered him in front of ayellow garage, and they
dared a one another in fury.
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'| hate your guts," said the boy. Y ou turd. You troll.'

'In the fullness of time you will understand. In the fullness of time, or maybe tomorrow & noon.
Whatever.' Noman said, and wondered what he meant. ‘Meanwhile, give me the wand, because
now it redly is dynamite'

‘LikeHdl itis. It'sadud, just like you. You want it SO much -- here, take it!" He threw the wand
a Noman, then he swung around and headed down the lane in a swift, strangdy unchildlike
sride.

Noman had just enough time to step back to avoid having the thing explode in his face. When the
explosion came and the wand fell, blackened and smoking at his feet, the boy turned back. He
looked puzzled &t firdt, then he broke out into wild, cruel laughter, turned a corner in the lane and
disap-peered.

Bad timing, Noman thought. Must get my act together. He picked up the wand, folded it, and put
it ingde his jacket. By the time he got to where he was going it was dusk, and thundery. A greasy
sort of rain came down, and in the peagreen light the asphalt on the roads darkened to the dick
wicked black of the mask of Lord Darth Vader.

The Demon of Thursday

A fragile anima was chewing on his eyebrows. He turned his head and encountered two

gigantic, indignant eyes. Then the fragile anima attacked the lobe of his ear. Thelittle orange
kitten was famished, so he got up and cracked an egg into a saucer of milk, making a mental note
that the first thing he must do today was buy cat food. Hed found the mad little beast the day
before in High Park; it had been sitting done in the grass and when it saw him it gave a squesk

of joy and immediately ran up his socks and clung to his kneecap for deer life. It fdt likea
darfish againg his bare skin, itslegs splayed out in dl directions. Gently, he had plucked it out
from under hisjeans.

'Hi there, Smal Change,’ he said. 'That is your name?, Then he had taken it home.

It had been a beautiful summer morning, and the trees were berserk with green and yellow. Hed
been to the zoo in the park and stared at the three buffalo who brooded and chewed and thought
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their dark brown thoughts and carried around a heavy dark brown cloud of doom when they
moved. Far away from their gloom were the duck ponds and the deer pens and the sexy long-
legged llamas with their triple set of eydashes, and the magnificent, insane flamingoes with their
splinterthin legs and their shocking pink auras, who gazed into their pond now and then as
though to confirm that anything as gorgeous as themselves could actudly exig.

And everywhere there were birds Stting in the branches in breathless sllence in the glowing

world of their freedom, unlike their exotic cousins who were caged in an indoor zoo with
nameplates identifying them - Cowhbirds (he seemed to remember seeing this somewhere), and
Sate-Coloured Juncos, and Toucans (who looked the same whether they were awake or adeep;
nobody could tell the difference), and two old pelicans who he had caled Willy and Nilly.

He had stood staring at Grenadier Pond, which was large enough to canoe up and down in and
which, according to some obscure Kanadian legend, was supposed to be riddled with the corpses
of countless grenadiers. (What was a grenadier?) Then he went to where Kdi had told him there
was amagic triple-bunked tree called the Wishing Tree where as a child she had sat and, so she
told him, dreamed up the world.

And today was Thursday. Thursday was dways a dark day; it had a dark purple colour. (He had
figured out long ago how the different days of the week had their distinctive colours. Sunday was
of course white, Monday was red, Tuesday was green, Wednesday was a sort of dull yellow,
Friday was orange and Saturday was alovely sky blue)) Today he was going to see Kdi. They
were going to drive out to Marine Land at Niagara and watch the whales and dolphins a play.

'Do you know that these huge dolphins jump and re-enter the water with herdly asingle splash?
she had told him. 'It's because of their skin, | read somewhere!

But when he got to Kdi's place he found her white-faced and weeping. She offered no
explanation, but jabbed her finger into the monstrous news of the morning paper.

On one of the eastern coasts two dolphins had been found with their eyes poked out and cigarette
burns dl over their bodies. One was dead, and the other was crying and crying into the blue hole
of heaven.

‘Somebody wrote that in Kanada we weep for animals who are victims because we ourselves fed
likevictims,' Kali managed to say. They're like a symbol for something. That's what somebody
wrote.'

'l don't think they're symbals; | think they're dolphins he said.

They did not go to Marine Land that day.

Thefollowing Thursday disaster struck again. Three flamingoes were killed in High Park. They

were found lying dead around ther little pool, their long necks wrung into hideous spirds. Bits
of wild pink feathers lay scattered around; their Six legs, Slly as straws, were splayed out in all
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directions. The black beneath their wings was exposed, and one black-tipped beak dipped
dightly into the water as though its owner had been gazing at himsdlf for the lagt time,

'Who is doing this? What demon is a work here? Kdli cried.
"The demon," hereplied, ‘of Thursday. There is no other explanation.’

So that when, two weeks later, some maniac opened the enclosures for the buffao in the park,
and the three great beasts wandered out and away in a huge brown haze, he and Kadi were dmost
prepared. They tried to consider rationally the plight of the ponderous shadowy creatures loose
and logt in aforest they'd never before known - for the park was enormous, as big as aforest.

'One of them is pregnant,’ Kali said. They'll die, dl four of them.
‘Three!

'Four, including the unborn one.’

'No they won't," he said, with unfelt conviction.

'Yes, they will. They'll die of horrible, unwanted freedom. They were born in captivity; what
could be worse than this excruciating freedom?

'What will they eat? People? He was trying to be funny.
‘Buffdo don't eat people; people eat buffao.’

It was true, he thought - if you're born in captivity, what is freedom? Freedom is a nightmare,
freedom is wandering around aone among the dien treesin an dien forest. There was only one
thing more terrible than being caged, and that was being suddenly and unexpectedly released.

Silencefdl likerain, and rain fell outside onto al the streets of the city, onto trodden sidewalks,
onto unseen rooftops, onto the three anonymous buffalo in High Park. It rained until it seemed to
him that this was the beginning of a second Hood, and that it wastime for al the animals of the
earth to be gathered up and saved from extinction. He dreamed all night of beautiful animalsin
pairs, entering the Ark.

All of the buffao died the next morning. One of them was seen trying to cross Bloor Street, on a
red light, a five am. A motorist returning from an al night party, and later described asbeing in

a state of near collapse, had spotted it and called the Humane Society. By dawn, vets had tracked
al the animas down and managed to shoot them with tranquilizing darts so they might be
trangported back to their pens. But shock and fatigue had taken their toll, and one by one the
buffalo succumbed.

He heard the news on the radio which he had switched on as soon as he woke up. He lay there
listening, Small Change draped across his ankles.
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It's the colour of Thursdaysthat | don't like, he thought. That dark purple colour. | never liked
Thursdays.

The three buffao died a dawn. Theradio didn't say four buffao, but he knew that the baby
buffdo died in the huge red womb of its mother. The others died in an unknown, unred forest.
Right in the center of the city.

So much for freedom, he thought. And then he found himsdlf weeping, just like Kdi. He wept

for her asalittle girl Stting under her Wishing Tree and dreaming up her world - but not this
world, no, not this one. He wept for al the animas who had never made it to the Ark. And then
he wept because he knew there was no Ark. He wegpt for two dolphins, three flamingoes and four
buffalo who were doomed to share the same world with the insane anima known as man. He
wept for dl the beautiful breathless crestures of the earth. And they were not symbols.

The Twelfth of Never

Saturdays, white jets dashed the sky like sharks on their way to London, Paris, Edmonton.
Saturdays he wished he could travel somewhere, but he had no passport and would never get one
until he produced a birth certificate, which was out of the question. Although he had flashes of
memory, hisamnesawas il his dosest companion next to the little cat. Sometimes he felt that
his was a privileged condition; it gave him arareingght into the nature of time, which was

circular rather than linear - (only the animals gragped the true nature of time) - but for the most
part it was an effliction, nothing more.

July succumbed to August; the summer light drove on into evening. Crazy little squirrds
gppeared in the branches of the great tree outside his window, and every morning at seven,
dozens of them went racing up to the top branches, moving as one body. Ten minutes later they
al fell adeep at precisdy the same moment, each occupying a separate junction in the tree. Then
they'd al wake up together and go charging back to the ground. All the animals of the world
were whirling around in their incomprehengible business. Sometimes he awoke to find little gifts
left in his armpit by the cat to show its gppreciation and goodwill - a bean or a pea or awalnut.
Or the little thing would drag cushionsinto dark corners, purring to them dreamily, uttering
heaven knew what words of love, licking them and bumping them with its nose and paw.
Sometimes it would squesk and run around in circles or dash up and down the curtainsin pursut
of some invisible companion. Out on the lake rabid waves frothed at the mouth, crazed with
summer
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In this country the seasons were the lords of the land. Everything would perish in the long

whiteout of winter, and in the breathless space between winters everything was held in

sugpension and one was often a prisoner in the absolute present. This summer, on Saturday
afternoons at exactly twenty after one the rays of the sun turned everything gold - his hands, his
shoes, his hair; time stood still and he learned al he needed to know of eternity. Then from down
the direet the clear tinkle of the old scissors-grinder's bell would summon him back to the fluid
present, to world time. The scissors-grinder was one of those who came from places like Warsaw
and Kiev to sharpen knivesin the cgpitds of North America. He had pulled hislittle green
contraption around the neighbourhood for forty years, and now you didn't often hear the whirring
of the whed at its work, only the bell's note growing louder, then softer, then dying.

This Saturday afternoon he went out for awalk. It was a bright day and the Tower was more than
usudly there, poking aholein hisvison, giving him apain in the east Sde of his head, snatching

a huge chunk of the sky from his sght. There was something decidedly obscene about it; it was a
sort of Up Yoursto the rest of the world. It was not, as some thought, a monument to the future,
but to the past. He hated it. Towers could only diminish and humiliate you. (Hed read that when

it was completed, some workmen had celebrated the event by pissing from the absolute top, al
over the metropalis.)

Inapark old men lay on benches, their dack bodies wrapped in the distinctively nondescript
clothing of the poor - coats and pants the colour of stagnant poals, or pigeon grey and shit brown
and moss green. He wished they would dl fall to the ground and turn into poppies. It was
disgusting to be poor. He wasn't poor. He could pay his rent and keep himsdlf and the cat dive;
he could keep his trenchcoat clean and wear decent clothes.

But the city was a city of carnivals. Turn any corner and sooner or later someone would come at
you begting a drum or dancing and singing and pulling the brilliant chariots of Lord Jagannatha.

Or the Chinese would be having adragon festival, or the Shriners dressed up as ancient
Egyptians or Turks would be having a parade. Today there was music coming from a block

away. He turned a corner and in aflash the street filled up with magic black children holding
balloons and paper roses. The music drove every thought from his head. It was a sted band
pounding amelody out of the guts of meta drums - the West Indian Caribana parade. Dancers
with sequins on their eyebrows emerged from nowhere, some strapped into costumes which were
50 heavy that they had to whed themselves down to the Stredt.

Leading the parade was the Sun King, agreet golden disc about ten feet in diameter moving very
dowly, followed by an entourage of lesser suns. When he got close, Noman saw that hisface- a
tiny black circlein the center of the disc - was bathed in swesat. The Sun was exhausted, so
exhausted that he couldn't pull himself around the corner, and one side of his marvellous disc
collided with a popcorn cart. The Sun cursed and the owner of the popcorn cart cursed back. The
lesser suns started shrieking, for now the whole parade was being held up.

'Isthere any way | can give you a hand? Noman asked the gleaming face in the centre of the orb.
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'l would be obliged, mahn,' said the Sun in abooming baritone, 'if you would do just that. My
knees have resgned from weariness, mahn. Resigned. If you would grab onto one of the ropes
on the Sde of thisthing, mahn. And then pull like Hell, mahn.’

Very dowly he pulled the Sun around the corner. The people laughed and cheered and the band
coaxed its maddening glorious music out of the drums and hammered it in long sted spikesinto
the ground behind them. Then a sudden awful silence settled over everything, and it became as
black as night. Noman stood trembling in the chill of the air.

'Who are you? he asked the Sun.

'l am,' said the Sun, 'the king of Barbados. | am Lord of twenty-four countries and dave to no
man. Y es indeed, mahn, yesindeed. Y ou may have noticed that | am black as the Earl of Hell.
That is because | am the Earl of Hell. | am dso Lord of the Eclipse, and these are my associates
the Sundogs. Now you know who | am. And | know who you are,' he added, flashing him a
dazzling amile.

Then tdl me, tdl me!"

‘No. | have to get this day onthe road. Remember this day, mahn. The Twelfth of Never. At
twenty past one. Goodbye.'

Then the light returned and the Sun and his associates crept away. He watched the rest of the
parade writhe by - little girlsin ovad costumes which turned them into eggs, dancers drowning in
slver sequins, kings and queens and fairies and demons in along glittering line which danced its
way down to the Tower and the lake where there were ferries to take them to the idand across
the bay. For amoment he considered joining the tail end of the parade, but the moment passed.
Instead he wandered off on his own when the last of the black dancers had dissolved and the
golden disc of the Sun was alone dot in the distance. At the end of the day it wasjoined by that
other sun, and there was a spectacular double sunset as both suns did below the far horizon.

Sometimes he couldn't even remember how long held had the amnesia. But one of the nice things
about not remembering anything was that the world was dmost unbearably beautiful; everything
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was fresh and new. The city was full of surprises. Right now the wind was flinging itsdf & him
with shameless abandon as he made his way down the tunnel of Bay Street in the direction of
City Hall. He headed across the square to where Henry Moore's Archer was dowly acquiring its
splendid pating, turning green with age and doing so with great dignity.

Here there occurred one of the unpleasant things about having amnesia- one of the hot waves of
recognition or nearrecognition of something which was sometimes accompanied by adight
sensdtion of nausea

'| have the most extraordinary fedling that | know thisthing,” he thought, and then redized that he
had spoken doud, as a bum who was Stting on a nearby bench got up and joined himin
scrutinizing the sculpture,

"You like thisthing? he asked. 'l don't like this thing. Nobody likes thisthing, they just get used
toit, that'sdl. Piece of crap if you ask me''

I mean | fed like | know it, it's amogt asthough I've been insde it, you know? I'm the only man
in this aity who's seen it from the inside. God, | probably know this piece better than any man
dive Except the artist.’

'I've heard alot of comments about this thing,' said the bum, 'but thisisridiculous.’
'Sorry, he said. That'swhat | get for talking out loud."

The wind went right through a stop light, turned a corner and proceeded dong Queen Street. The
Archerturned an imperceptively darker shade of green.

He had despaired of fortune-tdlers, having gone twice to tearooms in the east end of town to
consult professional readers of cards and padms. They were judtifiably upset when heinformed
them that he waan't even dightly interested in the future, that it was the past which he wished to
have reveded to him. The past was something they were wary of, crammed asit was with its
dark mysteries, but they bristled with news of the future. He couldn't understand why they
couldn't turn their talents with equal successto ether end of the spectrum of time; surdly, in fact,
the past presented less difficulties than the future Snce it was accomplished, over and done with.
(This he argued despite the fact that he knew time to be nonlinear.) But none of them saw things
hisway. One of them wasted haf an hour telling him about her psychic war with Jean Dixon;
another offered him acup of weak teain which the saddest tea leaves he had ever seen arranged
themsdalves in disinterested patterns of random destiny.

But one day alittle yellow-haired girl at the corner of Bloor and Dufferin handed him alegflet
which read:

MISSLISA
CLAIRVOYANT AND

SPIRITUALIST READER
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FROM THE UNSEEN WORLD

OF SPIRITUALISM

Two images flanked the message - one of Christ holding a cross and a bouquet of flowers, and
one of Christ with armsraised, palms outward to reved the sigmata. Zodiac signs decorated the
borders of the leaflet. He turned it over and reed:

HERE COMESNEWS OF A REMARKABLE WAY TO CONQUER AND OVERCOME THE DREADFUL
OBSTACLESIN YOUR LIFE! LIFT YOURSELF OUT OF THE BLACKNESS AND UNCERTAINTY WHICH
ENGULFYOQOU - VIS T THE EXTRAORDINARILY GIFTED Lisa! ONEVIST AND YOU WILL NEVERBE
THE SAME. YOU WILL MARVEL AT HER GREATNESS AND DEEPNESS. SHE SUCCEEDS WHERE
OTHERSHAVE FAILED. SHE ISUNLIKE EVERYONE. SEVEN DAYSA WEEK FROM IOAM TO5PM. 93
BELL AVENUE. SDE ENTRANCE PLEASE.

There were trandations of the message in Portuguese and Greek and afew more flowers and
Zodiac Sgns.

It was Sunday when he went to see MissLisa

All the church bells were ringing, and little ladies with beige and white handbags and lace gloves
and blue and pink flowered hats were going arm in arm to church to hear sermons such as: Jesus:
TheFirst Hippie! or Christ the Woman! or even: Christ the Dow Jones Average. Sunlight was
everywhere, except in the dark green lane which led to the side entrance of 93 Bell Avenue.

Miss Lisawas very tdl; she wore dark blue nal polish on nails that seemed to have grown out of
control, like those of ancient mandarin lords, and many large rings with semiprecious stones. She
had plucked out her eyebrows over dark green eyes. She motioned for him to St at a naked
kitchen table overseen by two enormous spider plants. The room was full of flies, dl teling him
their secrets. He was very nervous.

She sat down opposite him and put an old brown tegpot and two frail cups and saucers on the
table, then opened the pot to stir the tea - a colourless tea upon which floated an ancient teabag in
its second or third incarnation.

'l don't read tea-leaves,’ she said. They're old fashioned and silly.

She gared a him and he murmured something as she poured the awful brew. Then out of the
middle of nowhere she said, 'No man isan idand, you know.'

This gave him such a gart that he dmost dropped the cup. 'How did you know? he cried. That's
my name - Noman. At least that's what I'm caling mysdf until | find out who | am. How could
you possibly know?

Miss Lisa, who knew that everyone believed what they wanted to believe, said, 'l know what |

know," and dropped her eydlids mysterioudy. Then she looked up at him again and added, 'My
feeisfive dollarsfor a hdf-hour consultation.’
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'Let's get on with it them," he urged her.

"Y ou men,’ she chided, 'rush rush rush. Y ou must learn to take your time, to savour the time like
nectar. | have dways known this; in one of my incarnations | was a Greek heteira.'

'What have you been doing since then? he asked as she laid her Tarot cards and crystal ball on a
piece of black velvet on the table.

'l was Xenobia. | was Joan of Arc. | was Hitler's mistress. I've been busy.’

He wondered why, whenever people spoke of their previous lives, it dways turned out thet they
occupied some very high position; most often they were royaty. Why did nobody ever reved

that in the past they were peasants, dock-workers, daves? He didn't have long to dwell on this,
for now the cards of the Mgjor Arcana of the Tarot deck were spread out before him. His eyes
fdl immediatdly upon La Lune, Le Pendu and Le Monde - the Moon, the Hanged Man and The
World. Her eyesfollowed his eyes, 'Remember which card you are most drawn to,' she said.
‘That card will represent yoursdlf as you gppear to yoursdf, asyou are in your own eyes:!

'l want you to know something,’ hetold her. 'l have amnesia, that's why I'm here. I'm only
interested in the past. Don't waste your time on the future.’

‘The past,’ she said.
"The past.’

Sheraised a non-existent eyebrow. 'Y ou're crazy,' she said. 'For five dollars you can have the
future too."

'l don't want the future. Can't you just concentrate twice as much on the past so I'll be getting my
money's worth anyway?

She peered at him under the ridge where her eyebrows had been. Then she shrugged. 'Keep in
mind the cards which you were first drawn to," she told him, as she gathered up the Mgor Arcana
and handed them to him in asmdl pile. 'Now shuffle and cut these three times and spread them
out face down before you. Then you will choose a card blindly, and that will be your card; that
will be you. Every Tarot reader has a somewhat different approach. Thisis mine.!

Her rings flashed - green, amber, red. He took the potent cards and began to shuffle them.

'Are you religious? he asked. "Y ou have those pictures of Christ on your legflets!

'l won't get any of the Greek or Portuguese business unless | indicate that my work is authorized
by God," she said. 'The women who come to me want to be sure that what | do is clean and

acceptable. Of course you and | know that there is no magic without the devil, but they want it
both ways.'
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‘Aredl| your customers women? he asked, beginning to fed digtinctly uncomfortable. He spread
out the cards, face down.

'Y ou're the first man who's come here in two months," she replied. 'Now, choose a card.’
Hisfingers were drawn like magnets to the card at the extreme left of the fan shaped pattern on
the table. He handed it to Miss Lisaand she turned it over and gazed at it in ecstacy, her nogtrils
dightly dilated, her cheeks flushed.

'l knew it," she breathed. 'Le Monde. On the upper left corner the winged man, on the upper right
the eagle, on the lower right the lion, and the lower |eft the ox. The vison of Ezekid.'

'What does it mean? Doesiit say anything about my past? he demanded.

"The eegleisair, inteligence and action,’ she said. 'The lion isfire, strength and movement. The
ox is earth, labour, forbearance and sacrifice. The winged man symbalizes the intuitive
knowledge of truth.'

'And what does dl that mean?"

'It isthe twenty-first enigma of the Tarot pack,’ she went on. 'In the center of agarland
symbolizing the cosmic process a girl runs, carrying two gticks, thisis the cregtive activity, the
rotationa motion of al things created by polarity.’

'l redly don't understand any of that, he protested, although he did.

'Doesit redly matter? she asked. She looked as though she were fdling into atrance.

'Can we do the fortune now, can we look into the past? Don't you have to spread the cards out in
some kind of pattern or something?

"The padt, the past, who cares about the past? she breathed. 'Oursis the perfect Present, the
marvellous and holy Now. Y ou have chasen the card which speaks of the perfection of Man!

When aman chooses this card it Sgnifies the quest for perfection through thought. When a
woman choosesiit, it is the same quest, but through fedings. | am a woman.'

'‘But what does dl this mean?'

"Who cares, who cares? Even now the Present dips through our fingerd" she cried, leaning over
the table and clutching hiswrids.

It was afragile table, and her sudden movement sent the crysta ball off the edge and onto the
floor where it shattered internaly, making a noise like a smashed egg. Then it rolled away to the
corner of the room.

'‘And so much for the future,' she added. 'The future with its broken dreams.’
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'What about the past with its broken dreams? he said, gently freeing hiswrigt form her taloned
grip. 'l don't know anything about it; that's why I'm here!’

'Very wdl,' she sghed, and shuffled the deck. 'I'll ssewhat | can do.’

She laid the cards out in a pattern with a cross in the centre, pondered them awhile and frowned.
‘Therésalot of turmoail in the past,’ she informed him, ‘and alot of restriction. | see you confined
inavery smdl space. And | see you in some foreign country - somewherein Europe, | think.
Yourein avery smdl space, fighting to get out. Perhaps you were imprisoned in a European
country? Perhgps you were a political prisoner, or something of that nature? Here's the Ace of
Clubs. Perhaps someone was pounding or beating you - am | right? No? | tend to take some of
the cards quite literdly. Does any of this bring anything back?

'l donit think so," he said. 'l think 1'd like to go now." He fdlt in his pocket for the five dollars to
pay her. His hands were swegting and he fdt dightly ill.

'So soon? | haven't finished. Y ou fool, you don't know what you're missing. God, you're so
attractive. Y ou must know how attractive you are, don't you?

'It's devent-thirty in the morning,’ he said. 'l don't know anything, it'stoo early. Besides, it's
Sunday. Besides, | want to go home!'

He put the crigp five dollar bill on the black velvet; she covered it with her resplendent hand.
'l suppose I'm not avery physical person,’ he said, not wanting to hurt her.

'You'e like me, you're spiritud,’ she Sghed, and for the first time he noticed what a beautiful
voice she had. 'And the spirit,' she went on, 'is the sexiest thing of all.’

Sowly gathering up the tired, powerful cards she added, 'l could look into your previous
incarnaions for afew dollars more. But you're leaving.'

'Did you redlly see those thingsin the cards? he asked.

'Of course | did. Do you think I'm afake? she exclaimed, turning her rings around one by one.
‘Nothing is fake, nothing in the world, not even these rings. Everything isreal, darling,
remember that. Red and literd. Everything.'

'l thought you people thrived on enigmaand mystery,’ he teased.

'We do,' she smiled.

'‘Goodbye," he said. 'Thank you." And he made for the door.

'No man is an idand, you know," she whispered, wrapping the cards up in the black velvet.
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'Yes,' he said, pausing for amoment.

"Y ou mean no," she corrected him. 'l said no manisan idand.’

'l am," he said softly, shutting the door behind him. 'l am anidand. | am Noman.'

The same bum was ditting on the same bench when he went back to City Hall square aday later.

'l remember you," he said. Y ou're the guy who thinks you were insde the sculpture or
something.’

[t might interest you to know," said Noman, ‘that | was ingde of it once’
'Oh come on!'

'l kid you not, my dear man. Y ou see, yesterday | remembered something. It's not much, but it'sa
start. See down at the bottom where it says H. NOACK - BERLIN? Wd| that's the name of the
foundry in Germany where they cast Moore's stuff - and | was there. Yes, | was there sometime
in the Sixties, | remember it now. | visited the foundry, and since | knew something about
welding, one of the workers let me crawl in through the square hole in the piece and weld a
couple of seamsingde.’

'Y ou mean it's hollow? asked the bum.

'Of courseit's hollow. Then the guy outsde would talk to meinsde with akind of walkie-talkie,
and together weld smooth out any little bumps or marks on the surface. The guy outside would
tell me to move my hammer alittle left or right or up or down so he could hammer from the
outside without making adent. God, | remember it like it was yesterday.'

'Y ou mean you were literdly ingdeit? Likein red life?

'l was. And | remember workers left things like cigarette butts and coffee cupsinside. | |eft aball
point pen in there; it fel from my shirt. | can't prove it to you, but if they ever opened thisthing
up they'd find the pen in there. A red pen. A Parker.

'Oh man,’ groaned the bum. "Thisistoo much. Just when | was starting to think you were some
kind of red mystery guy. But nothing's mysterious anymore, isit? Everything's apile of crap,
like this piece. Nothing's for redl.’

'Oh no - everything'sred. Red and literd. Everything. Noman said. 'Ingde isthe mysery.'

The powerful wind that had blown afew days ago beat a shameful retreat down Bay Street. He
ran his hand over the perfect contours of The Archer.

"Y ou know," he thought aoud, 'she redlly was something.'
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Looking for the King

Hdlo, I'm Jubdlas.

Since you haven't heard from me for awhile you've prob- ably been wondering what's been
happening, or maybe not. Wdll, it's like this. We are the beekeepers, Omphale and me. After
Noman died onus- and | know he didn't redly, what do you take mefor, anidiot? - Omph and
me decided to make our dream come true, so we left the city and got oursalves an apiary and
darted raising bees. That was thirteen years ago. Most people don't know anything about bees.
Y ou have to see them up close, you have to live with them to start to love them, you have to
watch al those golden little buggers swarming over your deeves - then something sngpsingde
you and it's like a moment of truth. What with me and Onrph and the bees and the Great
Outdoors, the world isfine, just fine.

At leat | think it'sfine. See, he came back awhile ago. Kdi phoned and said he's back and
would we like to go out, a foursome, like before, because we knew he never redly died, didn't
we, it was dl ajoke, hahaha. | said OK, but that word foursome sounded to me like aRoman
phaanx - that's like a human sguare that marches along with shields raised and spears sticking
out, ready to take on the world - anyway, we went over to her place and drank tal skinny fruit
drinks that twinkled with ice and we dl sat around twiddling our thumbs and then he walksin

and saysin that whisper that wasn't a whisper 'Jubelas, Omphale, hello. Where did you get those
funny names? | arted to say that it was him who gave us those names, but Kai gave me alook.
She had warned us that he'd had some kind of accident and lost his memory - (I thought it must
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be wild to have no past) - S0 he waan't playing with afull deck (was he ever?) and we shouldn't
talk about the past, especidly about that awful joke when he pretended to die but didn't, which of
course | knew dl dong. He came forward and shook our hands, very forma - he aways was
formd - but behind the formd part was the wild part and | could Hill fed it therein his
handshake, in his eyes.

'Kdli tells me you raise bees' he says, asthough thiswas acrime, s0 | wasimmediatdy fighting
for my life

"There's nothing wrong with raising bees' | says.

'God no," he says. 'l like bees. Although | have never redly known a bee, so to speak, or seen one
up close. But | seem to recdll reading something about bees. Ah - bees are like e ephants, that
wasit.'

| waited. Thiswas him dl right.

" - Inthat they are both lunar animds, and therefore symbols of heaven. And the interesting thing
isthat if the lunar animd islarge, itsvoiceis high-pitched, asit is with the dephant, and if itis
amadl like the bee, then it islow-pitched.’

"You don't say,' | says.
'Y es. And the oppositeis of course true of earth-symbol animas .’
'Could | have another drink," says Omph.

Kdi sad she thought bees dept dl winter frozen in akind of sugpended animation and then sort
of thawed out in the soring. | told her it wasn't like that at dll, then | explained whét redly

happened.
"You don't say,’ he says.

Weadl sat around blinking and twitching in this frenzy of boredom. | said did he hear about the
westherman's strike which means well have no weather. He said Maurice Materlinck and
Edmund Hillary's father were both apiarists. | decided it was time for some jokes because |
myself am ajokemaker, which isvery rare. | started the one about Lawrence of Newfoundland
which is now very famous and | am working on awhole batch of Cyclopsjokes - likethe
Cyclops pirate with an eyepatch in the middle of his forehead (Noman thought | said psychic
pirate, he never had any sense of humour) - and a new one is the dentist who went to Venice and
came back and decorated his office with pictures of bridges and root cands. ('l like that one," he
says, and | knew hedidn't.) 'l bet you wonder where dl the grest jokes come from,’ | says. 'Most
of the time you just hear jokes, you never think of who made them up - people like me, people
who work aone and unacclaimed, people who take the art of joking serioudy, people who are
forever thinking up bigger and better puns, smarter and smarter witticisms. And then maybe once
in alifetime one of them redly catches on, and Bam - you've got a hit. (Have you ever had a hit,
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Jube? he asks in that loud whisper that scares me so much. Wl if he didn't know, | wasn't going
to tell him.) Then | said that sometimes another guy somewhere in the world thinks up the same
joke as you do and he gets al the credit for it - like what happened to Darwin and that guy in the
States both thinking up Evolution at the same time, both just sumbling on the sameidea. There
was a slence after that so | started taking big crazy words that nobody knew and sprinkling them
like salt and pepper all over the place - big fat juicy words like bucolic and chthonian and
Babylonian and polymorphic. 'It's so soporific it's dmost remittent,’ he says, but that sounded
like his norma gpeech. 'Let's go out.'

So we ended up on the lakeshore at Sunnyside Beach. Omph and | wanted to go swimming in the
big pool there but he said there were a hundred kids in it al peeing at once, so we took our beach
stuff and sat on the sand. He went to the edge of the water and stood there along time staring out
over thelake. There were dead fish and dl kinds of sckening things floating in the shalows.

'What isthere in the lake powerful enough to kill them? he says and came back to Sit with us.
'What did they fed when the waves thrust them up, dying, onto the beaches of Kanada? Thisis
how he talks. There are three kinds of sandwiches,’ says Omph, laying out little hermeticaly
sedled sguares. 'Ham and cheese on brown, salami on rye and peanut butter and jam on white."
'Pogitively Sumerian,’ | says. 'Absolutely bubonic, if you ask me. Has anybody heard of the
United States of Kanada? We started to eat and then right out of the blue he says, 'I'm going to
swim the lake. Next August.’

'Oh don't swim in there, it'sfull of dead fish. Ugh," says Omph.
'l don't mean swiminit, | mean swim it. Svim the lake," he says.

Wl it goes without saying we were redly stunned, but | kept cool and said it was a free country
and he could do what he liked. There's nothing worse than freedom. It's excruciating,’ he says. ‘It
demands aterrible discipline of its own.' Chrigt. Then he asked me what were dl the things|
wore around my neck, and he stared at my lucky charms - the crab, the crucifix, the Star of
David, the wiggly thing, the blue plagtic eye (I'm taking no chances) - and then can you believe it
he grabsit dl in his hand and wrenches it off my neck, bresking the chain and everything. 'l hate
symbols,' he says, taking in itaics like he sometimes does. I'm telling you | fresked out, |
screamed what did he think he was doing, held pay for this, and so on like | was crazy, which
temporarily | was. 'Aurum nostrum non est aurum vulgi," he says. Y ou're wondering how | can
gpel| that. 'Quit talking in some goddamn foreign tongue!’ | scream. 'l just meant it'sred gold,' he
says. 'l| know it's godamn real gold,' | says. 'OK, I'm sorry, I'll get it fixed," he says cool as Hell.
'Go jJump inthelake,' | says, and he just glared & me, just glared.

Then he stared at the lake as though he expected it to produce atidal wave or cough up some
monster on the shore. "Turn amap of the world upside down," he says, 'and you redize that too is
the world. Kanadais down there’ The air was getting al crackly like it was full of Satic, and the
light was thisweird dectric green. With him it's dways like the hour before a thunderstorm, but
the storm never comes.

'Y ou're absolutely multi-linear, Noman,' | says.
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'l know," he says.
Jesus Chrigt.

We went walking dong to this big pavilion that used to be the changing room for svimmers

back in the olden days. We walked around the walls to the front where there was akind of
Byzantine arch with gold and red and blue fish and fancy |etters saying SUNNY SIDE BATHS.

Omph said it was like a castle and she could see Medieva ladies walking dong the upper
gdlerieswith their long purple veils flowing in the wind. Kdi said it was an Eagtern pdacefilled
with dark musicians and dancers. Noman said it was one of the places that would be like a
marker when he was coming in to the end of the lake swim. Omph got very upset and said he
couldn't possibly be serious about the swim, it was suicide - but one look at his face told her that
he was. Then we rode around past the Kanadian National Exhibition grounds and saw thisbig
old cannon |eft over from somebody's war looming up on the opposite side of the road, and a
sick rusty old plane beside it poised for take-off into nowhere. 'Which war are these things from?
says Omph. There's only one war,' he says. ‘It'sal in the past,’ says Omph. 'Whose past? he
says. 'Our pagt,' | says.'l don't likethe padt, | hate the past,’ he says. There's not much past in this
country,' | says. 'Maybe we should hang onto what little of it weve got.' 'What's S0 big about the
past? Kali cries. 'What's S0 great about the past? Why's everybody in love with the past? And so
on. | looked at the miserable hunks of metd, rat-grey in the moonlight, and said | didn't redlly
think there was anything so greet about the past after dl and | didn't dwell on it myself. The past
isover and done with and there's nothing to be gained from dwelling on it, that'swhat | said. 'l
figureit thisway - history marches forward and time waits for no man.' Silence fell with athud
and he just glared a me, just glared. 'It's no good harping oniit,' | says. 'No good at al. And |
mean that deevelesdy.' 'Redlly,’ he says, and turns away. 'How amazing that none of you realizes
that there is no such thing as history, that timeis circular, and dl events are synchronous points

on the circumference.’

Back at Kdi's place he stood staring at the fish in the aguarium like they were dl plotting
something together, dl making these secret silent plans, him and the fish, their brilliant devious
little minds in perfect harmony. Kai made martinisand | proposed atoast in one of the 23
languages | can propose toasts in, then somebody put on arecord of flamenco music and Noman
took everything off the polished coffee table and got up on it and started clapping and making
those crisp staccato sounds with his hedls. Then he took a flying legp off the table and knocked
over the Bromeliade plant, smashing the pot to smithereens and sending hunks of black earth all
over the carpet. The plant lay there battered and broken and in shock, and then it died, giving up
little green gagps with its ghogt, at least that's what | heard. | looked over to the aguarium
because | had this feding, and sure enough, some of the fish had fainted or were playing dead
with their white sdes turned up. Kdi says'Next year 1'm going to India." Nobody paid any
attention, we were looking at him, he was turning the world upside down just like before, and
then | knew the old madness had begun again. Where | lose mysdf and end up somewhere ingde
his heed.

So judt like before, Omph and | spent hours trying to figure out who he redly was and what his

nationdity was - Russan or Spanish or Greek or Albanian or Arab or Hungarian or Gypsy or
who knows maybe even French-Kanadian which is about as foreign as you can get. (When the
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Indians said White Man Speak With Forked Tongue they meant the white man was bilingud,
that's how | figureit.) But he didn't speak French, because once | tried the back of alabel of
Libby's tomato juice on him and he didn't bat an eydid. And he didn't act like any of the
foreigners did - the Itaiians going on and on about some problem from ancient Rome, the Greeks
going on and on dthough they had solved it but couldn't stand to giveit up, the Arabs accusng
each other of accusing each other, the Portuguese screaming a each other for exiging, the
Chinese laughing at nothing, the Hungarians egting alot of red and yellow peppers and
discussing books. The hundred and eighty-nine Solitudes.

| knew it was only amatter of time before he came up with some crazy idea or another, so |
wasn't surprised when he phoned me up. 'Jube," he says, 'help me, I'm looking for King.'

'Which King? | says, humouring him.

'Mackenzie King. | saw him in adream last night. Short fat little man with abrown suit and little

dog. | said: you can't be a ghost, | don't believe in you. Hesaid: Don't you think this country is
old enough to be haunted! Don't you think I'm important enough to be a ghost! Come and find
me, I'll tell you everything, I'll show you how to survive here. He has the answer,' he says, and |
had to sop mysdf from asking whét is the question. But | didn't laugh a him and | didn't fed

sorry for him either. Y ou don't fed sorry for Noman.

What happens next is crazy. We go to Honest Ed's because he says he's seen the king (that's what
| call him) outside of the place two morningsin arow. Honest Ed'sisthis huge crazy bargain
gore where little old Chinese ladies line up for hoursto be the firgt in and then go surging up and
down the cresky old stairs and milling around the counters like beesin a giant beehive. The place
isaTower of Babd, it's awful, we're probably the only English-spesking people there, suddenly

| know what it fedslike to be in a minority. The doors open and this delicious murmur goes
through the crowd and everybody poursin. We dl grab grimy plastic shopping bags then go
down the old corridor leading to the first floor. Italian and Portuguese women with fierce
eyebrows swarm around the paper flowers and pictures made of corrugated plastic that change
from Jesus to Mary as you walk by. | think I'll buy a calendar because | like to look forward to
the future so | go looking for one and get dl screwed up in the kitchenware department with red
and blue Yugodavian pots, iron frying pans, ashtrays with maple leaves on them, skewers,
killets, Srainers, broilers, basters, seamers, poachers and things that dice hard boiled eggs.
Babies are screaming dl around me, dl having their teeny little nightmares. | want a calendar, |
tdl mysdf, just a calendar. Egg-separators, beer mugs, toasters, toothpicks, towels, theworld is
full of things. Meanwhile | see Noman heading for the second floor, the people making way on
ether sde of him like he's parting the Red Sea - how does he do that? - so | follow him and two
Indian ladies in turquoise saris carrying TV stools collide with me and glare a me from the third
eyes on their foreheads and babble and squed in Hindi. On the second floor there are masses of
women pulling blouses and sweaters out of shape and right in the middle of them theres Noman,
perfectly ill, looking straight ahead a something only he can see, | sure as Hell can't see
anything except chaos, then he starts elbowing his way through the crowds and it's obvious he's
onthetrall of theking. So thiswild pursuit begins, him after his man and me after him. He hits
the stairway with me right behind and starts down at top speed and crashes into this Indian guy
carrying a stuffed snake which dides haf way down the sairs, and then we're back on the first
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floor and | see him crashing into the counters and things fdling dl over the place - bargain bread
and bargain herring in tomato sauce and bargain beans and hairspray and shampoo and Maa ox
and Noxzema and typing paper and sample testers of cologne and sunglasses and deodorant and
jarsof peanuts. | hear somebody say, 'Foreigners, they get worse dl thetime,' and then | see
Noman has pushed his way through the line-up at the checkout counter and is heading for the
exit when one of Honest Ed's guards grabs him from behind and stops him deed.

'What do you think you're doing? he says.
'I'm after him. The short fat little man with the brown suit and the little dog.’

‘No dogs in here," he says. 'Y ou're seeing things.' Then he takes usinto the main office where we
find out we have to pay for everything that got broken, and because | am big hearted and very
stupid and because | know Noman doesn't have much money, | pay for it mysdf.

When we get outside people are walking around in the rain with their plagtic icons and thelr
umbrdlas like old black halos. | was depressed, | hated them dl, screw them dl. Being with
Noman makes you more done that you've ever been because everything bounces off of him, and
you yoursdf bounce off of him like hésamirror and al he's there for is to throw you back on
yoursdf. He can do anything he wants, he isn't the one who suffers. When you're with him you're
on your own. He gets off scot free and leaves your brain looking like the first floor of Honest
Ed's. 'l hope you drown in the goddamn lake,' | says. 'I'll pay you back,' he says. We start to walk
away. That placeislike the past,’ he says, 'full of crazies, crammed with a cast of thousands." 'It's
becauseit'sfull of foreigners,' | says. 'If they were dl Kanadiansin thereit'd be different.’ Then

he says something funny, he says, 'Do you know why Kanadians are so friendly and shy and
polite, so afraid to step over each other? It's because they're the londliest people in the world.

| bought two bags of nuts from the nut vendor. Then | tried to convince him that the short fat
little man he saw might have been Angelo Lucifori who owns a vegetable store a block or so
away, S0 | took him there and pointed to Angelo and asked him if this was the guy he was
running after. He says of course not, and anyway he didn't have adog. 'l told you | was looking
for "the king," says Noman, 'and you were no help, Jube, no help a dl.' | noticed that he had
darted to say, 'theking' like | did - somehow it made more sense that way. Then he saysthe
damndest thing, he says, 'Jube, | can see you're not interested in dternative redlities. | said No,
and | didn't like modern art either. Then we bought fruit from Angelo and Ift.

There were other horrible times like the time he dragged me down to the midway at the
Exhibition and we stood gawking a the magicians and snake-dancers and the escape artist whose
whole body was this mass of gleaming chains, and everything was red and yellow, even the

music was red and yellow, and the smell of sweat and mustard and candy floss made you redl.
And there wasthiskid - this| couldn't understand - this kid who kept following us around, a
weird little brat who was there every time you turned around, who was there on top of the ferris
whed waving hisarms like crazy and laughing. And he was there again when we went up to
CasaLoma, his head popping out from behind the huge stones. He started screaming at Noman
and cdling him names even | hadn't heard and then Noman went after him round and round the
wallsand | stood there watching them both and wondering if anything would ever be sane and
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normd again. If he wasn't chasing the king, he was chasing the kid - or was the kid chasing him?
- and asfar as| know, nobody ever caught up with anybody.

He had me following him al over the city looking for the king in subway stations and restaurants
and even ameeting of amysticd society. WHO ISTHE BEAST? said the Sgn. LET NOTHING
PREVENT YOU FROM HEARING THIS DARING DISCLOSURE. He even dragged me to the goddamn
Tom Thomson Hall and swore that the firgt violinist in the orchestrawas actudly the king,

daring a his bow like he hated it, then drawing it over astring to make this note that al the other
violins copied until the whole place was a solid wal of A Mgor. Then the sound went soaring up
to the gods, dragging us up with it like we were puppets on gtrings, and | waited for the sSlence to
come S0 | could cough into it like cagting atone into a pool and making rings around it, only
this made rings of sound and everybody el se coughed too so the place became one big lung.
Then the music started and halfway through Noman says, I hate this stupid concert and I'm
getting out." "This concert ginks," | says, and we pushed our way through the fur coats and the
kneesinto the aide. 'Excuse us, but the firgt violinist is aominably off key,' says Noman to
everyone. And outside he saysto me, 'Do you know that violinists eventually go mad? It'sfrom
hearing the vibrations on the E dring year after year. | mysdf am avidlinist.

Naturdly. What else.

Y ou're wondering why | put up with al this. Sure, | wanted to escape from him, but when he's

not amirror he's aBlack Hole. His mind is a Black Hole and nothing escapes a Black Hole, not

even light. The gravity inside is so strong that no known form of energy can break itsgrip. It'sa
one way trap in time and space. That'swhat | read somewhere. So | wasinsde hismind, a
prisoner. | was walking around insde his brain, able to get sgnas from the outside, but unable to
send any out. Once | screamed into the black plastic ear of the telephone that | was fed up with
everything, and there was jugt this clicking silence like our phones were conversing in gatic. |
screamed and screamed and there was this clicking silence, clicking dlence. Findly | heard his

voice, very soft like dways. Y ou see, Jube? For dl you know | may not be here at dl. How do

you know I'm here? Maybe you invented me, maybe | never existed.’

'| hate your guts' | said. Take your violin and your dternative redities and your circular time
and duff them.'

But we kept looking for the king. According to Noman, he was everywhere, which meant we
only had to isolate one ‘frame of him and freeze it, whatever that meant. Noman said his face
would ease into the edge of hisvision like the Sde of a ship. But he was aways one step ahead
of us, whether it was on the stairs to the top of the Tower, or behind the glass case which
dislayed Marilyn Bell's goggles in the Sports Hall of Fame.

‘Ligten,' | said to him, ‘don't you do magic? Kdi told me once that you do magic. Why don't you
just make this guy appear and get it over with?

And he says, 'Sometimes the magic iswith me and sometimesiit isn't. Sometimes I'mjust the
witness!
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Chrigt.

Findly | couldn't stand it any longer, | could fed mysdf coming unglued. | told Noman to get
logt and | came back home. Now there's this awful londliness and thislonging for something |
can't name. I'm unsdtisfied al the time. Cats and bees are satisfied, so are telephone poles. Why
do I want answers when | don't even have the questions? I'm going downhill, | don't enjoy
anything anymore, | can't even smoke because he said smoking is a pastime of fools, you try to
punctuate redity, to make something happen. So | bought an old typewriter and now I'm writing
thisdl down. Can you imagine - when | started to type the goddamn thing started to throw the
aphabet back a me one letter at atime, starting with A, which popped out in my face the very
firgt day. | had to have the thing repaired three times.

| have this horrible cold in my chest and | can't breathe right. Omph says I'm not paying any
attention to her. ‘Remember the times when we were so close we could catch each other's colds
just by taking on the phone," she says. 'Remember what he told us once, how our faces were
mede of many caircles, faces that had known much laughter. Wel I'm not laughing much these
days. Everything's screwed up and | can't concentrate. Time is al distorted, the dates on the
caendar from Honest Ed's don't make sense. The bees are dl acting very strangely and some of
the little bastards have started to sting which they didn't do before, like they're dl losing their
minds too, al ten thousand of them. And the last time | went back into the city it was awful, cars
crashing out of the night like fiends out of Hell. And then when | got into this cab the driver
straight away turned around and smiled at me and says 'It's no good, Jube, I'm everywhere.'

Everybody's haunting everybody else, that's what he said.

So my brain'sin this place where what's real and what's not real meet or don't meet depending on
how you look at it - where things arent clearly defined and one thing just sort of oozes into
another. Some things I'm not sure are red memories, like thetime | thought | saw Noman
chasing someone round and round those high corridorsin Sunnyside Baths, and it was a short fat
little guy in abrown suit dl right, it was no ghost because | saw it, or did I.

Listen, Noman - the summer's dmost here again and it'll soon be August. | don't redly want you
to drown out there in the lake so | wish you good luck and so does Omph, who isworried about
you dl the time. Remember, | knew you weren't dead before, | knew it al dong. I'm onto you
now, you enjoy faking your death, so | won't believeit if | hear you're dead again, you got that?
And that's the end of it. When you swim the lake and come out with everybody clapping and
cheering I'll come and meet you with a bottle of wine. Well drink ourselves slly and toast each
other in 23 languages and youll tel me once and for al who you redly are and where you come
from and what your real name s, for you do have ared name don't you, my inddlible friend...?
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An Evening with
Grey Owl

Kdi read from the works of an obscure Kanadian poet:

Thereis no chart of his movement through the borrowed
forest,

A place so alien that all he could do with it
was pretend it was his own

And turn himself into an Indian, savage and lean,

A hunter of the forest's excellent green secret.

For all his movement through the forest was

In search of himself, in search of Archie Belaney,
a lone predator in London

Telling the very king: | come in peace, brother,

The princess thinking how alien he was, how fine.

Stranger and stranger to return to the forest

With the beaver all laughing at him, baring
their crazy orange teeth

And the savage secret - if there ever was one -

Never revealed to him. Stranger and stranger to return to

The femal e forest, the fickle wind erasing his tracks,
The receding beeline, and the snowbanks moving and
moving.

(Anahareo fed the fire with sweet smeling branches. It was the end of summer and loons cried

out over the dark lake.
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They spoke of how the first man in the world had emerged from the water covered with shining
scaes which later fell off, leaving only the vestiges which were toenails and fingernals.

They spoke of how the Indians had no opposite of God, how good and evil were not separate
forces, but two aspects of one spirit, one redlity. He liked that.

They sought themsalves in each other's eyeslike dl the world's lovers since the beginning of

time. But they couldn't discover their historiesin one ancther, for when she looked into his eyes
she saw only the logt lands of her fathers, and in her eyes he saw the desolate country which was
his soul. He dlamed that only the natives had a memory, that the white man suffered from a
permanent amnesia brought about by hisfirgt glimpse of vast and horrifying expanses of snow.
She did not know that he was spesking of himsdlf, nor did she know that he was jedlous of her;
he could see them out on the lake - her ancestors - rippling over the water in their delicate
ghostly canoes dl slver around the edges. He wanted to claim these ancestors for his own. He
sad that the white man was dways trying to sted the Indian's myths. Wasnt it enough thet he
could gtedl their names?

When he looked insde himsdlf, he discovered an imposter.)

We want to pretend that you are our ancestors -

you who are called
Wolf in the Water, Blue Flash of Lightning, Heaven Fire,
Black Seep -

You who have no devil, no opposite of Manitou.

You who are hiding behind your names, behind
closed doors of thunder

And will not let usin.

(Backlit by blue lightning, the silhouette of the wolf
drinks the midnight river; fire from heaven

Falls on our sleep and invents morning; the air is thick
with feathers from surreal birds.)

You who never knew the evil in us, you who have
no opposite of Manitou,
Come out from behind the thunder and embrace us -
All we long to become, all we have never known of ourselves.

Before you are gone from our eyes forever -

(you who are certainly not our ancestors)
Teach us our names, the names of our cities.
No one ever welcomed us when we came to this land.

(Archie Bdaney thought of winter. 'Surely thisis the most silent country on the face of the
globe' he said. 'Silent as death except for the booming of the ice on the big lake." He looked into
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the darkness and added, 'l must write that down.'

Anahareo put more branches on the fire, Anahareo who was dark and beautiful, Anahareo who
had taught him to love the animals.

The spoke of how at puberty Indian boys would enter the manitou world by fasting, and how this
journey inward was ajourney into the rea world, not away fromit. In dreams they would
discover their persona manitou, their protector, and an elder might discover aboy's secret name
in one of hisown dreams, in the mighty redlity of the spirit world. Some might cdl thisthe
unconscious, but in truth it was the kingdom of consciousness. Within the tree was the Tree,
within the world, the World.

Grey Owl prayed for hisimmorta soul.)

So | must stand away from the stone to enter the stone,

To dream the idea of the stone, the stone which is all stones,
the first and final stone,

Its source being, its manitou.

Asin puberty | dreamed my lifelong protector, who
showed me

How to navigate impossible rivers, who made me as the
world's
first person, breathing

Fire and poetry.

The strangers who divided the world into good and evil
were wrong.

The Great Lynx Misshipeshu who dwells beneath ambivalent
water
is both benevolent

Lord, and devil.

And | am becomethe powerful dreamer who dreams his way
through

To reality, to enter and ignite the stone, to illumine
fromwithin

Its perfect paradox, its name.

Kai got up and kicked dirt over the ashes of thefire. Thiswas their last night of camping out at
Algonquin Park.

'l had this bizarre dream,” Noman said. ‘I dreamed that a band of Indians broke into my room and
took al my possessons - my books, my clothes, my toaster, everything. And when | asked them
what they were doing they paraded down the street and said they were just taking back what was
theirs, nothing more.’
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It'stimeto go,' sad Kali.
'No more poetry? he asked deepily.

'No," she said. 'Another time I'll read to you from the book Anahareo wrote about her life with
Grey Owl. She says, "When, findly, | was convinced that Archie was English, | had the awful
feding that for al those years | had been married to aghost - that Archie never redly existed.™

'How unfair of her,” Noman muttered. 'How awfully unfair. Of course he existed. As surely as
you or |. He was only looking for his soul, or for God, or whatever.'

Then he thought of winter and the white expanse of the lake, awhiteness so vadt it was dmost
claustrophic.

Now it was the end of summer and the loons were crying into the night. The dying fire
smoldered beneath its blanket of grey ashes, sending up occasiond smoke signas which he
could not decipher. He thought that there was nothing to worship in this country but the
megnificent indifference of Nature, its broken slences.

Y ou wak aong the lakeshore late at night and head eastward from Sunnyside Bathswhich isa
naked castle whose towers guard nothing but themsdves, or an Eastern pavilion filled with dark
musicians and dancers, along Sunnyside beach and the kids park with its paper dinosaurs and
green and purple monsters goating in the moonlight, down to the shore where you stoop and
find white pebbles dmogt as thin as communion wafers which you send skimming and skipping
across the black water asthe silver diver of the moon skims acrossthe sky. The lakeis
delicioudy, hdlishly cold and you think of the thousands of swimmers of times gone by who

shed their dlothes in the greet pavilion and shivering and ridiculous in their navy blue swimsuits
ran across the burning sands to the scathing water. Now the fervent voices of the summer people
carry dl the way down to High Park, from the rides at the amusement park, from the ghosts of
the ferriswhed and the roller coaster which lifted them shrieking and squealing to heaven.
Farther on isthe Palais Royale where the big bands played their brassy satin music and dancers
danced until they dropped, then the rowing club and the Masonic Temple of Rameses. All thison
the fringe, the shoreline of this most exotic of Kanadian cities.
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The tennis courts in the feeble moonlight looked like cages for invisble midnight animds, or
ghostly arenas, or boards on which laser-lit figures might play three-dimensond chess gamesin
afuturigic film. Noman and Kdi took up their pogtions on one of them and brought out
flourescent lime greentennis bals. There was no net, so their eyes had to draw the necessary line
across the court. The secret mouths of the trees dl around them spread the rumours and gossip of
the night. The playerslooked a each other over theimaginary net and laughed and began to
exchange the crazy glowing balls which became comets and asteroids dizzily splocked through
pace, sent spinning on impaossible missions throughout the galaxies. They were one with the
night and the wicked trees and the soft ligp of the lake asit articulated something which lay & the
edge of their understanding. They played their midnight game with no one keeping score and
therefore no one winning.

The past was a place of games played with deadly earnest, the terrible arena of childhood. He
was very young and he smelled of melting running shoes and schoolyard dust and warm apples
and peanut butter sandwiches. The girls a noon bounced hard rubber balls under their knees or
flung them rhythmically a the school wall, chanting in girl language: ordinary, moving, left foot,
right foot, curtsies, salutsies, turnsies. The boys watched them, fascinated and bewildered and
afrad. Apples, peaches, pearsand plums! the girls screamed as they flung themsdvesin greet
suicidd legpsinto the whirling maw of their skipping ropes. Tell me when your birthday comes!
And dancing in the frenzied centre they called out the names of the months of the year - this
year, ay year: 'JANuary, FEBruary... until the schoolyard was awhirling circling planet of
tastes and smells and colours and sounds erupting into chaos like the first dream of hislifein
which the sky broke up into ajigsaw of faces and figures and mythical animas and then it dl fell
down.

The boys played their urgent gamesin another part of the yard, shouting out the latest
obscenities, testing newly discovered words which were packed with forbidden knowledge, the
beautiful foul language of their bodies. 'Frere Jacques!' they screamed. 'Sonny lay Matinal' And
later, donein their beds, the foam of their dreams, sweet sperm of the night, the glorious vulgar
gyllables of youth spewed forth, unchecked.

And the past was a place of pools where he svam every day in summer, a place caled the
Minera Baths behind the old Roma A partments between Quebec and Gothic avenues. The
Minnies, it was cdled, and it had two pools - one an ordinary pool into which astounding divers
flung themsealves, often backwards, from impossible heights, and another pool which for some
reason was darker and colder, the water freezing and black, where hardly anyone svam. Hed
float in this one on his back and gaze at the big Victorian house on the hill, and wonder what
country hewasin. Helay there burning with cold, orgasmic cold, in August, and later he would
dowly walk away eating ice cream and shivering and blazing with addicious londly joy.

The past was the secret and mysterious city, the city within the city, the city of the dleyways and
swvimming pools and the city of the lakeshore. And the lake, which cared nothing for time, would
often cast up strange relics of the future, as well as the past, upon its shores.

A solitary figure moved aong the beach behind the talking trees, waking barefoot in the sand
and avoiding the dead fish and plastic cups, the condoms and bottles and weird debris of the
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night. He was a midnight swimmer, and he walked to the tennis court which was bathed in lunar
light and stood there for along time, staring at the phantom players. Both of them were familiar
to him; one of them was himsdif.

Noman was acutely aware that someone was watching them. 'Suddenly | don't like this place,' he
told Kali. And there the game ended. He pulled her away from the tennis court and the
inscrutable indifferent lake winking and glittering in the distance, the quicksiver water, the
dinosaurs and saxophones and ghostly dancers.

Footprints on
the Ceiling

| am lbrahim who writes.

Of course | should have known from the beginning that he was not like other men. But what
could have prepared me for the events | was to witness? | shall never forget that night, the white
sorm, and him just lying there breathing, breething. But let me step backwardsin time.

When he appeared as he did at the costume party on Halloween, | considered it to be avery bad
joke. He had shrouded his person in white bedsheets and fashioned a burnoose out of agold
curtain cord. "Y ou can only kill me with a golden bullet, 1brahim!* he laughed. Thisisnot a
costume!’ To me, an Arab! He wandered around the room looking as though everyone e'se was
dressed up, not him, and we were dl therefore extremely foolish. 'Lawrence of Kanada, |
presume? someone said in an attempt to deflate him. But he merdly touched his forehead, his
chest, then brushed the floor with the back of his hand and whispered a gracious Salaam. Tiny
hailstones drummed againgt the windowpane and the sky was the violet and green of an autumn
evening. The smdl of winter wasin theair.

At that party | listened to many jokeswhich | didn't understand at al, and till don't, although

they were explained to me many times. (When Kanadians are not joking, they are saying 'Excuse
me." | do not know what it is they wish to be excused for, but it seemsto be something very
important.) One very incomprehensible jokeis about, | think, a Polish man who livesin
Newfoundland. It ssemsthat if you hand him a card which says FOR THE THRILL OF YOUR
LIFE TURN THISOVER, and he turnsit over and on the other side it says the same thing, then
he will proceed to turn the card over and over infinitely, or until someone restrains him. It
obvioudy means that he has not comprehended the card. | on the other hand, do not comprehend
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thejoke. And so it is. (I mean only to suggest that for me the English language and its humour is
anightmare. | recdl the horror | felt when [ first took certain words and phrases literaly. A
person was fired from hisjob, and | had visons of some great furnace receiving him; the violent
Bible prodaming 'Suffer, the little children to come unto me." People laughing when | applied
for ajob, saying 'l lust after this pogtion.”)

But I'm being tangentid. Let metell you how | came to meet this strange being called Noman.
He rented aroom on the top floor of the rooming house where | lived, so we bumped together
frequently. (His favourite word was sideways, | learned. Winter comesin Sdeways, and soon.) |
thought | understood him better than anyone in the world; | looked and saw the losthessin his
eyes. However, it was massvely evident that he didn't understand me at dl. Once we met in the
supermarket and talked about women. | learned that he knew absolutely nothing about women,
and | - for | have been in and out of women since | was thirteen - tried to teach him afew things.

| recall | was loaded down with cans of chick peas and ears of corn, and | was thinking to mysdlf,
| shall diein this crazy country. | shall die without ever having been born. Noman joined me and
asked if | wassick. 'No,' | said, 'but my soul isrotting here in thisforeign land. My spirit hasthe
meades. | shdl die. Unknown and despised. My verses unpublished. | hate this country. We
walked together down the aides and gathered tins of sardines and pimentoes. Then we stopped a
the fruit counter and | picked up alemon and looked at it with disgust. They cal thisalemon,’ |
sad. Thisisnot alemon, thisisajoke. At home | used to go out every morning and pick a
sngle lemon from the tree outsde my door. Think of it. Then look at this" And at the meet
counter | stopped in dismay and cried, 'Look at al thisfood! In my village when | was five years
old I used to come home from schoal for lunch, and do you know what lunch was? It was my
mother's milk! Look at this wedlth, this decadence. Thisisthe corruption of dl capitalist
countries!’

'Y ou hate this country but you stay," Noman said. 'Y ou stay here, in the dark mysterious West.'
He was smiling, but not smiling, and he had a strange way of looking just beyond my shoulder,
50 | had to shift my position continuoudy to try to place mysdf in theline of his gaze.

'| stay to make money!" | protested. 'In my villagein Syriaismy sster Lellawho issck. | send
ten dollar billsin dl my letters. | have acousin in Jordan who has a place caled The Holyland
Buffet, just outside of Bethlehem. | wrote and told him how much money you can make here and
now he wantsto come.’

We made our way to the frozen food counter, and it was there that | felt compelled, for reasons
which | cannot explain, to tell Noman the absolute truth about myself. 'Look,' | confessed,
bending over the Highliner fillets. 'l left my village and came here because for three years | was
screwing my best friend's wife!

In the distance was the ring of a cash register. Noman said, 'Let's get out of here,' and we headed
for the front of the store. | gathered more vegetables and at the counter | held out tomatoes and
cauliflowers and two gleaming bluishblack eggplants. ‘Do you know what the Arabs cdl these?

| asked Noman. "Satan's balls." Some people ahead of us turned around and stared.
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‘Do you want to know the truth? | heard myself saying, because somehow Noman, by saying
nothing, was forcing me to spesk, and | was afraid of histerrible, doquent slence. Thetruthis|
can't go back. If my friend ever found out about his wife and me, he might kill us both.'

Sill there was the Slence.

I'm sorry if you don't understand,’ | said. 'East confronts West. One Wintario ticket please, |
asked the cashier.

Outsde in the street it was clear and cold, as his face with its fine sharp festures was clear and
cold. 'Look,' I ingsted, athough he had till not said another word to me, ‘in my country we are
civilized. | am amodern Arab, | have no preudices against women. | am betrothed to a girl from
my village- Y aamin. When | have enough money I'll bring her here and well marry. She writes
me two times a day. Once she asked meif it isthe law in Kanada that you have to bein loveto
get married. Consider such innocence!

| found myself running on and on in agreat hurry to tel him everything, even though he showed
not the dightest interest in my words.

‘Sheis pure virgin, like the wool. She will not go with every man she sees like the women in this
country. And she is not like one of those rich University girls in Damascus who go with men
before they are married and then go to a doctor to get themselves sawn up before their wedding
night, ah no."

We stood at an intersection and | thought that the lights would never change from red to green
and that we would stand at that horrible corner forever. At last he spoke.

'Here you are, 1brahim, lost in time, frozen somewhere in the seventh century, waiting for the
lights to change. Can you see yourself? Obsessed with virginity, for God's sake!’

He blithely stepped off the kerb in the middle of the red light. | followed him. Severd cars
screeched to ahat and | swore at them in pungent Arabic. On the other side of theroad | turned
to him. Our eyes were flashing.

"The point isthat life must be full of mystery, and women must be full of secrets. That's what
makes them so spiceful. Even if Yasmin tricked me, | would never find out, o the mystery
would till bethere. | don't understand why thisis not obvious to you.'

A large black dog rushed out from behind a tree and stood in front of me, barking at some

obscure wrong. ‘Do you know how to cadm amad dog? Noman said. 'Look at it directly between

the eyes. Like this' he demonstrated, bending over and fixing the satanic anima's forehead with
aterrible stare. The dog turned away. A chill October wind rustled through the grocery bags and
whispered through the ears of corn.

‘Listen, | must tel you something, something that may distressyou,’ | said. 'It's about your lady
friend Kdli. She entertains men alone.’
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| then proceeded to inform him that two nights before | happened to be in the area of her house
after work, and | called in to say Hello, after which she invited mein for acup of coffee. | was
hurt and horrified when Noman laughed out loud a my words.

'Y ou Kanadian men arefoold' | cried. 'What kind of woman invites aman into her house when
sheis adone? Anyone can see what that means!'

It means she saw that you were lonely and wanted company,” Noman said.

'She entertained me alone - me, your friend! That means she will do it with others, that means
there's no telling what she might do. | wastesting her, for your sake, because you are afool and |
am your friend." | proceeded gtiffly down the road, confronting the wind which was growing
chillier each moment. | fdlt as though the whole world was offending me. ‘Look Ibrahim, we're
friendd" he laughed, opening the door of the rooming house ahead of me.

'‘Are we indeed? | said sadly.

The halway was dark with the particular sort of brown darkness | have found to be peculiar to
rooming houses. | invited Noman to my room to share black olives and cheese and bread with
me. | told him of how when | first came to Kanada | worked in afactory making parts for bombs
which | later learned were sent to Isradl. Only in this crazy country could such aterrible thing
happen to me. | |€&ft the factory and did odd welding jobs and wrote my dedlicate poetry in Arabic
by the light of the forty watt bulb that lit my room by night.

A voice which was both torment and enchantment enveloped us when | switched on theradio to
the Arabic program | listened to continudly. ‘Fairouz,' | told him. 'Fairouz the perfect, the
unattainable. Sheisnot asinger but a goddess. At the sound of her voice men weep, make love,
go towar. It is not her fault that sheisa Christian and a L ebanese!

Noman smiled. | was becoming afraid of hissmile, asindeed | was afraid of him. His smile was
not crud, or sarcadtic, or cunning; it was quiet and perfectly till and perfectly contained, like a
pool of dark water.

'Do you know any women in this city? | asked.

'Only one, redly, he said. 'Kdli. Y ou know her.’

'Can | have her? | asked.

'l redly don't think so0.'

'‘Can | borrow her for awhile?

'l redly don't think so0.'
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'lssheyours?
'I'm not sure!’

'S0. She plays with you. | can handle that, that's right up my deeve, or my dley. Whatever.
English is such ameagre language,’ | said. He asked about my poetry. | said that | was studying
the Revolution for the third time, and my poetry was about palitics and women. And of course
desath, because if you are writing about politics and women you are also writing about deeth. 'But
tell me where the women arein this city,' | pleaded. 'The ones who do it. Have you ever done it
with two women at once? No? Neither havel, but | haveit al worked out in my head.’

The voice of the immorta OmKasoum came over the radio, and | told him how she used to
broadcast songs from Cairo that went on for hours and hours, and that millions of Arabsin
different countries would smoke hashish and listen dl night as her music ddivered them to
paradise. 'For you who do not understand, the music is an interminable wailing,' | said. 'But for
usitisthe eterna voice of the eternd East.’

'What makes you think | do not understand? he asked.

The music surrounded and seduced us, and the voices of the deadly angels who lead men into
love and war and death held us captive as the night wore on. We were absolutely stoned,
athough we had smoked nothing. | remember that on my bedtable was a little ornament of clear
plagtic with a picture of Niagara Falsingde, and when | turned it upside-down fake snow fell on
the upside-down Fdls. It seemed to me to be the most significant and profound thing in the
world, and | gazed &t it in wonder. 'Remember,’ | said to Noman, ‘that you are afool. A fool and
aKanadian.' Then | set the piece right side up and more snow swirled around the great gorge.
‘But afriend.’

At three in the morning he went upgtairs and left me pounding chick pesasinto tahini paste and
dashing dlive ail and lemon juice and garlic into the mixture which would become the divine and
indescribable humus on which the Arabs and most of our enemies fed. The last thing he said to
me was. 'lbrahim, my fine mad Arab friend, standing there lost among the voluptuous
cauliflowers and tomatoes and satanic eggplants, tears rolling out of your marvellous grest
mournful eyes - you have just showed me that perhaps there is someone in this country who is
more foreign than me!'

Something shone from his eyes, something that made him different from everyone. But when did

| suspect that he was dmost - how shdl | say it - adifferent order of man, another species?
When winter came, and we walked through the cold December streets, he would often stop dead
in his shoes and stare off into gpace and dissolve right before my eyes. | do not spesk literdly,
you undergtand. Once, in amoment of quiet frenzy, he attacked a large snowbank with his hands
and demoalished it, convinced that there was some 'king' hiding benegth it - but there was nothing
benegath it, nothing. It seems he hed a fantasy about this king because he had been lost and
severely injured in a place cdled Kingsmere, the king's own forest. | understood thisto be some
sort of Kanadian fairy tale,
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Another time he urged me to accompany him to the art gdlery, and drew my attention to
something an artist caled William Blake had written: You can see what | see if you so choose.
'But people choose not to see,' he said, 'for to see means to confront one's own mortality, and it is
too hideous, too beautiful. They are terrified and suspicious of anything that speaks of the spirit;
art speaks of the spirit, o they laugh and belittle it out of embarrassment and fear.’

‘A Western fear!" | cried. 'Y ou know nothing of death and therefore nothing of life! | come from
afiery people, atragic people, a people who live in pictures of black and white, not grey like you
North Americans. We love and weep and kill and get killed and sing and dance and overthrow
our governments. Can you understand this? And this man Blake paints angdls!

Noman looked a me and his eyes for one moment were black as obsidian. | confessed that | had
rather jumped overboard with my words. ‘I must stop this" | said. ‘| must forget who | am. | must
lose mysdf to find mysdf. Then | will write better poetry. | must merge with people, cohabit and
amagamate. | must forget the Old World atogether. Down with the past; up with the future!’

He amiled.

But then, afew days later, | received news of my best friend Ali's desth in Lebanon. | shrank
back into mysdlf, | wished only to be alone and dishand. | took refugein akind of calculated
insanity; | Sarted painting portraits on grains of rice - afeat so difficult it dmost abolished me. |
listened to the radio deep into the night, the musty news of logt worlds, the stinky news of deeth.
| was going howhere and would never go anywhere again. | would die herein this crazy country.
Old suitcasesfilled my closet, suitcases | had dragged through the teeming streets of Damascus
and Cairo and West Berlin, heavy as memory, sorrowful as memory, full of trinkets and old
clothes and failed poems. | would carry my brain's old luggage through the awful streets of my
life forever.

Noman came down to my room one night and gazed at me with his disorienting eyes. Y ou look
terrible, he said, and | jumped to my own defense.

"Y ou think | am morose and mournful? | cried. 'My people are amournful people. And
desperate, the soul and the body desperate. One of my childhood friends went into the back yard
one day and fucked a chicken. The chicken died of course, and he mourned it forever. You smile.
Can you understand this? Can you understand horror? Can you understand the cripple-makersin
Egypt who take beggars and break their legs or blind them to make them more pitiable? Can you
understand Lebanon?

Noman looked a me huddled over my table with a strong desk lamp at one sSide and the
meagnifying glass squinched in my eye. 'lbrahim, what are you doing? he asked.

| looked up and the lensfell away from my eye. He said that my eyes looked large and liquid,

like the sad, wise old eyes of babies, and that | was staring a him with the bright stare of the
convert who has left the world far behind.
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'Since you ask me | will tell you.' | regarded him with infinite patience and weariness. 'l am
painting. Yes, | am painting a portrait of Castro on agrain of rice’

Noman went upstairs and got a bottle of brandy. When he came back down | was till a work,
the angle-haired brush in hand and the row of tiny paint pots a my e bow.

'Y esindeed, my friend. | intend to present it to him when | go to Cuba. He will be thrilled. Then

| intend to go on to bigger and better things. | might inscribe the history of the world on achick
pea, or possibly amap of the Northwest Territories on alittle pebble. | learned patience from the
life of Taha Husen, the Egyptian scholar whose mother rubbed some ointment into his eyesto
punish him for a childish misdeed and blinded him for life. He nevertheless memorized the

Koran when il achild. You smile a my hobby, but you will see. | read about aman in the
newspaper who's done more than four hundred portraits on grains of rice. | thought - why not
me? Thisisalarge and noble venture. What | am doing is miraculoudy and intensdly difficult.’ |
bent further over my work, but Noman's silence filled the room and exploded within my heed,
forcing the truth from me,

'Some of my people are fighting the Falangist dogs in Lebanon. My best friend has been killed. |
heard it yesterday. The dogs are backed by Isradl, as you probably know. It will never end, the
Druze will never let it end; they keep fighting and dying, and they don't care about dying because
they believein reincarnaion. And Ali, like dl good Modems, bdieved he would go sraight to
paradiseif he died in battle. | do not believe such lies. | told you about Ali. We were so close we
shared the same women, dthough he never knew. It was like we were doing it together, but
through her.’

'I'm very sorry,’ said Noman. 'But doesn't this mean you can go back, there's no danger now that
hell find out about you and his wife?

"Y ou kill me with those words!' | cried. 'Every time somebody looks at me | have the fedling
they're accusing me, asking themsdves "Why isn't he there fighting dongsde of his brothers?
Why does he stay here in this godforsaken country? Why is he dlive?' And | can't answer those
questions, not even to mysaif.’

"Y ou shouldn't be so hard on yoursdlf,” Noman told me. "We can't dl be fighters and heroes.’

‘True. I'm a poet and poetsjust talk.' | turned away. 'But we were so close he used to tell me his
dreams. Ali.'

Noman said, 'Just think - you could bail your liféswork away in ten minutes.

'Y ou laugh, you laugh. But if | succeeded in writing the entire Iliad on a strip of macaroni, would
you laugh then? Y ou'd probably cry because you're morose, like a potato, you're probably part
Irish. 1, an Arab, am aso morose, but it's a passionate moroseness, it's different. You Westerners,
with you | dways see gpathy in action. What | am doing now is stationary but dynamic, do you
see? Thetruthis| am lost.
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| concentrated on a part of Castro's beard and tried to forget Noman atogether, but this was
impossible, for he was bresthing very heavily and there was a terrible excitement in hisvoice as
he whispered the next words.

'Nothing dies,' he said.
| asked him what in the name of God he meant.
'‘Nothing dies. You'l see’

Then he went upstairsand | didn't hear from him for aday or two. | decided he was a madman. |
heaved and floundered in my grief. You're wrong Noman, | thought. | shall die herein this crazy
country. We all will.

| decided | had to drown my grief in awoman, but | hate the brazen women of the West who
play hard to get while they wak around with their nipples sticking out of T shirts which read My
Body Is Mine. These crud little cock-teasers, they can hide their passion and pretend not to be
aroused, but how can aman pretend when his own body betrays him with its spectacular display
of readiness?

| chose, then, adown to earth femae of German extraction who indicated her willingness to hit
the bed with me &fter our very first meeting. She had apricot-coloured talons, and wore pink-
tinted glasses and a collar around her neck made with fox - afox whose plastic head clipped onto
itsown tail, asif in this grotesque death the anima was forced to devour itsdf. She unclasped the
head of the dead fox and released its awful grip on its own body, then stripped and sat on the
edge of the bed.

'With me, she said, 'no foreplay is necessary, no time-consuming and frivolous diddling around.’
Then her muscular mouth began esting my ear and her tongue whirled around in wild circles

until I heard aroar of riversin my head. Her large face loomed above me like amoon. ‘Arabs;’
she breathed. 'l love Arabs. Scimitars, black horses, swirling robes. Dominance. Abraham, most
men are only after me for my mind, it's disgusting. I'm sick of women'slib, | want to be a sex
symbol!’

Bloody Western amazons, | thought, bloody Western whores. My body was betraying me with a
spectacular display of unreadiness. | told her | had an excruciating pain in my abdomen, the

result of an old wound | received in askirmish in Algeria. She was surprisingly nice about it.

That's dl right,’ she said. 'Some other time. Apply acat to the afflicted areg; that's an old

German remedy.’ Then she got dressed, picked up the inert collar and squeezed the dead jaw of
the fox open, flung the thing around her neck and clipped the head back onto thetail. She let
hersdf out into the night, leaving me flexing my teeth in frugtration.

| thought of the goddesses and the whores of the world, Lorcas blazing angd trailing wings of
rusty knives, my virgind Yasmin, and the breasty unquenchable creature who was my best
friend'swife. Blood, roses, milk, each with her undercurrent of unspeakable obscenity. | thought
of the women of the Eagt in their eternd black.
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'Death, woman is death,’ | told Noman that night. "Y ou grow up among alot of black crows with
white breasts and white skin; they make you dwell on death. White milk and black death and the
red blood in between which is agony, which islife. Women and blood and war and degth. Ali,
Al

And Noman gazed at a spot just beyond my shoulder with an expresson as fathomless asthe
sted grey waters of the winter lake beneath the sheets of ice that crowded the harbour.

He disappeared before Christmas - (Mithrasmas, he cdled it, the birthday of some savage ancient
god) - and agreat blizzard descended upon the city. The vishility outsde was dmos zero asthe
white demons of the wind shrieked and swirled like dervishes. It was as though the whole world
was turning in upon itself and choking out its own life. It was like a desert sandstorm, but the

sand was white.

The eve of Chrigmaswas aso my birthday, and | had a party to which only Kai came. Later
that night long after she had left | went up to Noman's room to see if he had returned, and in the
hdlway | heard a ghastly agonized wheezing as though someone were being strangled or sucked
into quicksand.

| went into his room and found him sitting on the end of the bed with his hands clutching the
mattress, his shoulders raised and his face drenched in swest. The horrible sound grew louder,
and each time he fought to gain afull breeth his chest and his shoulders heaved.

'White," he whispered, ‘everything white, the sky and the lake dl white, no division, no horizon...'

'What has happened to you? | pleaded, but he could say nothing coherent. He shivered and
sweated and struggled for air.

For some reason | thought of Ché in the mountains of Bolivia. When he had these terrible attacks
of breathlessness he would go on smoking his big cigars and talking to people, and when it got
too bad he went to bed and drank matte and read his way through the tortuous hours. But one
could dielikethis, I thought with terror, with everything going black before the eye, ablack

cloak lowered before the eyes. Was it not terrible to be drowning without water? And he was
drowning without water, he who was a swimmer.

| cdled for an ambulance, visudizing how the medica men in white would come and take him
away on awhite gretcher through the white blizzard and give him adrendin and an oxygen

masK. | did not try to spesk to him for | had read somewhere that S0 perverse were such attacks
that the more one tries to reason with the afflicted and call them into consciousness, the more
acute they become. The whole being must work, must concentrate on achieving the next breath,
as oxygen fights its way through bronchid tubes which are being condtricted and strangled by
uncontrollable muscular gpasms. And Noman was working, fighting.

Through dl of this there was thunder, thunder in winter, which | thought to be very portentious
and foreboding.
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'Death is not black, Ibrahim, it is white," he whispered.

And then - my heart cringeswhen | tdll it - then he fdll back on the bed and closed his eyes and
began to speak loudly and clearly in avoice that was not his own, avoice | knew aswel asmy
own, the voice of Ali.

In pure, faultless Arabic the voice of my dead friend poured forth from Noman's mouth. It
greeted me with warmth and love, it told me | must fed no pain or guilt for the mistakes of the
pag, it absolved me of dl my sns. 'Ali!" | cried, and flung myself across the bed. But the voice
had ceased, and the body beneath me was motionless.

Two ambulance attendants entered the room. One pulled me away and the other leaned over
Noman and touched hiswrigt, his neck.

Thisman's dead,' he said.

He began asking me questions, and the other took down notes. In my shock and horror | do not
know how | managed to speak. | told them | thought it was a violent asthma attack, but | could
not be sure. They said | would have to accompany them and the body to the hospita for
certification of death, and that | would have to fill out forms and give information about the dead
man's next of kin, and so on.

'HisnameisNoman,' | said. That'sdl | know.'

My heart was heavy as they brought the stretcher to the bed. But when they started to move him,
one of them gave alittle cry and stepped back in darm.

"This man's not dead,' he said.
Noman's eyes were open and he was lying there breathing, breathing.

| was s0 happy and angry | wanted to nail him to the floor and dance on his somach. He gained
strength and began to tell me of his ordeal. He had no memory whatsoever of the last phase of i,
which convinced me that it was indeed Ali himself who had spoken through him.

‘It isas though the gorm outside isaso indde, he said. "And through awall of white the angel of
death comes crashing; its spectacular white wings are white fire searing along your ribs. The
white folds in around you, it has become dry ice which imprisons you. Thereis no exit for the
body or the soul. Then it begins, the stone on the chest and the fear, and the stone growing into a
concrete dab, your tombstone, and you know what is happening and you can do nothing. The
wind outside, God screaming at you, and you are trgpped in the cave of your own lungs, and you
gt upright pulling your chest up and down and praying breathe, breathe, and each breathisa
miracle, an impossibility. Y ou want to weep but the effort would kill you, o you pray and work.
Y our soul goes screaming through tunnels of white mucous and dime, horrible corridors, and the
pain of the breasthing makes each bregth and each exhdation a small desth. Somehow it is even

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com

59



NOMAN’'SLAND

harder getting the air out than in. Y our lungs try to burst open in an incandescent cloud of white
effluvia, the whole world is enveloped in a sac of ghostly phlegm, an afterbirth.’

Then his voice dropped and he spoke more to himself than to me.

'But there's something ese,’ he said, 'ingde the storm, inside the white, the thrilling cerire, the
core of absolute quigt, it'sthisthat | must reach..."

He looked out the window to the lake which lay benegth the white sheet of the blizzard and
which | visudized now as a huge organ, alung, dark and diseased.

"It will be degth for you,' | said, ‘this swim you plan to make this summer. No one in your
condition should attempt such athing.’ (My God, | thought, I'm saying thisto a man who has
dready died!) 'It's the kind of monstrous idea that this crazy country gives birth to. Like those
madmen who walk on tightropes over Niagara Fdls or fling themsdlves over the edge in barrels.
A northern madness, a madness born of desperation and anemia. | despair of you.'

"You may think | am crazy, he sad camly, 'but | am actudly the only sane man here!’

"Y ou will throw yoursdf into the lake this summer and drown, and you're the only sane man
here!l' | screamed. 'Y ou want to be a famous swimmer like Barbara Ann Scott or Victor Bauman
or Sandy Nikolas who isfamousin my country because in 1975 she siwvam from Jabbul to
Latakia. Y ou want to die? Well, go ahead and di€! It is probably written that you shall meet your
end thus!'

'My end,” he mused. 'I've died so many times | can't remember. I'm aways dying, so for me there
isno red degath.

‘But ill | possess the Terrible Knowledge; | live with death. Most people don't know that they
will dieat dl. | have embraced my desth and madeit part of my living; inasense my lifeis
nothing but the knowledge of my end. | know | will die; thus| am reborn.’

And on that outrageous and mad remark he smiled with such a brilliant delight that | was
darmed, and thought that he was perhaps till feverish from his orded.

‘Now | confess | don't understand you &t dl, my friend, and | never have.' | sad. 'Isit | whoam
deed, and is this the afterlife?

'Where then are the beautiful houris?' he laughed. Then this most baffling of men put an am
around my shoulder and said. 'Look, the past is a clamour of voices, the Old World wailsin your
heed like the songs of those sngers you listen to. Y ou must find your way into the New World.'
‘But | thought | was in the New World!" | cried.

"Then you must go home, he said, adding softly, 'l can't.’
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'Home isadream, homeisapicture | carry in my walet, homeis an old woman in black clothes.
When Ali died my country died in my head. Now thereis only themusic.' | found mysdlf
weeping with the truth and the shame of my words. | would write to my betrothed, the beautiful
Yaamin, and tdll her to live her life without me. | would remain here in Noman's land with my
despair and my loneliness and my slly hobbies. | would remain wherever Noman was, for he
wasdl | had left of Ali, and dl | had Ieft of mysdf.

| lied before when | said Noman did not understand me, for it is obvious that it isindeed | who
have not understood him. | shall never know him, for he is not like other men. His mind works -
how shdl | say it?- sideways. He thrives on paradox. Explain me this man. He bade me
goodnight by touching his forehead, his chest, then brushing the floor with the back of his hand
and whispering agracious Salaam.

Now | shal never forget that night, the white storm, and him just lying there bregthing,
breething. Sometimesjust before | deep | fed ghosts dancing in my head. Lagt night as | lay in
bed awhite angd with wings of white fire and the face of Noman came into my room and crept
around everywhere, crept up the walls like a bat and upside down dong the celling, and down
again, then out the window where it became part of the white night winter sky.

The Mysterious
Hooded Man

On the Thursday before Christmas a great wind came from nowhere and sent people flying into
the streets and into each other, forcing some to crawl, utterly humbled, on hands and kneesto
find safe corners from the ungodly tempest. Telephone poles fell, thar lines humming with
cryptic infor- mation, no longer important if it ever was. Men and women otherwise afraid to
touch one ancther in the long hours at the office found themselves faling into one another's arms
to find strength in their combined weight. Some mumbled darkly about the Russians screwing up
the wegther again; others referred to the Russian satdllite which had recently fallen, amodern
Lucifer, onto Kanadian soil.

There were white-outs dl over the country; pedestrians and motorists moved through worlds of
snow with the bleached, bone-white vision of the dead. The storm, some said, held dl the terror
of awaking dream, its muffled and only partid redlity. Visons of bleached caribou, antlers
pointing skyward, pointing northward and westward, filled the wild eyes of children. White
dreams moved into Moose Jaw and Hin Fon; everyone forgot about colours.
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The wind was fearsome, and stuff was flying al aong King Street - bits of ancient birds or
pterodactyls, Sationery, afaded bra, ticker tape, Wintario Tickets, paper tigers, rubber cheques,
dentd floss- or 0 it al appeared to Noman. Office papers fluttered on tree branches - important
papers maybe: birth certificates, marriage licenses, records of being, dl impaled on the tree by
thewind, dl bizarre advertisements. The wind stripped everything and everyone of its identity,
and no man knew who he was or where he belonged.

Outsde of Loblaws afigure moved in the dark white street. 1t wore a golden hood with fishlike
ditsfor mouth and eyes and it stared & Noman for a very long time. Then the mysterious hooded
man made his way down King Street, leaning westward into the wind. Noman followed him
through the driving snow to Roncesvalles Avenue. He got colder and colder, and wondered if
winter meant only the weird anonymity attained by people wearing hoods. Even the chestnut
vendor from Naples was a triumph of disguise with his ear muffs and iced eyebrows and the old
coat made from a hun dred Italian rabbits which had died when Mussolini was till in power.

The mysterious hooded man turned |eft at a place where everyone was disappearing around
corners, muffled and mute, in pursuit of eusive persond higtories, lost in private visons of cold.
Winter was a country of phantoms, of shy, dusive ghodts.

The mysterious hooded man proceeded with alarming sureness of foot and presence of mind
across the bridge that spanned the ancient railway tracks and Lakeshore Boulevard, towards the
lake. Now and again he looked back to make sure he was till being followed. The white of the
snow in the air merged with the white of the shoreline, so when Noman got to the bottom of the
curved bridge there was no more horizon. The sky and the lake were one; it was awful.

'Hey you, hey you!" he cried. 'Ligten, | just want to ...

The mysterious hooded man turned to him and removed his golden hood and his coat to reved a
dark brown suit. At that moment asmal dog, berking hystericdly, ran dong the blurred
shoreline and joined him.

'S0," said King, ‘it seems that you have found me.’

'What do you have to tdl me? Noman asked, and the white clouds of their breath began to take
on the shapes of tiny animas. 'How do | survive here?

'By embracing the londliness, said King. 'Y ou dready have survived. And by being an explorer.
The exploration of this country hasn't ended; it never will. Each time you go further into the
interior, you find another country.’ Then he stepped onto an ice floe, neatly and carefully, as
though it were an escdator.

'Y ou cheat! Come back! What other country? Noman cried.
'l have not cheated you. | have given you something to look for. That's more than enough.

Goodbye." The ice floe moved away from shore. He put the golden hood back on and stood
holding the little dog, Straight and poised, noble and tragic, the captain of asinking ship.
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"Y ou've got to tell me more, you bastard!'

'Don't insult me, I'm old enough to be your father,’ said King, his words turning to crystals of ice
in the white air. ‘It will dl be clear to you,' he added as the ice floe moved farther away,
‘tomorrow at noon. Have patience. Time waits for Noman, remember. Just ajoke.’

Now thefigure glided straight out onto the ice and vanished dtogether. For dl Noman knew, he
might be proceeding in a southerly direction towards America. But if theice wasthin in certain
places, hedd be snking dowly, dowly, until the terrible waters lapped againgt his golden hood,
seeping into the dit of the mouth and the dit of the eyes. Then the hood and the person insde the
hood would dide dowly into the lake, dragging down their pasts, their birth certificates and
drivers licences and address books, their diplomas and calendars and secret dreams and diaries
and everything they ever owned down with them.

Thisfigure, this gold deeth had led him to the lake. Sooner or later everything led to the lake. He
would remember.

The Holyland Buffet

"The most amazing thing | saw in dl my travels' Kdi was saying, ‘was that streetcar in Cairo.'

'l thought you never travelled,’ said Ibrahim who was sitting across the table from her in anew
restaurant called Mythologica Foods. 'l know that when you get mad, you aways swear that
you're going to pack up and go to India. But you never go, so | assume you never travel.'

'Ah but | have, you know. | have been to two holy lands - Israel and Egypt. | have also been to
Greece, which isnot redlly aholy land. But to get back to that streetcar -

Tell me about Isradl,’ Ibrahim said. 'l want to comprehend the enemy.’

'On my first day there | took awalk aong the beach at Jaffa, which means The Beautiful. Some
boy about dleven or twelve came up and asked me the time - (everybody there asks you the time,
don't ask me why) - and when | told him he attacked me and threw me to the ground and started
punching me al over. We punched and kicked for awhile until he finally got bored and walked
away. | never knew what it was dl about, except that because | was wearing shorts | probably
offended him.’
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‘Bloody aggressive Igradlis,' Ibrahim said. That's adl they know, how to punch and kick their way
through the world. The boy was a Palestinian Arab,' Kali said. 'He thought | was an Isradli.

"Then the story is entirdly different,’ said Ibrahim. ‘It needs re-examining.’

The mythologica food arrived at their table and they dug in. 1brahim showed her how to eat a
dish of dark brown powder with an indescribable smell.

‘Thisis zaatar," he said. 'Weve been egting it for centuriesin the East. Y ou dip the bread first in
the dlive ail to moigen it, then into the zaatar - so." He popped a piece into her mouth. 'Jesus
Chrig atethisdl thetime,' he said. 'He and his disciples. Thisisthe hitter herbs they wrote
about. Anyway, tell me more about Isradl.

'It'sredly the streetcar | want to talk about,’ Kai said.
‘Never mind the streetcar.’

'Wdl | was waking through this village cdled Lifta, outside of Jerusdem, and | was wearing
shorts again, so | looked like asabra again, and awhole tribe of little Arab boys came screaming
up the mountain path towards me and arted pelting me with stones. Stoned outside of
Jerusdem, can you imagine, in the Twentieth Century, and me a Kanadian. In the clinic they put
something caled a spider clamp into my head where the worst wound was, and covered it with
bandages that looked like aturban. They said now | looked like an Arab, and told me not to do
anything exciting for afew days. | tried not to do anything exciting, but the Isradlis are hooked

on speed - | mean anything that goes fadt, the faster the better. So | had this wild motorcycle ride
with aguy who thought he was doing me afavour by giving me aride up to Tiberias, and every
moment | thought | was going to die, which was of course the whole point - the thrill. Then |
walked around Tiberias with the spider dlamp rugting in my skull, holding my thoughts together
asit were, keeping my head from flying apart in a hundred directions. Then | brooded and felt
biblica in asmdl hotd, and the next day another guy offered me aride in his motor boat in lake
Tiberias. | should have known better. He rode at top speed to the middle of the lake and informed
me that now two minutes either way meant the difference between Israel and Jordan, life or
degth. Then he laughed and laughed like a madman and started going around in crazy wild
cirdes. Can you imagine - this maniac in the middle of the Sea of Gdlilee and us going round and
round and the laughter so loud they could probably hear it on both shores ...

'Bloody insane Isradlis,' said Ibrahim, and passed her a plate of ripe green figs.

'Wdll al the guys are on the make over there Kali said, 'and | was afemdetourig travelling
aone, so what could | expect? Come on, it would be the same in your country.'

Ibrahim addressed his full atention to the figs.

'O wait,' Kdi remembered, 'l knew | forgot something, | forgot to tell you about the Holyland
Buffet.'
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"What!'

"The Holyland Buffet. It was this crazy little place a the foot of the Mount of Loaves and Fishes.
Nothing more than alittle shack, redly, with a counter in the front and a few shelves behind full

of orange drinks and cigarettes and halvah bars. | must have been the first person the owner had
seen for days, because -

'Wait!" Ibrahim cried. 'Wait wait wait! | have acousin in Jorden who has a place cdled the
Holyland Buffet, just outsde of Bethlehem!'

'Wdl thisonewasin Isradl.’
'It'simpossible that there are two!" [brahim cried, his face getting very red. ‘It'sjust impossible!’

'Well | didn't know if the guy who ran this one was Arab or Isradli. Anyway, as | was saying, |
must have been the first person or maybe just the first woman he'd seen for days because he
leaned over the counter after he served me my drink and clutched my wrists and pleaded, Come
with me to Haifa! The lights, the cabarets, the people! | said that | couldn't, and | didn't even
know him. He said that didn't matter, wed have awonderful time anyway. To Haifa, to Haifa
together! | wonder where he istoday, what a beautiful man ...

"There can't be two Holyland Buffets,' Ibrahim said, and proceeded not to listen to her as she
went on.

'And then there was old Ephraim, the painter who lived in the old village of Sefed in the
mountains. He wanted to seduce me too, athough he went on for hours about Eisengtein and
|sadora Duncan and Stanidavsky and dl the others he had known who were blacklisted in the
States. In Israel the tourist bureau warned tourists againgt having their portraits done by the
infamous communist Ephraim, so he ended up with more business than anyone'’

'Let's change the subject,’ said Ibrahim, dgectedly spping a Turkish coffee. 'What about Egypt?
'At last we're getting to what | wanted to tell you in the first place. The streetcar -
'Who cares about a streetcar? What happened in Egypt?

"Wl of courseit's even worse there for awoman to wak around done. When | went every day
to the museum in Cairo because there was so much to see, the guards thought | must have been
playing some redly sexy game with them; it wasinconcelvable that | would go doneto a
museum every day - why? What was my rea reason? | could not possibly have travelled half
way around the world to stare at statues and mummies of the dead lords of Egypt, the gold of
Tutankhamon, the most exquisite sculpture imaginable. No, | wasindeed atart, adut, awhore.
So they kept plying me with sugary tea and cigarettes, - and they smiled and joked among
themselves, and when | didn't want more sugary teathey offered me Misra-Cola and more
cigarettes and endless offers of escorted tours around Cairo. Within afew days | had acquired a
reputetion of being one of the loosest women in the city, atramp, an easy lay; and of course each
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one of them boasted to the others of his conquest of this piece of garbage, this foreigner. | don't
know how | got to actually see what | wanted to see in the museum, but somehow | did.’

'I hate Egyptians,’ Ibrahim said. "The first to suck up to the Isradlis. Egyptian dogs. Would you
like some halvah?' he asked. 'It's the lovely kind with chocolate marbled al through it. Here,
have some." And he popped a piece into her mouth. 'Now, what else?

"The pyramids,’ Kai said. 'Not the pyramids themsalves - what can one say? But the washrooms,
the horrible little washrooms which had no doors on the cubicles and no doors closed to the
outside, and you had to pay the guard - aman - to go and pee, and you sat there in the shameless
light of day gtaring at the Great Pyramid of Giza from the vantage point of atoilet seet, for

Chrigt's sake. | remember it well; | have tried to forget.’

The waiter at Mythologica Foods produced the bill for the medl, and Ibrahim frowned darkly as
he checked it over.

'It'samazing and disgusting what they think they can charge for food which has been eaten since
before Jesus Christ walked the earth, before Ulysses set sall from Ithaca, before there even was a
Holy Land," he said.

He paid, and they left. Outsde the sky was afrail blue, colour of Roman glass.

'But you come back from these travels, and it's wonderful,' Kali mused. "Y ou come back to
Kanada, and the jet going from East to West interferes with the world's turning. Y ou redize that
athough there are arrested sunsets, moments that go on forever, cities whose wals trap time - it
al comesfull drdeintheend.!

"That bill was too high," Ibrahim muttered. 'We'd have gotten a better med at the Holyland
Buffet. The one my cousin owns. In Jordan.’

They waited for a streetcar; they were both going in the same direction.

‘Now will you listen to my story, the one | was going to tdl you in the first place ? Kdi asked.
‘All right, but make it fast.’

'Well there | was, sanding in the middle of Cairo one afternoon, hot, mad, and completely
disoriented with people screaming al around me and donkeys braying and a chaos that exists
nowhere ese in the world - when what should | see?

'l don't know. What did you see?

'What should | see, coming towards me with the downess and grace of adream, its colours an

unmistakable dark red and yellow, the sgn on its meta forehead a magic name recalling a
distant, mythic land ...
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'What did you see?' [brahim's temper was quickly rising.

'A King Street streetcar.’

‘A what?

‘A King Street streetcar. From Toronto, Kanada. The city gives old ones away to Egypt and |
guess other places, when they're too worn out to use here. There it was, coming towards me, this
grest fabulous besdt. Try to imagineit, Ibrahim, try to imagine what | et

But Ibrahim was too angry about the med, about the bill, about the second Holyland Buffet

which was in the country of the enemy, about the coldness of the day in this country of his exile,
to pay much attention to what she said.

Nightchild

ThisisKdi here.

Strange, or not so strange, that dl my early lovers were foreigners, that | went with them partly

30 | could see this country through the eyes of immigrants. For it is never the same country, you
know; it keeps changing. And thereis another country ingde this one, and another, and another,

if you look long enough. Exiles and strangers came together in me, enemies came together in me,
al of them ashamed of their beautiful difficult names and shortening them to suit alanguage

where even Manitou is a monosyllable. And me neverthdess indsting on cdling them by thar

red names (Demetrius, Antonio, Ivars), me the native leading them back to their lands while they
revealed to me the many Kanadas mirrored in their eyes.

Then came Noman, more foreign than anyone because he did not come from outside, but from
indde thisland - Noman who, like the devil, was aways a perfect gentleman, who appeared in
my life like the demon who lived in the back of an old chair, and who | had never seen until |
sprayed the chair with gold paint and his face emerged laughing from the wood. Noman who
performs his endless disappearing acts, but dways returns after huge lengths of time with his
dazzling smile and his dazzling amnesia to throw my life into splendid chaos once again. This
plurd being with his many lives

Thirteen years ago he said, 'L et's possess the future as surely as we possess the past. Let's
become the masters of time, let's move into time!" And then he walked, stark naked, through the
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arch a Kingsmere and disappeared. Disappeared from my eyes at leadt, but | heard he was very
active during the following years, gppearing here and there in one guise or another - (the child
saw him performing magic at abirthday party) - in hot pursuit, as ever, of his severa saves,
living out whatever dternative lives and dternative redities he was forced by his nature to
experience. Torn out of time, memoryless, he could imagine himsdlf amagter of time, but when
he redlized that in truth he possessed neither the past nor the future, he returned to me. | do not
need to madter time; | contain it. | am his fixed point, his sundid; with me he can waich the
shadow of himsdlf turning and returning to the same position. | am his compass, | am his sanity.

Let metdl you of the kind of love that endures absences. Even defines itslf by absences, thrives
on absences. Let me assure you that thirteen years without him had the same texture as a day,
and it was of little consequence how many moons passed, how many breseths. Time does nothing
to you; you do thingsto time. Criminas do time in prison; lovers make time. | gathered time,
waiting or not waiting, it did not redly matter - for | had the child, and the child seized time and
swung it round and round his head like a sword.

Nothing occurs that is not miraculous; dl of lifeisan act of magic. So when | drove back to
Kingsmere that night and found Noman stumbling out of the forest, | was not surprised. At some
preordained signal we both returned to the scene of his disappearance to discover one another al
over again. Time had served us well, preserving our salves, our separate identities, leaving us

free to introduce each other to our separate, complementary worlds. Neither of us has ever
clamed to 'know' the other; the ideais distasteful to us both. We offer each other the priceless
gift of our own mystery - for what more do we have to give, findly, than the enigma of our
selves? What can we 'know' of one another? Nothing. Men doodle differently than women;
women make circles and arcs and men make arrows and knives. Closer to the mystery we cannot
come, nor do we warnt to.

(So | do not want to know him but to know what heis nat, al the people heis not, dl the places
he can't be found. The contours of his absences. | define him only by default, as you must dso,
and asyou will.)

At firg | didn't tell him about the boy, and made sure the boy was out whenever he visited.
Luckily, hed been with his grandparents when | first brought Noman back. | wanted to wait until
he was ready, until a least part of his memory had returned. But the nightchild - asthe
neighbours called him - perceived everything right from the sart. 'It'shim, isn't it? he challenged
me. 'It's that creep, my father." (The nightchild knows everything; he knowswhat timeit is down
to the last minute without consulting a clock, he knows everybody's secrets, he knows the
outcome of every mgor sports event, he knows when the price of gold will drop.)

'Yes, itshim,' | sad, 'but he mustn't know yet.'
And then the uncanny child began to follow Noman around everywhere, taunting him and
playing beastly tricks on him, rdishing his secret knowledge. Noman told me that whenever they

encountered one another it was neither day nor night but some place in between, some dawn or
dusk when day and night had each other in a stranglehold that seemed to go on forever.
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| was afraid they'd end up by killing each other, but no matter how horrible the child's tricks
became, Noman desisted from retdiating on any grand scde. He could have turned on hisfull
powers and wiped the boy out with a single soul-destroying stare, but he contented himsalf with
relatively harmless acts such as giving the boy a case of unbearable itching dl over his body
which lagted for afull twentyfour hours. Meanwhile the boy tried to blow him up with dynamite,
kidnapped hisllittle cat and doused it with gasoline before attempting to set it on fire - (Noman
rescued it just in time) - filled alarge brown envelope full of worms and addressed it to him and
put it in his mailbox, phoned him and ddivered blood- curdling screams into the telephone,
passed arag soaked in turpentine under his door and lit it from the outsde, painted a huge red
swadtika on the pavement outside his house, jumped him from behind on the street and emptied a
bag of white flour onto his heed, threw stones at his window and burned his mail.

‘Sooner or later, Noman said, smiling grimly, 'hell go too far.’

The whole of that summer Noman wandered around in the clouds of hisamnesia, but by the Fall
things started coming back to him. On Sunday October 23 (the world's birthday, he informed me,
the world having been created on that day in 4004 B.C.) he told me held had adream in which a
police officer gpoproached him saying 'I'm taking you into custody for killing yoursdf.' 'Do you
mean I'm dead? he asked. 'Y es;' said the officer, 'severd times over, and | want your address and
any identification you have on your person.’ 'Which person? Noman asked, and the dream

ended.

We went to the lakeshore and waked warily dong the beach, drawing together and drifting
gpart, each of ustrying to get a better perspective on the other, only dimly aware that we were
performing the steps to adow, ancient dance. Gulls took off from the breskwater and dove
headlong into the sunset, razor-coloured, razor-edged waves scuttled into shore, pieces of
driftwood bleached white were the bones of bizarre animals.

'Let's not learn too much about anything,” he said, 'especidly about each other.’

'Fire,' | replied. 'My sentiments exactly.'

Then he smiled. 'But I've said that before, haven't |? Before and before ...

We drove dong Lakeshore Boulevard in the sad blaze of the autumn evening. At the Exhibition
grounds pagte lights it the pavilions for food and flowers and automobiles and horses, and
turned them into Medieva cagtles and Byzantine shrines. In that unred light they exigted in their
own peculiar dimension in time and space, aswe did, asthe lake did, wistful now, brooding,
bereft of boats. It gleamed like black metd, lit by the magic of carlight.

Wherever you are, | thought, the landscape is revised.

Noman read the roadsigns and frowned. 'Why is everything in kilometres? Miles avay in the
purple distance the shadowy caribou roam. Try saying that in kilometres." Then he paused,

puzzled. 'Kadi, do | drive? he asked. But when we stopped and changed places he stared at the
whed in dismay and decided he didnt.
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'All right," he declared. 'Let's go so far East welll end up West of oursalves. Let's go to the
Internationa Dateline Hotd in Tonga where they advertise that today becomes tomorrow.'

The road unraveled before us.

'Congder eternity,' | said. "The Egyptian hieroglyph which means thousands and thousands of
yearsisadring of suns. It looks like the DNA molecule: | discovered that yesterday.'

"The DNA moleculeisayard long film coiled in the cell, and it can be spliced, like editing tape,’
he said. 'Maybe our lives can be spliced like that,” he went on, "edited and endlesdy revised.'

The road unravelled before us, endlesdy turning.

It wasjust after the first snow that he became entirdly himsdf again. Around the skating rink at
City Hal Sguare children lay in the snow, making angdls or mandalas with the scissor
movements of their ams and legs. Noman said he would like to die like that, in the snow, then
caught himself, smiled, and said that in at least one of hislives he dready had. Purple music
poured through the loudspesakers, countless slver blades ate arcs into the ice as the theme from
Exodus soared over the square and the pae curved towers of City Hall, which looked like
something from another world.

'l don't know if | can do this,' he said, expertly lacing his skates in two seconds. Then he swayed
at the edge of the rink, ankles collapsing inward, faking it. Thisisthe part in the film where Eva
Marie Saint tdls Paul Newman that they won't make it, and he walks away into the intermisson,’
he said. And then - what ese - he took off with dazzling speed acrossthe ice. He claimed the
whole rink, speed- skating around it counter-clockwise until someone crashed into him and left
him flat on his back, splayed out on the ice, making an angd.

'I've decapitated mysdlf,” he announced, gazing at Moore's Archer, which was turning greener
with age at the far end of the square.

'Did | ever tell you | wasingde that thing? he asked as aflurry of people swept past him, the
kidsin multi- coloured snowsuits tumbled and did like fat little jelly beans, the boys shot a puck,
the lovers went arm in arm, dazed.

'Infact, did | ever tell you about any of it? It'sal come back to me, Kai, my past lives,
everything!" he cried, and we both laughed out loud &t the relief of it.

"The sky looks wild from down here,' he said, so | joined him on the ice. We lay together on our
backs, and the night sky was an inverted bowl of stars. Somebody's skate blade narrowly missed
his cheek.

'Chrigt, what a dangerous country.'

Doctor Zhivago filled the night; the bell of the old City Hall tolled the eeventh hour. He covered
me with his mouth, his knees, his skates. The other katers, very polite and Kanadian, skimmed
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by us a arespectable distance muttering excuse me, excuse me, and left uslying therein little
gorms of Slver dust.

Now | must tell you of the peculiar incident in December when Noman and the boy had a sort of
a showdown and the boy played an awful trick on him. It was an unfortunate episode, but not
entirdly anegative one, for something between them was findly resolved and an important sage
in their relationship was reached.

Noman had redlized at last who the boy was, and had approached him seeking akind of ceasefire
intheir bizarre war. But the boy did not honour the truce,

'Help me, Kdi," Noman pleaded on the phone to me. Thisis my darkest hour. Thistime he's
gonetoo far. He's discovered his darker powers; he's learned to bend light.'

'And? | asked, laughing alittle.
'I'm coming over. You'll see. Or you wont.'
| combed my hair and recalled a Cherokee love charm:

| am wonderfully beautiful

you have put me in a house of whiteness

it shall always envelop me and

no one with me shall ever be lonely

all the seven clans make you feel lonely

they are not good looking

but I am a woman of whiteness

| stand with my face toward the Sun Land
with me no oneis ever lonely

| am very beautiful

certainly | shall never become blue

the house of whiteness envelops me wherever | go
with me no oneis ever lonely

your soul has come into the centre of my soul
never to go away

| (and now | tell you my name)

| take your soul

(But he possesses himself, you cannot possess him, you cannot possess anything, | told mysdlf.
Y ou've got to relinquish your hold on everything to discover what istruly yours.)

| looked at mysdlf in the mirror and considered that | had never fdt like Eve, but like Lilith, the
first woman, wilful and wise. | had good teeth, wolf-white and even and strong, teeth made for
softening the skins of animals. | put on an ornament of shells and feathers and an old necklace of
blue beads like a string of eyes which stared back at me from the mirror. | dressed carefully,
preparing to be divested of al my garments, defrocked, utterly undone. The nervous satin of my
skirt trembled when | moved. | turned off dl the lights in the house so only the moonlight shone
through the windows.
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'Kdli, I'm here," he said when | opened the door for him, 'but I'm invisible. The kid has worked
some terrible magic on me.’

‘Nonsense,' | said, and drew him by the hand into the moonlit house.

'l tell you he's made me invisble, he's eclipsed me,’ Noman protested as we made our way into
the bedroom.

In the darkness my jewe s became underground stars. Noman fingered the blue beads on my
neck and they remembered his touch. We became the beast with many mouths; we spoke an
ancient language, a sort of Linear B. The breeth of wolves and the wings of ravens brushed our
skin, fabulous figures of angels and animals flew across the calling. Y ou could have blown us
over with asingle breath, we were that delicate. We were asinslbstantia as air, asred asfire.

Strange that no oneis born knowing how to love. It is a tremendous task requiring great courage,
adynamic surrender to one's rea being. The only heroes on earth are the lovers. In love we
achieve one another. It isa great victory, aterrible blow to the angel of death. They should give a
gtanding ovation to the world's lovers, offer them the Nobel Prize. Oursisthe only story worth
tdling.

Afterwards we lay dill for along time; we had just invented the world and were wondering what
to do with it. It was infinitely beautiful, infinitely treacherous. Everything had been reveded to

us, and now we knew nothing. Noman and | had become the wisest and most ignorant of beings.
We were rude, insolent, vulgar, pompous, sdlf-righteous and insufferable, we were stupid with
love, exempt from everything, we were hopeless, we were the lovers, we were above the law.
Love was the Law.

'We must ook as though we've been struck by lightning,' | said an hour later as | went to turn on
alamp.

'Kdi, I'vewarned you ... he said.

| laughed, and flooded the room with light.

Noman was not there. There was an awful whiteness before my eyes.

'Say something,’ | said in avoice not my own.

'I'm here,' came the voice from the bed. 'l told you, Kdi. But it won' last long, don't worry.'

| looked at the white walls, and the bed which seemed to have been hit by a cyclone, and the
string of blue beads againgt awhite sheet.

‘Thistime,' | said, 'he's gonetoo far.’
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The craziest intersection in the city iswhere King and Queen and Roncesvalles meet in amad
jumble of streetcar tracks which have been ripped up and rearranged a hundred times in the past.
Finaly, somehow, one street subtly becomes another. It is hard to tell what happens exactly -
Queen devours King? Roncesvalles surrenders to King? Anyway, it dl sortsitsdlf out, or braids
itself together, depending on how you look &t it.

The house where Noman and Ibrahim lived was close to this insane intersection, and it was here
that 1brahim gave hislittle birthday party, which fel on Xmas Eve. He cdled it his birthnight
party. 'Most people are born a night, night is the greast mother,' he said. ‘Come in; my spirit
entertains its guests! In the East we make our own parties. If someone forgets your birthday it is
your own fault because you did not make it known to him. Here everyoneis expected to read
your mind; it isnot just.

Noman had disappeared afew days before Xmas, so | went alone to the party. There was cold
chicken and cantaloupe and pinegpple diced very thinly and arranged in rings. Yelow ail

swirled in little eddies on top of the eggplant salad. There were paper plates rampant with cheese
and tomatoes and olives. Eastern music oozed through the radio. There were plastic picks with
maple leaves stuck into the sardines, and some wickedly rare roast beef. Cherries skied down the
chocolate mountains of the Black Forest cake. We drank araq out of black and gold zodiac cups.
'l bought dl twelve of them," Ibrahim explained, 'so whoever comes here, | have the right cup for
him.

But no one came and we sat done, toasting each other. | sang Happy Birthnight Ibrahim, and
taught him some carols.

'King forever, ceasing never,

Over adt terrain,' he sang. And | sang:
'O children of the forest free,

O sons of Manitou ...

Although he conddered that friendship between a man and awoman was yet another corrupt
Western custom, and that it was totally impossible for aman and awoman to have arelationship
that was not sexud in nature, he had grown to like me. But he was dwaystesing mein a
hundred different ways.

'‘Doyoudoit?’

'Do what? | countered.

'It. You know." he said. Then he plucked a chicken bone from between his teeth, cleaned it on a
napkin and handed it to me through the candlelight. '"Make awish, Kdi. Hereismy soul, fragile
asawishbone.’

We snapped the bone, and the better part of it was in my hand. 'Forget it,’ he said. 'Perhaps | only

love you because of him.' Then he wandered to the window and gazed out, his eyes fixed on
some private point in space.

Get any book for freeon:  www.Abika.com



NOMAN’'SLAND

'He's here even when he's not here,' | said.
I know.'

He turned to me, his soul drowning in his black eyes. The we both fdl to slence. Outside the
window, the visible absence of Noman, the sark white streets of Xmas.

Noman returned later that night, and on Xmas morning we went to the idand, a short ferry ride
away from the city. He looked alittle shaky and pale and told me he had beeniill the night

before. It was the end of the terrible storm that had gone on for days, and the waves in the bay
were gill whipped to afroth by the white wind. On the far sde of the idand we watched crazed
waves roll and dash themsdlves againg the breskwater, then double back, spitting foam. A lone
gull shrieked and sought asylum at the lighthouse on the eastern tongue of theidand. Our faces
smarted from the spray, the cold and brilliant sun. | fished out a cigarette - he had never
succeeded in stopping me from smoking - and he lit amatch for me, his hands cupped around the
flame. Then he froze in the middle of the action and stared out across the water.

‘The lake,' he breathed. The lake. This summer.’
We walked back towards the dock, and it was then that everything entered another order of time.

In alagoon close to the dock alone skater was describing concentric circles, a sort of
penmanship on ice. Something in me went numb with fear. | had told the boy that we were
coming here, that | had wanted these few hours aone with Noman to urge him to come home
with melate that day o that the two of them might be reconciled. But hed followed us, and now
Nomean saw him, and now he was smiling a smile which filled me with horror.

'Doesn't he redlize how thin theice is? Noman asked.

"You wouldn't ..." | said.

'Wouldn't 1?7 'Noman replied.

Then there was a crack like the sound of a hammer striking glass. Then another crack, and the
:)noayjt(:rl]isappeared. | screamed and my scream was a horrible black bird being torn out of my

Noman raced out onto the ice and tore off his coat and without a moment's hesitation lowered
himsdlf through the gash in the ice into the black blood of the water.

Just benegth theice was alayer of trapped light, a blinding prison. The cold was the metalic cold
of sed gates and bars. Above him were diding white pands of ice, terrible doors that opened
and closed in insane random patterns. The boy thrashed his way away from the hole and was
bashing at the ice with hisfigts, his mouth open in a soundless scream, aroaring silence. Noman
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grabbed him and tried to pull him back, but he ressted, kicking and punching in ghastly dow
motion. Their lungs began to burst. Somehow Noman manoeuvered him back to where the sky
dashed through the ice in avivid hdlucinatory blue.

| stretched mysdlf out on theice and held out my arms. When the boy's head broke through the
water | felt a sensation which to my shock was one of rdlief coupled with an absurd sort of
jealousy. It was only much later that | redized that Noman had given him, with thisterrible
baptism, a sort of second, greater birth. | can't remember how long it was before they both lay
gasping and shivering beside me.

'I' hate your guts,' the boy said. 'l knew | wouldn't drown down there. Don't you know how hard it

isto drown? | could have been haf an hour down there and | still wouldn't be dead. Ever heard
of the Mammadian Diving Reflex? Y our body diverts your blood from your arms and legs and
holdsit in reserve to protect your heart and brain. Suspended animation. And anyway | could
have found my own way out.'

'Shut up,” Noman said.

Someone had spotted us and caled the harbour police, and in afew minutes a cruiser picked us
up and wrapped us al in blankets and took us to the city.

"That was pretty good,' the boy told Noman in the first aid station. 'But not as good as Houdini.
He went down under theice al chained up and in a crate. Bet you couldn't get out of that one.’

The stared each other down.

'So what other tricks do you know? asked the boy. ‘| mean except making the ice break.'
'l know afew card tricks, Noman said.

'You're crazy. There's better tricks than that. Can you bend time?

And so on. We dl went home and ate a golden turkey on a glorious bed of baby carrots and
raisns and orange dices.

Later | sad, 'Why, Noman, why did you have to do it?
'l was merely teaching him alesson," he replied.

It'snot fair,' | said. 'Women give birth to a child's body, but men give birth to its soul. A mother
teaches him how to tie his shoes, and afather teaches him astronomy or magic. It's not farr.’

| was furious.
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'Yesit'sfar, Noman sad. 'It's perfectly baanced, the power is equdly divided. Thirteen years
ago a Kingsmere | asked you to come with me, under the arch. Let's move into time, | said. And
you didn't come - why?

'l didn't haveto,' | smiled. 'l dready contained the future.’

On New Year's Eve we went to a Greek nightclub called Ithaki, and drank retzina and ouzo and
dipped bread into taramasalata. Itoasted the lean and anguished looking bouzouki player and
dared in amazement as hisfingers flew up and down the resonant strings with awill of thelr

own. Ibrahim stared at the singer in her transparent red dress, her nipples peering back at him
like eyes. Noman cried, 'Here's Spirod!’ as alarge man began fighting his way through the chairs
and tables towards us.

'So it's you, my friend the hypnatist, or should | say the illuson-maker? said Spiros. 'l haven't
Seen you since the day in my restaurant when you amost had me fooled into thinking | was
Seeing avison. It was very convincing.'

'What have you been doing since then? ‘'Noman asked.
'Making money. Tell me, Yanni, do you il think you're more foreign than me?
'‘Absolutely,” Noman said.

‘Trellos. You'retrellos - crazy!" Spiros laughed, and ordered another round of drinks. ‘Do you

know the poem by our great poet Cavafy with the same name as this club? Ithaki has given you

the marvellous journey. Without her you would never have set out. Now she has nothing more to
giveyou.'

'Y ou're wrong, there's much more,’ Noman said. 'The journey hasn't ended.’

Someone with a Polaroid took pictures, and in an ingtant it was possible to distinguish the
Kanadians from the Greeks, for while the Greeks grinned and faced the camera head on, the
Kanadians, for reasons known only to them, turned away to smooth their hair and consider their
response.

My two crazy friends Jube and Omph showed up, though | hadn't expected them to, and the
singer in the red dress whose fingernails were painted five different colours came down from the
stage and sat in Ibrahim's lap and spoke to him in low thrilling tones. People sarted throwing
money and plates onto the stage, and some non-Greeks mistakenly threw dirty plates so there
were bits of rice and lettuce flying around everywhere until they were informed that they had to
ask for cheap plates to throw, and to pay for them dll.

Noman climbed onto the stage, threw fifty one dollar billsinto the air, and danced a spectacular
zembekiko, that tragic, brooding, fiery, hilarious, difficult dance, a dance of life and desth where
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one circles around onesdf, seeking one's centre in the centre of the dance, a dance which can
only be performed properly by one man, alone. He danced through the spaces between the
broken plates and the money, turning around himself, dipping towards the floor, hisarms
outstretched like the wings of a glider, soaring, crashing.

Next year, | thought, | am going to India.

At midnight the lights went out and everyone screamed and embraced. The band broke into a
Greek rendition of Auld Lang Syne. At two in the morning we tacked ourselves onto the end of a
long drunken line led by Spiros, and danced our way down the stairs of the club caled Ithaki and
out into the street. The music swirled around us and we found ourselves tossed up like driftwood
on the sdewalk as the rest of the dancers wove their way back upstairs.

We went to the ravine near by, along wound in the city where in the past Noman had staged
another of his'deaths. The moonlit winter sky was turquoise and mauve and some new colour
only just invented and as yet without a name. The hum of traffic long the viaduct over the
ravine was visble sound, aline of tangerine orange light that curved from the past to the future
with no beginning and no end. We went down the flight of Sairsinto the bright darkness, and
good in a place where space and time became one single, indivisble redlity.

'If you look long enough,’ Noman said, 'you will see that the snow is every colour of the
gpectrum. Kdi, thisis the most exotic country in the world.'

Now he went into intensve training in the pool for the lake swim. He did eight kilometres

morning and night in a powerful crawl, hisarms moving like oars, and sometimes hedd put on a
jacket and do an extra kilometre or two with the added weight. Swvimmers hieroglyphics were
chaked up for him on the big blackboard beside the clock: Pull 800 f/ s- 200 Br, swim down.
4001/ s, 8 x 25 sprint on 30. Kick 400 f / s. He was an aguanaut; his body bit through the water,
devouring time. He fdt the world washing over him, and he was pulled aong in the marathon of
history. But some days he fdlt as though he were crawling over a sea of quicksver. He crawled
until the danting light from the windows high up on street level darkened, and the cruel dectric

light of evening and the chlorinated blue light rippling in bands through the water were the only
lightsto see by.

The white of winter collgpsed and the ice broke up into little pieces, but the lake, unfreezing, was
as dark and menacing as ever. As pring came and the marathon swim got doser, | wasfilled
with terror. One night | drank about 97 gin and tonics and put on gobs of violet mascara and
threatened to go to Indiaand join Phoolan Devi, the notorious bandit queen who was a sort of
female Robin Hood, champion of the lowest castes. Ibrahim and | exchanged horror stories about
swimmers in the Cuba-Horida swim who were pulled out of the water when their shark cages

fdl apart, thelr faces stung by jdlyfish and their tongues swollen to twice their Sze, svimmersin
the past in Lake Ontario vomitting and fainting and svimming around in horrible crazed circles.

'Fools," said Ibrahim. 'Sound and fury signifying nothing. Cuckoos:
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The child asked Noman why he couldn't just teleport himsdlf across the lake, why he had to
svimit, like an ordinary human being, and Noman replied that tel eportation was very advanced
magic and even he hadn't yet mastered it.

Then Noman was doing 16 kilometres a day in the lake itsdlf, sometimes more, under a bright
aquamarine sky and in an awful unredl cold that burned like dry ice right in the middle of

summer. The lake expanded, became a sea. The swim from Niagaraon the Lake to the
Exhibition grounds was 51 kilometres, the prize was $25,000. (Swimmers were required to have
completed 16 kilometresin a previous swim to qudify; | have no idea how Noman proved that
he had done this.)

His coach kept reminding him that the top swvimmersin the world were from Kanada, and
warded off manufacturers of swimwear, molasses, honey, high protein drinks and granola bars,
while Noman threw up defenses againgt the coming ordedl. He memorized long passages of
poetry and equations relaing to nuclear fisson; he invented lengthy games of logic to prevent
him from yielding to the temptation of deep, for he feared deep more than the lake itsdf. Sleep
aone could defeat him.

Then the day arrived. There were thirteen swvimmersin two buses going to Niagara on the Lake,
four of them women. Women have a certain advantage over men in marathon swimming because
femde subcutaneous fat is an insulation againgt cold, and provides buoyancy and endurance. All
of the swvimmers were friendly, joking that they hoped the |ake would be cold enough to finish

off the cold haters. Ibrahim, who had insgsted on being with Noman throughout the entire orded,
struck up aconversation with an Egyptian swvimmer and in two minutes they were screaming at
each other in mindless fury. The dog believesin peace with Isradl,' he told me later. 'l told him |
hoped he would drown. | spit on him. | gave him theworst curse of dl - may all your dreams
cometrue.’

The child and | waited on the beach, as Noman had asked. Thunderclouds gathered, but |
remembered that sorm or no sorm, they could not abort the swim if the swimmers were more
than eight kilometres out. | maintained atota slence for the last few hours of the marathon, a
slence which was akind of magica discipline meant to ensure his safety. At times | would hold
my bresth and count up to the highest number passible until my lungs were ready to burdt. |
prayed to dl the gods | knew to cam the lake, but the storm came anyway and drowned my
prayers. That night and that day took longer to pass than thirteen years.

Now that it isover, life has returned to normd - whatever that is supposed to mean. Noman and
the child get dong quite well, that is, they have sopped trying to annihilate each other, athough
occasondly the child il triesto set him on fire. He gave Noman his wand back, the one he

dtole at the birthday party some years ago, and in return Noman is transferring esoteric
knowledge and power to him by degrees. They take long walks together and Noman teaches him
mysteries and secrets which they think | do not know. (‘Make sure you know who you are before
you fdl adeep. Guard your mind. Lay wegpons of stedl and gold beside your pillow to defend
your dreams. Honour the morning.’) Just yesterday they went into the forest to practice bending
time and to dream up their real names.
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The Other Country

‘There is no such country as Kanada,' said the lady reporter.
'Yesthereis,' hetold her. 'Right across the lake.’

"Y ou know what | mean. | mean no such country as Canada spdlled with aK, like you just told
me. Just CanadawithaC.

‘Wl maybe I'm looking for the other country,’ he said crypticdly, turning away.
'What do you mean? She was laughing a him now.
'Never mind.'

She scribbled something down in her notebook. Nerves, she thought. He's a bundle of nerves,

they all are. God, you'd think there were easier ways of killing yourself than this. He wants to
find another country; most of the others just want to win this crazy marathon. Well | guess they
all have their reasons for what they're doing.

In tents set up dong the shore of the Niagara River twelve other svimmers were resting, waiting
for midnight and the final weether report. There was il time for afew more interviews.

'Good luck!" she called after him. 'Hope | see you on the other side!”

At deven-thirty good weather conditions were confirmed, and the beach began to reek with the
amell of sheep as the swvimmers were smeared with the lanolin which would cool the friction
created when their pores would no longer be able to swest.

He stood aone on the beach, having sent everyone - indluding histrainer - away to the dinghy
waiting offshore. Ibrahim came up to him with some last minute words of encouragement. 'Y ou
gink to high heaven,’ he said. 'And dthough | am an atheist | will pray for you. Thisisadifficult
thing for meto do, but | will manage. Allah lisens to me. Even though thereisno Allah. You see
what | mean.'

'Get logt, Syrian jackal.'
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As he said this he saw the water behind |brahim's shoulder turn dark and luminous as a black
pearl, and the lake was breathing, breathing.

'No, | mean - do that then. Pray for me, atheist.’

The minutes did towards midnight, and black grease shone dl over his body. Chemicd lights of
alurid, phosphorescent green were attached to the swimmers suits to make them visible to the
dinghies accompanying them, from their firgt thrust into the lake until the rendezvous with the
pilot boats. Then the lights would neutralize themselves and die ouit.

Suddenly everyone was gone, including his friend. Everybody was gone, it was five minutes to
midnight, and he was standing there on the beach looking like a spaceman or the cresture from
the black lagoon - absolutely done. Some of the other swvimmers were making nervous jokes and
running around in nervous little circles, but they were somewhere ese, in some other
incomprehensible dimengion of redlity, they weren't where he was.

Everybody was gone; they had gone to another planet, and taken his passport so he couldn't go
with them. They had stolen his soul, and left him beached on this foreign shore. They had run
away with his soul. On some planet in adistant galaxy they were wining and dining and laughing
a him. Themand his soul. His soul was laughing a him, and being wildly entertained. His soul
had cuckolded him, his soul was having abdl, his soul had left him in Hell.

A gun went off behind hisleft ear, and through a green haze the thirteen svimmers charged
down the beach and into the waiting water, screams and applause pursuing them, the water a
black pearly bosom gathering them in - the heroes, the lemmings, the fools of midnight.

It took awhile for him to fully redize that what he had trained for during the past few months
was now aredity - he wasin the lake and the marathon was on. Histrainer shouted to him from
the dinghy and pointed his powerlight a the buoy ahead of them which marked their position. He
could scarcely remember the first strokes that had swept him down the river and into the lake,
and he had only been dimly aware of linking up with the pilot boat. But now full consciousness
was his, and it was the consciousness of utter and horrible darkness. He had committed himself
to alimbo shared only by avery few. During the long night some of the cruisers would use no
lights, because they had a strobe effect on the svimmers as they lifted their heads out of the
water to bresthe severd times a minute hour after hour.

But after atime it seemed to him that the darkness amost becameits own kind of light. The lake
was a pleasant twenty degrees, and he was doing sixty strokes a minute through flat weter. The
operator of the pilot boat communicated by radio with the three accompanying boats which
carried life-guards, medica experts and supplies, and media people.

'l heard once that the lake is alady, and she can turn on you when the sun rises," Ibrahim told the

cagptain of the cruiser. 'Especidly after aredly quiet night like this one. One of the swimmers
sad before they started that they had seen the lake like this before, and they didn't likeit.'
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"They're dl abunch of superdtitious children,’ said the man at the whed!.

'How can he stand it hour after hour,” Ibrahim murmured, leaning over the rall and scanning the
black water, 'not being able to see us most of the time, seeing nothing, going on, going on ... ?

'He knows what he's doing,’ said the captain. 'Otherwise, why would he be doing it?

Ibrahim turned and smiled. That is a more interesting question than you might think," he said.
'He's my friend, but | do not know him. It'sdl for thefally, perhgps. The folly and the glory.
Forever and ever amen,’ he added grimly.

The night filled up with timid stars and the Static of marine radios as the cruiser captains kept in
touch with the dinghies and guided them on their proper course. The swvimmer propelled himsdlf
through a blue-black world of weeds and fish and lamprey eds, through the ink and dime of the
night. At intervals he sopped and treaded water and took time to Sip Lucosade through a straw or
swallow Dextrose tablets, or wonder if anyone except himsdlf redly cared what he was doing.

He floated on his back for two minutes and considered the bland stars. And because they didn't
care one way or the other, he turned and pulled forward with extra force, just to spite them.

He must not deep; he must not deep and dream- that was the great danger. Pick up strokes,

thrust forward, think of advanced calculus or nuclear fission. Not too fast or you'll go into an
oxygen high. Get this thing you call yourself together. Why have you come to this, why are you in
thisterrible dream: Don't ask this, or you'll fly apart. Thrust forward, thrust forward ...

Ibrahim was lakesick for the hundredth time since he had been aboard the cruiser. The captain's
voice came from behind him as he puked pitifully over therail.

'Guess what? Weather report. Thunderstorms coming up. Ain't that grand?
Thisisit, Ibrahim thought. Now everybody's wor st dream comes true.

The Tower and many other places dong the lakefront had kept their lights on dl night to help
guide the boats Now in the first hour of the dawn they were turned off and the |ake was once
more the domain of the sun. The swimmer had been in the water for sx hours, and now he
couldnt believeit, but he was dmost hafway home. During the night someone had jumped into
the water and paced him for amost an hour, but his ghostly companion finaly got out and left
him once again done. Now he redlized that somehow he had passed through the terrible hour of
the wolf, the hour before the dawn, and his mind and body were raging againgt the night's ordedl.
Asthe darkness lifted he was subjected to bouts of cramps and nausea. He vomitted severd
times and kept swvimming off in meaningless directions; histrainer hed to shout him back on
course over and over again. Then he started doing circles in the water, nothing but circles.

Now someone was waving alarge square of flourescent orange materia at him. Out of the corner

of hiseye he could see it fluttering in the wind. The wind from where? All night the lake had
been cam, now suddenly there were waves dl around him, teasing him, flirting with him. He
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knew that he would have to get away from that big ugly piece of orange cloth - it meant that they
wanted him to come out, to give up. He stroked purposefully away from it. His trainer reed his
intention and Started shouting a him.

'No!" he ydled back over the risng wind. 'I'm not coming out, I'm bloody not coming out!'

The silly orange square disappeared. The anger had drawn him away from hisendless circles,
and now he was back on course. They were letting him stay in - for how long? He logt dl track
of time and the morning fell into another dimengon of time atogether.

Later the sky began to darken and once again the wind rose - a sickening wet green wind that
whipped the waves up to more than three metres high. They were only sx kilometres from shore;
ashort while earlier someone had held up asign that read: 7.5. km; thiswasthe sgnd for himto
commence the find sprint that would take him to shore. This was the time to summon up the
body's last resources, to bend the will beyond dl itslimits.

But he did not know who he was; he did not know his name. His name had drowned and had
aunk to the bottom of the lake.

In afew minutes and waves rose to four metres and al hell broke loose. The wind shot up to
twenty-five knots. Thunder and lightning tore the sky wide open and released a ddluge of
enormous hail stones.

‘Bring himin, bring him in!" screamed Ibrahim. Thisis madness, you are dl mad!" An hour
before, he had joined the othersin the dinghy; now as the storm reached its peak the lake sent up
sheer walls of water between them and the swvimmer.

'Shut up!' the trainer yelled. 'l can't even see him to bring him in! He's veered off course a
hundred metres, he'slost dl sight of ud!'

'We're losing him!" Ibrahim cried into the wind. 'Jesus Chrigt, Jesus Christ," he moaned, hanging
onto the edge of the dinghy for dear life as awave caught them broadside. It threw him clear into
the water where he thrashed around blindly and roared at God. Someone managed to pull him
back in.

Back in the cruiser the captain was listening to the radio. 'One boat's just been swamped,’ he
heard. 'Others are way off course, heading for Scarboro Bluffs. One guy'sradio is knocked out.
Pray we hold together, just pray.’

'He's log,' Ibrahim sobbed. The word is coming to an end in thisterrible 1ake. | should never
have come to this crazy country. Oh God, oh God.'

The firgt time he went down he was looking for his name. Somewhere a the bottom of the lake
was hislogt name, his drowned sdlf. He sank into the awful world of water, only to discover that
his body bobbed up again of its own accord. The second time he went down to explore the
gpaces between life and deeth, to find what lay there in the sdif, in that other country.
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Take me to the absolute depths, he prayed, let me give over at last. Let me offer it all up to the
black water - the lost loves, the broken dreams. I'mdragging it all down with me to the bottom of
the lake; the past, the future, everything.

But hislungs betrayed him, forcing him to the surface with repested bursts of fiendish energy.
Could it be so incredibly difficult to die? Could it be that desth didn't want him, and the lake
wasn't interested in his offerings? What then? He was buffetted by mad waves and hailstones.
Hallstones, for God's sake. In the middle of summer. What else?

Suddenly he began to laugh because it was dl so goddamn funny. What acolossd irony - he
couldn't die now when he tried, he who had ‘died’ so many times in the past. Wasiit aluxury to
even consder degth in the midst of life, an unearned luxury? No, it was more than this - it wasan
error. It was as he had always known. Y ou couldn't die. Now he laughed and laughed, hiswhole
being running on pure oxygen. He was higher than the lightning, higher than the Tower which
materiaized in the jagged light. He knew that he was immortd; he knew it with absolute

certainty. He had always been here, and aways would be.

It occurred to him that Snce he was dive he may aswell do something about it. And following
upon that thought was another - that aslong as one was dive, one may aswell do it right, period.
It was as Smple asthat; it dways had been.

He was off course, but it was not difficult to correct himself. The Tower beckoned him, and he
would not be logt aslong as he could see the Tower. He knew now that he was going to make the
last few kilometres. He was filled with awild certainty that he could do anything in the world,

and that the world was his. He would not be beached like a dying whale, washed up on the
shores of life like dl the flotsam and jetsam and dead fish and discarded junk that lined the
beaches everywhere. He was painfully, magnificently dive.

"There he id' screamed Ibrahim during a moment of cam between the waves. "Weve got him,
weve got him!'

The dinghy was soon dongsde of the swimmer. 'He's doing eighty strokes a minute,' said the
trainer. 'He's not human.’

His only acknowledgement of them was awave.

'l don't even think he needs us,’ said Ibrahim sadly.

And it didn't relly matter to him what he needed or didn't need; he lived in a moment torn away
from time and in aworld lit by another sun. As he gpproached the breskwater and the buildings
that looked like Byzantine pavilions and Medieva castles dong the shore, he was entering the

mogt exciting and mysterious country in the world, with his past behind him and his dterndtive
futureslying in wait ahead.
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The sunlight gppeared a intervals, bright stripes of time arrested and held within the fluid,
changing present. The sky became a naked blue. He remembered something he had once read
about that colour. Blue was darkness made visible.

He entered the breskwater and began the last short stretch of his journey, aong the shore from
Ontario Place to the Exhibition grounds. Many people were crowded aong the shore, laughing
and whitling and clapping; some threw red and yellow flowers into the water, some took
photographs, some just stared a him in frightened silence. They knew he had come from another
place.

"When you touch the ramp, turn right around and come back to the dinghy," histrainer had
warned him. 'Don't let anybody near you; don't let anybody touch you. Y our body is going to be
araw nerve!'

Heforgot dl about that when his fingers reached out and touched the land. He didn't know where
his fingers ended and the land began. He was an explorer who had discovered a new country and
he clamed it in the name of dl that was wondrous and real. He stood up out of the water very
dowly, and agreat roar arose from the crowd and cameras clicked dl around him. He stood haf
naked and wet and shivering, water faling from him like quickslver.

Ibrahim and the others rushed ashore to isolate him from the more persistent reporters. Ibrahim,
who was weeping, put atowel over his shoulders and he dmost shrieked from the touch of it on
his skin. It was nine minutes past one in the afternoon; he had made the swim in just over
thirteen hours, and set a new record. Two hours later the Egyptian would comein, and later an
American and a Mexican would take third and fourth place. The other swvimmers had been
beaten by the sorm.

The police shooed most of the reporters away, and amedica team arrived to determine whether
or not he was iill dive. He knew that if he stcood on his feet much longer he would probably
faint. Asthey started to put him on a stretcher he caught sight of the woman reporter he had
spoken to on the other side of the lake.

‘Congratulations’ she cried, fighting her way toward him. 'Y ou know, | thought you wanted to
die out there!

'What country is this? he asked her as the darkness began to fold in around him.
"Thisis Canada,' she smiled. 'Spelled witha C.'
'Oh. Kanada.' he said. He pronounced it hisway.

'What motivated you to attempt such a difficult feet? she asked, her pen poised in the air. 'l
mean, My question isredly just asmply why?

It was the only way | knew to come home," he said.
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A policeman took hold of her arm and began to draw her away. ‘Let me finish my story on you,'
she begged. 'Did you find the other country?

'Yes| did.

'What was it like? Where isit?

‘Right here,' he answered. There is another country, you know, and it'singde this one!'
They moved him away on the stretcher.

'God," he said. 'God, the world is beautiful '

He smiled as the darkness clamed him.

Kai was waiting on the beach with the boy. They saw him emerge from the lake, his body
covered with shining, watery scales. A week later they al watched as the fireworks at the end of
the Exhibition wrote bright signatures across the sky. Then the particles of fire fell back into the
lakelikeran.
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