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Shadow of the Mt haship
Cory Doct or ow

From"A Place So Foreign and Eight Mre," a short story collection published in
Sept enber, 2003 by Four Walls Ei ght Wndows Press (I SBN 1568582862). See
http://craphound. conf pl ace for nore.

Oiginally Published in Arazing Stories, Wnter 2000

Bl ur bs and quot es:

* Cory Doctorow straps on his niner's helnmet and takes you deep into the
caverns and underground rivers of Pop Culture, here filtered through SF-col oured
gl asses. Enj oy.

- Neil Gai man
Aut hor of Anerican Gods and Sandman

* Few witers boggle ny sense of reality as nmuch as Cory Doctorow. His vision
is so far out there, you'll need your GPS to find your way back.

- David Marusek
W nner of the Theodore Sturgeon Award, Nebul a Award nom nee

* Cory Doctorow is one of our best new witers: smart, daring, savvy,
entertaining, anbitious, plugged-in, and as good a guide to the wired world of
the twenty-first century that stretches out before us as you're going to find.

- Grdner Dozois
Editor, Asinmov's SF

* He sparkles! He fizzes! He does backflips and breaks the furniture! Science
fiction needs Cory Doctorow

- Bruce Sterling
Aut hor of The Hacker Crackdown and Di straction

* Cory Doctorow strafes the senses with a geekspeedfreak expl osion of gom kings
with heart, weirdass shapeshifters from Pl easure |sland and junpi ng autonotive
jazz joints. |If this is Canadian science fiction, give nme nore.

- Nal o Hopki nson
Aut hor of M dni ght Robber and Brown Grl in the Ring

* Cory Doctorow is the future of science fiction. An nth-generation hybrid of
the best of Greg Bear, Rudy Rucker, Bruce Sterling and G oucho Marx, Doctorow
conposes stories that are as BPMstuffed as techno nusic, as idea-rich as the
| at est issue of NEW SCI ENTI ST, and as funny as humanity's efforts to i nprove
itself. Utopian, insightful, sonehow sinmultaneously ironic and heartfelt, these
nine tales will upgrade your basal netabolism overwite your cortex with new
and efficient subroutines and generally inprove your life to the point where
you' Il wonder how you ever got along with them Really, you should need a
prescription to ingest this book. CQut of all the glittering crap life and our
soci ety hands us, craphound supreme Doctorow has nmanaged to fashion sone
i ndustrial-grade art."

- Paul Di Filippo
Aut hor of The Steanpunk Tril ogy

* As scary as the future, and twice as funny. In this eclectic and electric
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coll ection Doctorow strikes sparks off today to illunminate tonorrow, which is
what SF is supposed to do. And nobody does it better

- Terry Bisson
Aut hor of Bears Discover Fire

A note about this story

This story is fromny collection, "A Place So Foreign and Ei ght Mre," published
by Four Walls Ei ght Wndows Press in Septenber, 2003, |SBN 1568582862. |'ve

rel eased this story, along with five others, under the terms of a Creative
Conmons |icense that gives you, the reader, a bunch of rights that copyright
normal |y reserves for me, the creator.

I recently did the sane thing with the entire text of ny novel, "Down and Qut in
the Magi ¢ Ki ngdont (http://craphound.com down), and it was an unmti gated
success. Hundreds of thousands of people downl oaded the book -- good news -- and
t housands of peopl e bought the book -- also good news. It turns out that, as
near as anyone can tell, distributing free electronic versions of books is a

great way to sell nore of the paper editions, while sinultaneously getting the
book into the hands of readers who woul d otherwi se not be exposed to ny work.

I still don't know howit is artists will earn a living in the age of the
Internet, but | remain convinced that the way to find out is to do basic
science: that is, to do stuff and observe the outcome. That's what |'m doing
here. The thing to renenber is that the very *worst* thing you can do to ne as
an artist is to not read ny work -- to let it languish in obscurity and

di sappear fromposterity. Mst of the fiction | grew up on is out-of-print, and
this is doubly true for the short stories. Losing a couple bucks to people who
woul d have bought the book save for the availability of the free el ectronic text
is no big deal, at |east when conpared to the horror that is being irrel evant
and unread. And luckily for me, it appears that giving away the text for free
gets nme nore paying custoners than it | oses ne.

You can find the canonical version of this file at
http: // craphound. conl pl ace/ downl oad. php

If you'd like to convert this file to sone other fornmat and distribute it, you
have ny perm ssion, provided that:

* You don't charge noney for the distribution

* You keep the entire text intact, including this notice, the license bel ow, and
the nmetadata at the end of the file

* You don't use a file-format that has "DRM' or "copy-protection" or any other
formof use-restriction turned on

If you' d like, you can advertise the existence of your edition by posting a |ink
to it at http://craphound. com pl ace/ 000015. php

Here's a summary of the |icense:
http://creativecomons. org/licenses/by-nd-nc/1.0

Attribution. The licensor permts others to copy, distribute,
di splay, and performthe work. In return, licensees nust give the
original author credit.
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No Derivative Wirks. The licensor pernits others to copy,
distribute, display and performonly unaltered copies of the work
-- not derivative works based on it

Nonconmercial. The licensor permts others to copy, distribute,
di splay, and performthe work. In return, licensees may not use
the work for commercial purposes -- unless they get the

i censor's perm ssion.

And here's the license itself:
http://creativecomons. org/licenses/by-nd-nc/ 1. 0-1egal code

THE WORK ( AS DEFI NED BELOW | S PROVI DED UNDER THE TERMS OF THI S
CREATI VE COVMONS PUBLI C LI CENSE (" CCPL" OR "LICENSE"'). THE WORK
I'S PROTECTED BY COPYRI GHT AND/ OR OTHER APPLI CABLE LAW ANY USE CF
THE WORK OTHER THAN AS AUTHORI ZED UNDER THI S LI CENSE | S
PROHI Bl TED.

BY EXERCI SI NG ANY RI GHTS TO THE WORK PROVI DED HERE, YOU ACCEPT
AND AGREE TO BE BOUND BY THE TERM5S OF THI S LI CENSE. THE LI CENSCR
GRANTS YQU THE RI GHTS CONTAI NED HERE | N CONSI DERATI ON OF YOUR
ACCEPTANCE OF SUCH TERMS AND CONDI TI ONS

1. Definitions

a. "Collective Wrk" means a work, such as a periodical issue,
ant hol ogy or encycl opedia, in which the Work in its entirety in
unnodi fied form along with a number of other contributions,
constituting separate and i ndependent works in thenselves, are
assenbled into a collective whole. A work that constitutes a
Col l ective Wrk will not be considered a Derivative Wrk (as
defined bel ow) for the purposes of this License.

b. "Derivative Wrk" nmeans a work based upon the Wbrk or upon the
Work and ot her pre-existing works, such as a transl ation, nusical
arrangenent, dramatization, fictionalization, notion picture
version, sound recording, art reproduction, abridgnent,
condensation, or any other formin which the Work may be recast,
transforned, or adapted, except that a work that constitutes a
Col l ective Work will not be considered a Derivative Wrk for the
pur pose of this License.

c. "Licensor" neans the individual or entity that offers the Wrk
under the ternms of this License.

d. "Original Author" means the individual or entity who created
t he Work.

e. "Wrk" neans the copyrightable work of authorship offered
under the terns of this License.

f. "You" means an individual or entity exercising rights under
this License who has not previously violated the terns of this
Li cense with respect to the Wrk, or who has received express
perm ssion fromthe Licensor to exercise rights under this

Li cense despite a previous violation

2. Fair Use Rights. Nothing in this license is intended to
reduce, limt, or restrict any rights arising fromfair use,
first sale or other limtations on the exclusive rights of the
copyright owner under copyright |aw or other applicable | aws.
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3. License Grant. Subject to the ternms and conditions of this
Li cense, Licensor hereby grants You a worl dwi de, royalty-free,
non- excl usi ve, perpetual (for the duration of the applicable
copyright) license to exercise the rights in the Wrk as stated
bel ow

a. to reproduce the Wrk, to incorporate the Wirk into one or
more Col l ective Wirks, and to reproduce the Wrk as incorporated
in the Collective Wrks;

b. to distribute copies or phonorecords of, display publicly,
performpublicly, and performpublicly by neans of a digita
audi o transm ssion the Work including as incorporated in

Col | ective Wrks;

The above rights may be exercised in all media and formats

whet her now known or hereafter devised. The above rights include
the right to nmake such nodifications as are technically necessary
to exercise the rights in other media and formats. Al rights not
expressly granted by Licensor are hereby reserved.

4. Restrictions. The license granted in Section 3 above is
expressly made subject to and Iimted by the follow ng
restrictions:

a. You may distribute, publicly display, publicly perform or
publicly digitally performthe Wrk only under the terns of this
Li cense, and You nust include a copy of, or the Uniform Resource
Identifier for, this License with every copy or phonorecord of
the Work You distribute, publicly display, publicly perform or
publicly digitally perform You may not offer or inpose any terns
on the Work that alter or restrict the terns of this License or
the recipients' exercise of the rights granted hereunder. You may
not sublicense the Work. You nust keep intact all notices that
refer to this License and to the disclainmer of warranties. You
may not distribute, publicly display, publicly perform or
publicly digitally performthe Wrk w th any technol ogi ca
measures that control access or use of the Wrk in a manner
inconsistent with the terns of this License Agreenent. The above
applies to the Work as incorporated in a Collective Wrk, but
this does not require the Collective Wrk apart fromthe Wrk
itself to be made subject to the terns of this License. If You
create a Collective Wrk, upon notice fromany Licensor You nust,
to the extent practicable, renbve fromthe Collective Wrk any
reference to such Licensor or the Oiginal Author, as requested.

b. You nmay not exercise any of the rights granted to You in
Section 3 above in any manner that is primarily intended for or
directed toward commerci al advantage or private nonetary
conpensation. The exchange of the W rk for other copyrighted

wor ks by means of digital file-sharing or otherw se shall not be
considered to be intended for or directed toward conmerci al
advantage or private nonetary conpensation, provided there is no
paynment of any nonetary conpensation in connection with the
exchange of copyrighted worKks.

c. If you distribute, publicly display, publicly perform or
publicly digitally performthe Wrk or any Collective Wrks, You
must keep intact all copyright notices for the Work and give the
Oiginal Author credit reasonable to the nedium or neans You are
utilizing by conveying the name (or pseudonymif applicable) of
the Oiginal Author if supplied; the title of the Wrk if

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Cor...torow%20-%20Shadow%200f%20the%20Mothaship.txt (4 of 23) [12/30/2004 8:21:14 PM]



file:///G|/Program%620Files/eM ul e/ ncoming/Cory%20D octorow%620-%20Shadow%200f%20the%20M othashi p.txt

supplied. Such credit nay be inplenented in any reasonabl e
manner; provided, however, that in the case of a Collective Wrk,
at a minimum such credit will appear where any other conparable
authorship credit appears and in a nanner at |east as promni nent
as such ot her conparabl e authorship credit.

5. Representations, Warranties and Di scl ai mer

a. By offering the Wirk for public release under this License,
Li censor represents and warrants that, to the best of Licensor's
know edge after reasonable inquiry:

i. Licensor has secured all rights in the Wrk necessary to grant
the license rights hereunder and to pernit the |awful exercise of
the rights granted hereunder wi thout You having any obligation to
pay any royalties, conpul sory |license fees, residuals or any

ot her paynents;

ii. The Work does not infringe the copyright, tradenark,
publicity rights, conmon | aw rights or any other right of any
third party or constitute defamation, invasion of privacy or
other tortious injury to any third party.

b. EXCEPT AS EXPRESSLY STATED IN THI' S LI CENSE OR OTHERW SE AGREED
I'N VWRI TI NG OR REQUI RED BY APPLI CABLE LAW THE WORK | S LI CENSED ON
AN "AS | S§" BASIS, W THOUT WARRANTI ES OF ANY KI ND, EI THER EXPRESS
OR | MPLI ED | NCLUDI NG, W THOUT LI M TATI ON, ANY WARRANTI ES

REGARDI NG THE CONTENTS OR ACCURACY OF THE WORK

6. Linmtation on Liability. EXCEPT TO THE EXTENT REQUI RED BY
APPLI CABLE LAW AND EXCEPT FOR DAMAGES ARI SI NG FROM LI ABI LITY TO
A THI RD PARTY RESULTI NG FROM BREACH OF THE WARRANTI ES | N SECTI ON
5, N NO EVENT WLL LICENSCR BE LI ABLE TO YOU ON ANY LEGAL THEORY
FOR ANY SPECI AL, | NCI DENTAL, CONSEQUENTI AL, PUNI TI VE OR EXEMPLARY
DAMACGES ARI SING QUT OF THI'S LI CENSE OR THE USE OF THE WORK, EVEN
I F LI CENSOR HAS BEEN ADVI SED OF THE PGOSSI Bl LI TY OF SUCH DAMAGES

7. Term nation

a. This License and the rights granted hereunder will termnate
automatically upon any breach by You of the terns of this

Li cense. Individuals or entities who have received Collective
Wor ks from You under this License, however, will not have their
|icenses term nated provided such individuals or entities remain
in full conpliance with those |icenses. Sections 1, 2, 5, 6, 7,
and 8 will survive any termnation of this License.

b. Subject to the above terns and conditions, the |icense granted
here is perpetual (for the duration of the applicable copyright
in the Wrk). Notw thstandi ng the above, Licensor reserves the
right to release the Work under different license terms or to
stop distributing the Wirk at any time; provided, however that
any such election will not serve to withdraw this License (or any
other license that has been, or is required to be, granted under
the terns of this License), and this License will continue in
full force and effect unless ternmi nated as stated above.

8. M scel | aneous

a. Each tinme You distribute or publicly digitally performthe
Work or a Collective Wrk, the Licensor offers to the recipient a
license to the Wirk on the sane terns and conditions as the
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license granted to You under this License.

b. If any provision of this License is invalid or unenforceable
under applicable law, it shall not affect the validity or
enforceability of the remainder of the terms of this License, and
wi t hout further action by the parties to this agreement, such
provi sion shall be reformed to the m ni mum extent necessary to
make such provision valid and enforceabl e.

c. No termor provision of this License shall be deened wai ved
and no breach consented to unless such waiver or consent shall be
in witing and signed by the party to be charged with such wai ver
or consent.

d. This License constitutes the entire agreenent between the
parties with respect to the Wirrk |icensed here. There are no
under st andi ngs, agreenments or representations with respect to the
Work not specified here. Licensor shall not be bound by any

addi tional provisions that may appear in any communi cation from
You. This License nmay not be nodified w thout the nutual witten
agreenment of the Licensor and You

Hit#

Shadow of the Mbthaship

It's the untethering of ny parents' house that's on ny plate today. The flying
of a kite on a windy Toronto Hall owe' en day and the suspension of worry for a
shi ny nonent.

And sail surface isn't even a problenette when it cones to ny parents' hone --
the thing is a three-storey bat whose narrow wi ngs contain the trolleycar-shaped
bedroonms and storages. Mum and Dad built it themselves while | tottered in the
driveway, sucking a filthy shred of blanket, and as | contenplate it today with
hands on hips fromthe front yard, | amthere on that day:

Dad is nailgunning strips of plywood into a frane, Muim stands where | am now,
hands on her hips (and | take nmy hands fromny hips hastily, shove themdeep in
pockets). She squints and shouts directions. Then they both grab rolls of scrim
and stapl eguns and stretch it |oosely across the franes, and fast-bond pipes and
prefab fixtures into place. Mum harnesses up the big tanks of foam and ains the
bl ower at the scrim giving it five fat coats, then she drops the bl ower and she
and Dad grab spatulas and tease zillions of curlicues and baroque stuccoes from
the surface, painting it with catsup, chutney, good whi skey and bad wi ne, a
massi ve canvas covered by centinmetres until they declare it ready and Mum

swi tches tanks, loads up with fix-bath and msts it with the salty spray. Ten

m nutes later, and the house is hard and they get to work unl oadi ng the U Haul
in the drive.

And now |'mtwenty-two again, and | will untether that house and fly it in the
stiff breeze that ruffles ny hair affectionately.

#

Firstly and nost forenost, | need to wait for the man. | hate to wait. But today
it's waiting and harsh and dull, dull, dull.

So |l wait for the man, Stude the Dude and the gentle clip-clop of Tilly's hooves
on the traction-nubbed foam of nmy Chestnut Ave.

My nose is pressed against the window in the bat's crotch, fingers dug into the
hunp of fatty foamthat runs around its perineter, fog patches covering the rine
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of ground-in filth that |'ve allowed to accunul ate on my parents' spotless
Wi ndows.

Where the frick is Stude?
#

The nman has coneth. Clop-clip, clip-clop, Stude the Dude, as long as a dangling
booger, and his clapped-out nag Tilly, and the big foamcart with its stacks of
crates and barrels and boxes, ready to do the deal

"Maxes!" he says, and | *know* |'mgetting taken today -- he | ooks genuinely
glad to see ne.

"Stude, nice day, hows it?" | say, as cas and cool as | can, which isn't, very.

"Fine day! Straight up fine day to be alive and awaiting judgnent!" He
power - chugs fromthe perpetual coffee thernpbs at his side.

"Fine day," | echo.

"Fine, fine day." Like he's not in any hurry to get down to the deal, and | know
it's a contest, and the first one to wheel gets taken

I snort and go "Yuh-huh." It's alnost cheating, since | should ve had sonething
el se nice to say, but Stude gives nme a conversational Get-Qut-O-Jail-Free.

"Good night to tricky treat."
| concede defeat. "I need sone stuff, Stude."

Gve it to him he doesn't gloat. Just hauls again from M Coffee and pooches
his i ps and nods.

"Need, uh, spool of monofilament, three klicks, safety insulated. Four litres of
fix bath. Litre, litre and a half of solvent."

"Yeah, okay. Got a pernit for the solvent?"

"If 1 had a permt, Stude, I'd go and buy it at the fricken store. Don't pull mny
dick."

"Just askin'. Whyfor the solvent? Anything illegal ?"
"Just a project, Stude. Nothing to worry."

"What ki nda project?"

"Art project. Fun-fricken-tastic. You'll love it."

"' Cause you know, they tag the shit with buckyballs now, one nolecule in a
mllion with a serial nunber and a checksum You do sonething stupid, | get
chopped. "

I hadn't known. Didn't matter, ny parents' house was legally mne, while they
were up confabbing with their alien buds on the nothaship. "No worries."

"That' || be, uh, sixty-eight cents."
"Thirty."

"Sixty, firm"

"Fifty-four."
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"Fifty-eight."
"Take it in trade?"

"Fricken Maxes! Tradesies? You're wastin' ny tinme, lookin' for bootleg solvent,
| ooking for trade and no cash? Get fucked, Maxes."

He starts to hawup Tilly and | go, "Wait-wait-wait, | got some good stuff.
Everyt hi ng must go, noving sale, you know?"

He | ooks really pissed and | know it hard now, |'m gonna get *taken*. | hand him
up ny bag, and he does a fast-paw through the junk. "What's this?" he asks.

"dd video gane. Atari. Shoot up the space aliens. Really, really antisocial
Needs a display, but | don't got it anynore.” |I'd sold it the nonth before on a
bored day, and used the eight cents to buy good seats behind hone plate at the
Skydome and thus killed an entire afternoon before Judgnment Day.

There are sone of the artyfarty "freestyle" kitchen utensils Mum used to sel
for real cash until Dad founded his Process for Lasting Happi ness and she found
herself able to pursue "real art." There are paper books and pictures and
assorted other crap.

Stude clucks and shakes his head. "If | just gave you the nmonofil and the
fix-bath for this shit, it'd be a favour. Look, | can *get* real noney for
solvent. | *pay* real noney for solvent. This just don't cut it."

"I"ll get nore, just hang a sec."

He haws-up Tilly but reigns her in slow, and | dash back to ny place and fill a
duffel with anything |I lay hands to, and run out, dragging it behind ne,
catching the cart before it turns the corner. "Here, here, take this too."

Stude dunmps it out in front of himand kicks at the pile. "This is just crap,

Maxes. There's lots of it, sure, but it's still crap."”
"I need it, Stude, | really need sone solvent. You already *got* all ny good
stuff."”

He shakes his head, sad, and says, "Go ask Tilly."
" Ask?"
"Tilly. Ask her."

Stude likes to humiliate you a little before he does you a favour. The word is
*capricious*, he told ne once.

So |l goto his snelly old horse and whi sper in her hairy ear and hold my breath
as | put ny ear next to the rotten junbo-chiclets she uses for teeth. "She says
you should do it," | say. "And she says you're an asshole for making nme ask her.
She says horses can't talk."

"Yeah, okay," and he tosses ne the goods.

#

Wth stage one bl essedly behind ne, |'mready for stage two. | take the nozzle
of the solvent aerosol and run a drizzle along the fatty roll of the windowsills
and then pop themout as the fix bath runs away and the wi ndows fly free and
shatter on the street bel ow

Then it's time to lighten the ballast. Wth kicks and grunts and a mantra of
"Qut, out, out," | toss everything in the house out, savouring each crash,
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taking care to |l eave a clear path between the house and the street.

On the third floor, |I find Dad's cardi gan, the one Mum gave hi m one anni versary,
and put it on. She carved it herself fromfoamand fixed it with some flexible,
dirt-shedding bath, so by the tine I'mdone with the third floor, ny arns and
chest are black with dust, and the sweater is still glowing with eerie

cl eanl i ness.

I know Dad woul dn't want nme to wear his sweater now. They say that on the
nmot hashi p, the bugouts have ways to watch each and every one of us, and maybe
Mum and Dad are there, watching nme, and so | w pe nmy nose on the sl eeve.

#

When the ballast is done, phase three begins. | go to work outside of the house,
spritzing a line of solvent at the point where the foamneets the ground, unti
it's all disconnected.

And then | got to kick nyself for an asshole. A strand of arnoured fibre-optic,
a steel water pipe, and the ceramic gas line hold it all down, totally
i mpervi ous to solvent.

Somewhere, in a toolbox that | ditched out the second floor window, is a big old
steel neat-cleaver, and now | hunt for it, prying apart the piles of crap with a
broonstick, feeling every inch the post-apocal yptic scrounger

I finally locate it, hanging out of armis reach frommy nei ghbour Linus's rose
trellis. | shake the trellis until it falls, mssing ny foot, which I jerk away
and swear at.

#

The fibre cleaves with a single stroke. The gas |ine takes twenty or nore, each
stroke clanging off the ceram c and sending the bl ade back alarmngly at ny
face. Finally it gives, and the sides splinter and a great jet of gas whooshes
out, then stops.

I could kick nyself for an asshole. Praise the bugouts for civil engineers who

made self-sealing pipes. | eye the water line warily and flip open ny conm dial
into the city, and touch-tone ny way through a near-sexy wonman readi ng menus
until | find out that the water, too, self-seals.

Whang, whang, whang, and |'m soaked and blinded by the water that bursts free,
and *I could kick nyself for an asshol e!*

The house, now truly untethered, catches a gust of wind and lifts itself a few
metres off the ground, body-checking nme on ny ass. | do a basketball junp and
catch the solvent-nelted corner, drag it down to earth, long-armfor the fix
bath and slop it where the corner neets the driveway, bonding it there unti
phase four is ready.

#

I bond one end of nonofilanent to the front right corner of the house, then |et
it unwind, covered in eraser-pink safety goop, until |'mstanding in ny deserted
Chestnut Ave. | spray a dent in the nmddle of the road with ny solvent, plunk

the reel intoit, bond it, then rush back to the house and unbond that |ast one
cor ner.

I hit the suck button on the reel and the house slowy drags its way to the
street, leaving a gap like a broken tooth in the carefully groomed snile of ny
Chest nut Ave.
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The wind fluffs at the house, naking it settle/unsettle |ike a nervous hen and
so | give it line by teasing the spit button on the reel until it's a hundred
metres away. Then | reel it in and out, timing it with the gusts until, in a
sudden magni ficent second, it catches and sails up-and-up-and-up and |I'm a
fricken genius.

#

It's nearly four and ny beautiful kite is a dancing bird in the sky before the
good little kiddies of my Chestnut Ave start to trickle home fromtheir days of
denial, playing at normalcy in the face of Judgnent.

Linus is the first one honme, and he nearly decapitates hinself on the taut |ine
as he cruises past on his bicycle. He slews to a stop and stares unbelieving at
me, at the airborne house, at the gap where he had a nei ghbour

"Maxes Fuentes Shunmacher! What is this?"
"Flying a kite, Linus. Just flyin' a kite. Nice day for it, yeah?"

"This," he says, then sputters. Linus is a big devotee of Dad's Process for
Lasting Happiness, and | can actually watch himtry to come up with sone
scripture to cover the situation while he gul ps back nouthsful of bile. "This is
an lrresponsible Wong, Maxes. You are being a Feckless Filthy. This is an abuse
of property, a Lashing Qut at a Figure in Absentia. You are endangering others,
endangering aircraft and people and property below that. | insist that you

Ri ght-Make this now, this instant."

"Yeah, uh-huh, yeah." And | squint up at nmy kite, the sun com ng down behind it
now, and it's just a dot in the big orange fire. The wind's nmore biting than
friendly. I pull the foam sweater a little closer, and do up one of the buttons
in the mddle.

"Maxes!" Linus shouts, his happiness dissipating. "You have thirty seconds to
get that down here, or | will Right-Make it nyself."

I didn't live with my dad for twenty years without picking up sone
Process-speak. "You seemto be Ego-Squeezing here, Lin. This Blanme-Saying is a
Barrier to Joy, bud, and the mark of a Wekend Happynan. Wy don't you go watch
some TV or sonet hing?"

He ignores me and nakes a big show of flipping open his command starting a
timer running on it.

Man, ny kite is a work of art. Megafun.

"Time's up, Feckless Filthy," Linus says, and snakes out and punches the suck

button on ny nmonofilament reel. It whizzes and line starts disappearing into its
guts.

"You can't bring down a kite *that* way, frickface. It'Il crash.” Wich it does,
losing all its airworthiness in one hot second and plunmeting |ike a house.

It tears up sone trees down Chestnut, and | hear a Rice Crispies bow of

snap-crackl e-pops fromfurther away. | use a shear to clip the line and it zaps
away, |ike a hyperactive snake.
"Moron," | say to Linus. The good ki ddies of Chestnut Ave are now trickling hone

in twds and threes and | ooking at the gap in the snmile with | ooks of such bovine
stupidity that | stalk away in disgust, |eaving the reel bonded to the m ddl e of
the road forever.

I build alittle fort out of a couch and some cushions, slop fix bath over the
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joints so they're pernanent, and hide in it, shivering.
#

Tricky-treaters didn't come knocking on ny pillowfort last night. That's fine
by ne. | slept well.

I rise with the sun and the dew and the aches of a cold night on a mattress of
cl ot hes and towel s.

I flip open nmy comm and there's a half-doz clippings nmy agent's found in the
ni ght. Five are about the bugouts; | ignore those. One is about the kite.

It crashed around H ghway 7 and the 400 i n Vaughan, bounci ng and ski ddi ng.
Traffic was light, and though there were a few fender-benders, nothing serious
went down. The city dispatched a couple-three guys to go out with solvent and
melt the thing, but by the tinme they arrived, an errant breeze had lofted it
again, and it flew another seventy kay, until it crossed the antidebris field at
Jean Paul Aristide International in Barrie.

I"mhungry. I'mcold. My teeth are beshitted with scum Linus cones tripping
Noel Coward out of his front door and | feel like kicking his ass. He sees ne
staring at him

"Did you have a good ni ght, Maxes?"
"Spiff, strictly nift. Eat shit and die."

He tsks and shakes his head and gets on his bicycle. He works down at Yonge and
Bl oor, in the big Process HQ His dad was ny dad's lieutenant, and since they
both went to the confab on the nothaship (along with all the other grownups on
my Chestnut Ave), he's sort of in charge. Shit-eating prick. He lisps a little
when he tal ks, and he's soft and pudgy, not l|ike Dad, who could orate like a
Roman tyrant and had a washboard for a gut.

I hope he gets hit by a sem.
#

| pass the nmorning with ny coonm till | come to the pict of Mumand Dad and
their Process buds on the jetway to the shuttle at Aristide, ascending to the
heavens as humanity's reps. They're both naked and armin-arm and as chaste as
John and Yoko, and ny eyes fill up with tears. | craw back into ny fort and
sl eep and dream about buzzing Chestnut Ave in a shuttle with a payl oad of
solvent, nelting down all the houses into trickles that disappear into the
sewers.

#

I wake for the second time that day to the sound of a gas engine, a rarity on
Chestnut Ave and the surrounding North Toronto environs. It's a truck, fromthe
city, the kind they used to use to take away the trash before the pneuma was
finished -- Dad pointed out howit was a Point of Excellence, the plans for the
subt erranean pneuna, and his acolytes quietly sawto it. Three nen in coveralls
and reflective vests ride on the back. It pulls up into ny drive, and nmy comm
chi mes.

It's a text-only nessage, signed and key-crypted from Li nus, on Process

|l etterhead. The first thing it does is flash a big nessage about how by readi ng
it, | have logged nmy understanding of its contents and it is now officially
served to ne, as per blah blah blah. Legal doc.

I scroll down, just skimming. "-- non conpis mentis -- anti-social destruction
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of property -- reckless endangernent of innocent life -- violation of terns --
sad duty of the Trustees --" and by the tinme |'mfinished the nmessage, |'m
disinherited. Cut off fromthe Process trust fund. Property stripped. Subpoenaed
to a conpetency hearing.

The driver of the truck has been waiting for me to finish the note. He makes eye
contact with me, | nake eye contact with him The other two hop out and start
throwi ng my piles of ballast into the back of the truck.

I take ny bicycle fromthe shed out back, kick ny way through the piles of crap,
and ride off into the sunset.

#

For Christmas | hang sone tinsel fromny handl ebars and put a silver star on the
bi g hex-nut that holds the headset to the front forks.

Tony the Tiger thinks that's pretty funny. He stopped into ny sickroomthis
morning as | lay flat on ny back on ny grinmy, sweaty futon, one arm outfl ung,
hand resting on the twi sted weckage of nmy front wheel. He stood in the doorway,
grinning fromstriped shirt to flamng red noustache, and barked "Hah!" at ne.

Wiich is his prerogative, since this is his place |'mstaying at, here in a
decayi ng Rosedal e mansi on gone to spectacul ar Addanms Family ruin, this is where
he took ne in when | returned on ny bi ke fromthe ghosttown of N agara Falls,
where |1'd built a nest of crap fromthe wax-museuns and snow gl obe stores unti
the kitsch of it all squeezed nmy head too hard and | rode hone, to a Toronto
utterly unlike the one I'd left behind. 1'd been so stunned by it all that |
totally missed the crater at Queen and Brock, barreling along at forty kay, and
I'"d gone down |ike a preacher's daughter, smashing nmy poor knee and ny poor bike
to equally dismal fragnents.

"Hah!" 1 bark back at Tony the Tiger. "Merry happy, dude."

"You, too.

Which it is, nore or less, for us ragtags who live on Tony the Tiger's paterna
instincts and junbo survivalist-sized boxes of Corn Fl akes.

And now it's the crack of noon, and ny navel is thoroughly contenplated, and mny
adoring public awaits, so it's time to struggle down bravely and feed my face.

I"ve got a robe, it used to be white, and plush, with a hood. The hood's stil
there, but the robe itself is the sweat-mat grey of everything in Tony the
Tiger's domnion. | pull it on and grope for ny cane. | |ook down at the bruisey
soccerbal |l where ny knee used to be and gingerly snap on the brace that Tony
fabbed up for me out of foamand velcro. Then it's tine to stand up

"Fricken-not her-shit-jesus-fuck!" | shout and drown out ny knee's how s of
prot est.

"Y' okay?" floats Tony's voice up the stairs.

"Peachy keen!" | holler back and start ny twenty-two-year-old ol d-fogey shuffle
down the stairs: step, drag.

On the ground-floor |anding, soneone's used aerosol glitter to silver the
sandbags that we use to soak up bullets randomy fired into our door. It's a
wonderful life.

I check nyself out in the mirror. |I'mskinny and haunted and stubbly and ganey.
Num
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There's a pair of size-nine Kodiaks in a puddle of nelting slush and soneone's
dai nty wet sock-prints headed for the kitchen. Daisy Duke's home for the
hol i days. Of to the kitchen for ne.

And there she is, a vision of brave perseverance in the face of uncooperative
climte. She's five-six average; not-thin, not-fat average; eyes an average
hazel ; tits, two; arms, two; legs, two; and skin the colour of Toronto's w nter,
sun-deprived-white with a polluted grey tinge. My angel of nercy.

She | eaps out of her chair and is under nmy arm supporting ne before I knowit.
"Maxes, hi," she says, drawing out the "hi" like an innuendo.

"Dai sy Duke, as | live and breathe," | say, and she's got the sane nix of sweat
and fun-snmell coning off her hair as when she sat with me while | shouted and
raved about mny knee for a week after coming to Tony the Tiger's.

She puts me down in her chair as gently as an air-traffic controller. She gives
my knee a | ook of professional displeasure, as though it were swollen and ugly
because it wanted to piss her off. "Lookin' down and out there, Maxes. Been to a
doctor yet?"

Tony the Tiger, sitting on the stove, head ducked under the exhaust hood, stuffs
his face with a caranel corn and snorts. "The boy won't go. | tell himto go,
but he won't go. Wat to do?"

| feel like | should be pissed at himfor nagging me, but | can't work it up
Dad' s gone, taken away with all the other Process-heads on the nothaship, which
vani shed as quickly as it had appeared. The riots started i nmedi ately. Process
HQ at Yonge and Bl oor was nagnificently torched, followed by the worl dwi de
franchi ses. Presumably, we'd been Judged, and found wanting. Only a natter of
time, now.

So | can't get pissed at Tony for playing fatherly. | kind of even like it.

And besides, now that hospitals are turf, I'mas likely to get kakked as cured,
especially when they find out that dear ole Dad was the bull-goose Process- head.
Thanks, Pop.

"That right? Wn't go take your nedicine, Maxes?" She can do this eye-twi nkle
thing, turn it off and on at will, and when she does, it's like there's nothing
average about her at all.

"I'"'mtoo pretty to nake it in there."

Dai sy turns to Tony and they do this |eaders-of-the-comune neani ngful -gl ance
thing that nakes nme apeshit. "Maybe we could get a doc to cone here?" Daisy
says, at |last.

"And performsurgery in the kitchen?" | say back. Al the while, ny knee is
t hr obbi ng and poki ng out from under ny robe.

Dai sy and Tony hang head and | feel bad. These two, if they can't help, they
feel useless. "So, how you been?" | ask Daisy, who has been AWOL for three
weeks, | ooking for her folks in Kitchen-Waterloo, filled up with the holiday
spirit.

"Baby, it's cold outside. Took highway 2 nost of the way -- the 407 was drive-by
city. The heater on the Beetle quit about ten mnutes out of town, so | was
driving with a toque and nmittens and all mnmy sweaters. But it was nice to see the
fol ks, you know? Not fun, but nice."

Ni ce. | hope they stuck a pole up Dad's ass and put himon top of the Xmas tree.
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"I't's good to be home. Not enough fun in Kitchener. | am positively fun-hungry."
She doesn't look it, she | ooks wi ped up and wung out, but hell, I'mpretty fun
hungry, too.

"So what's on the Yul etide agenda, Tony?" | ask

"Thought we'd burn down the neighbours', have a cheery fire." Wich is fine by
me -- the neighbours split two weeks before. Modrons from Scarbor ough, thought
that down in Florida people would be warm and friendly. Hey, if they can't be
bot hered to watch the tacticals fighting in the tunnels under Disney Wrld, it's
none of ny shit.

"Sounds like a plan," | say.

We wait until after three, when everyone in the happy househol d has struggl ed
honme or out of bed. We're al nbst twenty when assenbled, ranging fromlittle Tiny
Timto bull dog Pawn- Shop Maggie, all of us unrecalcitrants snagged in the tangle
of Tony's hypertrophied organi sational skills.

The kitchen at Tony's is big enough to prepare dinner for forty guests. W
barely fit as we struggle into our parkas and boots. | end up in a pair of
insulated overalls with one leg slit to make room for ny knee/soccerball. If
this was Dad and Mum it'd be like we were gathered for a neeting, waiting for
the Chairman to give us the word. But that's not Tony's style; he waits unti

we' re approachi ng ready, then starts noving toward the door, getting out the

har ness. Dai sy Duke shoul ders a kegger of foam and another full of kerosene, and
Grandville gets the fix-bath. Tiny Timgets the sack of marshmal |l ows and we
trickle into the yard

It was a week and a half after Hallowe' en when the vast cool intelligences from
beyond the stars zapped away. The whol e year since they'd arrived, the world had
held its breath and tippytoed around on best behave. Wen they split, it

exhal ed. The gust of that exhalation carried the stink of profound

pi ssed- of fedness with the Processors who'd acted the proper Nazi hall-nonitors
until the bugouts went away. |'d thrown a nolotov into the Process centre at the
Falls nyself, and shouted into the fire until | couldn't hear nyself.

So now |I'ma refugee on Xmas Eve, waiting for fearless | eader to do sonething
prinordial and cathartic. Wich he does, even if he starts off by taking the
deci dedly non-prinordial step of foam ng the side of our squat that faces the
nei ghbours', then fixing it, Daisy Duke whangi ng away on the harness's seal with
a rock to clear the ice. Once our place is fireproofed, Daisy Duke switches to
kero, and we cheer and clap as it |aps over the neighbours', a two-storey

coach- house. The kero | eaves shiny patches on the rinme of frost that covers the
pl ace. My knee throbs, so | sit/kneel against the tel ephone pole out front.

The kids are getting overexcited, pitching rocks at the glass to nake holes for
the jet of kero. Tony shuts down the stream and | think for a mnute that he's
pi ssed, he's gonna take a piece out of soneone, but instead he's cal mand

coll ected, asks people to sort out getting hoses, buckets and chairs fromthe
kitchen. Safety first, and | have to snile.

The group hops to it, extruding volunteers through a nonobvi ous Browni an noti on,
and before long all of Tony's gear is spread out on the lawn. Tony then crouches
down and carves a shall ow bow out of the snow He tips the foamkeg in, then
uses his gloves to scul pt out a depression. He slops fix-bath on top, then fills
hi s foam and-snow bowl with the | ast of the kero.

"You all ready?" he says, like he thinks he's a showran

Most of us are cold and wish he'd just get it going, but Tony's the kind of guy
you want to give a ragged cheer to.
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He digs the snow out from around the bow and holds it Iike a discus. "Maestro,
if you woul d?" he says to Daisy Duke, who uses long fireplace match to touch it
off. The thing burns like a brazier, and Tony the Tiger frisbees it square into
the mddle of the porch. There's a tiny *chuff* and then all the kero seens to
catch at once and the whole place is cheerful orange and warm as the sumer.

We pass around the nmarshnmal l ows and Tony's a fricken geni us.
#

The flames lick and spit, and the house kneels in slow, majestic stages. The
back half collapses first, a cheapie addition that's fifty years younger than
the rest of the place. The front porch follows in the aftershock, and it sends a
constell ati on of enbers skittering towards the marshmal | owroasters, who beat at
each other's coats until they're all extinguished.

As the resident crip, |I've weaseled nmy way into one of the kitchen chairs, and
I"ve got it angled to face the heat. | sit close enough that ny face feels |ike
it's burning, and | turn it to the side and feel the delicious cool breeze.

The flames are on the roof, now, and I'minside nmy own world, watching them
They dance spacewards, and | feel a delicious thrill as |I realise that the
bugouts are not there, that the bugouts are not watching, that they took mny
parents and ny problens and vani shed.

I'"m broken fromthe reverie by Daisy Duke, who's got a skimask on, the nouth
rinmred in gumry marshmall ow. She's got two nore marshmal |l ows in one
three-fingered cyclist's gl ove.

"Mm Marshmal lowey," | say. It's got that hard carboniferous skin and the gooey
inside that's hot enough to scald nmy tongue. "I *like* it."

"Al nost New Year's," she says.

"Yuh- huh. "

"Gonna nmake any resol utions?" she asks.
"You?"

"Sure," she says, and | honestly can't inagine what this perfectly bal anced

person coul d possibly have to resolve. "You first," she says.

"Gonna get ny knee fixed up."

"That's *it*?"

"Yuh-huh. The rest, 1'll play by ear. Maybe 1'll find sone Process-heads to hit.

Howbout you?"

"Get the plunbing upstairs working again. Foamthe whol e place. Cook one neal a
week. Start teaching self-defense. Make sure your knee gets fixed up." And
suddenly, she seens |ike she's real *old*, even though she's only twenty-five,
only three years ol der than ne.

"Ch, yeah. That's real good."
"CGot any *other* plans for the next year, Maxes?"

"No, nothing special." | feel a twinge of freeloader's anxiety. "Maybe try and
get sone noney, help out around here. | don't know. "

"You don't have to worry about that. Tony may run this place, but |I'mthe one
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who found it, and | say you can stay. | just don't want to see you," she
swal | ows, "you know, waste your life."

"No sweatski." I'mnot even thinking as | slip into *this* line. "I"I|l be just
fine. Sonething' |l cone up, I'Il figure out what | want to do. Don't worry about
—_—

Unexpectedly and out of the clear orange snoke, she hugs ne and hisses in ny
ear, fiercely, "I *do* worry about you, Maxes. | *do*." Then Bunny nails her in
the ear with a slushball and she dives into a flaw ess snap-roll, scooping snow
on the way for a counterstrike.

#

Tony the Tiger's been standing beside ne for a while, but | just noticed it now.
He barks a tradenmarked Hah! at ne. "How s the knee?"

"Big, ugly and swollen."

"Yum How s the brain?"

"Ditto."

"Doubl e-yum "

"Cot any New Year's resolutions, Tony?"

"Trimny noustache. Put in a garden, here where the nei ghbours' place was. Start
benching in the norning, work on ny upper-body. Foamthe house. Open the roons
in the basenment, take in some nore folks. Get a camand start recordi ng house
meetings. Start an e-zine for connecting up squats. Sone nore things. You?"

"Don't ask," | say, not wanting to humiliate nyself again.

He misunderstands nme. "Well, don't sweat it: if you nake too many resol utions,
you're trying, and that's what counts."

"Yuh-huh." It feels good to be overestimated for a change.

Tony used to work in the custoner-service dept at Eatons-Wal mart, the big one at
Dundas and Yonge where the Eaton Centre used to be. They kept offering him
pronotions and he kept turning themdown. He wanted to stay there, acting as a
gui de through the maze of bureaucracy you had to navigate to get a refund when
you bought the dangerous, overpriced shit they sold. It shows.

It's like he spent thirty years waiting for an opportunity to grab a nmegaphone
and organise a disaster-relief.

The nei ghbours' is not recogni sable as a house anynore. Sonme peopl e are singing
carols. Then it gets silly and they start singing dirty words, and | join in
when they launch into Jingle Bells, translated into Process-speak

I turn back into the fire and lose nyself in the flickers, and | don't scream at
all.

Fuck you, Dad.
#

Soneone scrounged a big foam m ni keg of whi skey, and soneone el se has cone up
with sone chewabl e vitam n C soaked in sonething *up*, and the house gets going.
Those with working comms -- who pays for their subscriptions, | wonder --

m cropay for sone tuneage, and we split between the kitchen and the big old

parl our, dancing and Merry Xnassing | ate.
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About half an hour into it, Tony the Tiger cones in the servant's door, his nose
red. He's got the hose in one hand, glove frozen stiff from bl owback. |'m next
to the door, shivering, and he grins. "Putting out the enbers."

I take his gloves and toque fromhimand add themto the drippy pile beside ne.
I'"ve got a foamtunbler of whiskey and | pass it to him

The night passes in the warnth of twenty sweaty, boozy, speedy bodies, and
hobbl e from pi ssoir to whiskey, until the whiskey's gone and the pissoir is
swi M ng from other people's misses, and then | settle into a corner of one of
the ratty sofas in the parlour, dozing a little and sniling.

Soneone wakes me with a hard, whiskey-fumed kiss on the cheek. "How can you
*sl eep* on *speed*, Maxes?" Daisy shrieks into ny ear. |I'mnot used to seeing
her cut so | oose, but it suits her. That twinkle is on perma-strobe and she's
down to a sportsbra and cycling shorts. She bounces onto the next cushion

I pull ny robe tighter. "Just lucky that way." Speed hits nme hard, then drops ne
like an anvil. My eyelids are |like weights. She wiggles up to ne, and even

t hough she's totally whacked, she nmanages to be careful of ny knee. Cautiously,

I put my arm around her shoulders. She's clammy with sweat.

"Your Dad, he nusta been some pain in the ass, huh?" She's babbling in an
adrenal i sed tone, and the nuscles under nmy hand are twitching.

"Yeah, he sure was."

"I can't imagine it. | nmean, we used to watch himon the tube and groan -- when
the bugouts got here and he told everyone that he'd been invited to explain to
them why they should admit humanity into the Gal actic Federation, we | aughed our
asses off. My sister, she's thirty, she's sonewhere out west, we think, maybe

W nni peg, she had a boyfriend in highschool who ended up there. "

It takes her four nore hours to wind down, and | think I nust be picking up a
contact-high fromher, because |'"'mnot even a little tired. Eventually, she's
lying with her head in ny lap, and | can feel nmy robe slip underneath her, and
I"mpretty sure ny dick is hanging out underneath her hair, but none of it seens
to matter. No matter how long we sit there, | don't get cranps in ny back, none
in ny knee, and by the tinme we both doze away, | think |I rmaybe amin | ove.

#

I shoul d have spent the night in ny bed. | wake up nearly twenty hours |ater,
and ny knee feels like it's broken into a mllion pieces, which it is. |I wake
with a yelp, catch ny breath, yelp again, and Daisy is up and crouching beside
me in a flash. Tony arrives a nonent later and they take ne to bed. | spend New
Year's there, behind a wall of codeine, and Daisy dips her finger into her glass
of fizzy nauga-chanpagne and touches it to ny |ips at m dnight.

#

| eat four codeine tabs before getting up, ny usual dose. Feb is on us, as
filthy and darky as the grinme around the toilet bowl, but | accentuate the
positive.

By the tine | nmake it downstairs, Tony's in full dervish, helping unload a
freshl y-scrounged palette of brown bread, lifted fromthe back of sone bakery.
He grins his trademark at ne when | conme into the kitchen and | grin back

"Foo-00-00d!" he says, tearing the heel of a loaf and tossing it ny way. A
hal f-doz of nmy housemates, new arrivals whose nanes | haven't picked up yet, are
al ready sitting around the kitchen, stuffing their faces.
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I reach into ny robe-pocket for my comm and shout "Snile!" and snap a pict, then
stash it in the dir I'"'musing for working files for the e-zine.

"What's the caption?" said Tony.
"*Man oh nmanna*," | say.

| eat my heel of bread, then stunmp into the roomthat Daisy calls the Butler's
Pantry, that | use for ny office and shut the door. Qur e-zine, *Sit/Spin,* went
fromoccasional to daily when | took it over after New Year's, and

commandeered an office to work in. Apparently, it's *de rigueur* cafe reading in
Copenhagen.

What ever. The inportant things are:

1) | can spend a whole day in ny office wi thout once renenbering to need to take
apill;

2) Waen | cone out, Daisy Duke is always the first one there, grabbing my comm
and eating the ish with hungry eyes.

| start to collect the day's issue, pasting in the pict of Tony and Dai sy under
t he mast head.

#

I"mon a Harbourfront patio with a pitcher of shandy in front of ne, dark
shades, and a fabbed pin in my knee when the nothashi p comes back

| took the cure in February, slipped out and left a note so Dai sy woul dn't

i nsist on being noble and coming with, Iying about ny name and canping out in
the ER for a week in the newly recaptured Wrnen's Col | ege Hospital before a doc
coul d see ne.

Dai sy ki ssed ne on the cheek when | got home and then went upside ny head, and
Tony made everyone cone and see ny new knee. Wiile | was in, someone had sorted
out the affairs of the Process, and a governnent trustee had |left a note for ne

at general delivery. | got over fifty dollars and bought a plane-ticket for a
much- deserved week in the Honduras. | tried to take Daisy, but she had stuff to
do. | beach-fronted it until the nel anomas cane out, then honme again, hone

again, only to find that the house crine-scene taped and Tony the Ti ger and
Dai sy Duke were nowhere to be found in a nmonth of hysterical searching.

So now, on the first beautiful day of spring after a fricken evil, grey wnter
of pain and confusion, | work on ny tan and sip beer and | enbnade until the
sirens go and the traffic stops and every receiver is turned to the Energency
Broadcast System-- *This is not a test*.

I flip open my comm There's a hubble of the nothaship, whirlagig and
wi dder shins around our rock. The audio track is running, but it's just talking
heads, not a transm ssion fromthe nothaship, so | tune it out.

The worl d holds its breath again.
#

The first transm ssion cones a whole pitcher later. They speak flaw ess English
-- and Spani sh and Cant onese and Esperanto and Navaj o, just pick a channel --
and they use a beautiful bugout contralto |like a newscaster who started out as
an opera singer. Like a Roman tyrant orating to his subjects.

My stomach does a flip-flop and | put the conm down before | drop it, swill sone
shandy and | ook out at Lake Ontario, which is a preternatural bl ue.
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Rat s-wi t h-wi ngs seagulls circle overhead.
"People of Earth," says the opera-singer-cumnewscaster. "It is good to be back

"W had to undertake a task whose nature is. . . conplex. W are sorry for any
concern this may have caused

"W have reached a judgnent."

Lady or the tiger, | alnpst say. Are we joining the bugout UN or are we going to
be vapourised? | surprise nmyself and reach down and switch off my comm and t hrow
a nickle on the table to cover the pitchers and tip, and wal k away before | hear
the answer.

The honking horns tell me what it is. Louder than the when the Jays won the
pennant. Bicycle bells, air-horns, car-horns, whistles. Everybody's smling.

My commchimes. | scan it. Dad and Mum are hone.
#

They rebuild the Process centres |ike a bad apol ogy, the governments of the
worl d suddenly very, very interested in finding the arsonists who were vengefu
heroes at Xmastinme. | smashed ny comm after the sixth page from Dad and Mum

Sonetinmes, | see Linus grinning fromthe newsscreens on Spadi na, and once
caught sickening audio of him the harrowi ng story of how he had valiantly
rescued dozens of Process-heads and escaped to the subway tunnels, hiding out
fromthe torch-bearing nobs. He actually said it, "torch-bearing nobs," in the
same goofy lisp.

Whenever Dad and Mum appear on a screen, | disappear

I"ve got over fifteen dollars left. My roomcosts nme a penny a night, and for a
foam coffin, it's okay.

#

Soneone stuck a paper flyer under nmy coffin's door this norning. That's unusua
-- who thinks that the people in the coffins are a sexy denographic?

My very own father is giving a free lecture on Lasting Happi ness and the
Gal actic Federation, at Raptor Stadium tonorrow night.

I make a nental note to be el sewhere

O course, it's not inportant where | am the fricken thing is sinulcast to
every dingy, darky corner of the world. Pops, after all, has been given a
Governor General's award, a Nobel Prize, and a UN Medal of Bravery.

| pinball between bars, |ooking for somewhere outside of the coffin wthout the
Tyrant's oration.

Soneone's converted what was | eft of Roy Thonpson hall into a big boom ng dance
club, the kind of place with strobe |ights and nekkid dancers.

It's been so long since | was at a bar. Last summer. Wen they first ascended to
the nothaship. | feel like an intruder, though | notice about a mllion

hal f-fam liar faces anbng the dancers, people who | net or shook hands with or
drank with or fought with, sonme tinme in another life.

And then | see Daisy Duke. Six nonths have been enough for her to grow her hair
out alittle and do sonething to it that makes it | ook *expensive*. She's
wearing a catsuit and a bol ero jacket, and | ooks sexy and kind of scary.
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She's at one of the ridiculously small tables, drinking and sparkling at a nman
in a silver vest and sone kind of skirt that |ooks |like the kind of thing
laugh at until | catch nyself trying one on

We nake eye-contact. | snile and start to stand. | even point at ny knee and
grin. Her date says sonething, and | see, behind the twinkle, a total |ack of
recognition. She turns to himand | see nyself in the mrror behind her

My hair's longer. |I'mnot wearing a bathrobe. |'ve got sone neat on my bones.
I"mnot walking with a cane. Still, I"'m*me*. | want to wal k over to her and
give her a hug, roll up ny pants and show her the gob of scar tissue around ny
knee, find out where Tony the Tiger's got to.

But | don't. | don't know why, but | don't. If | had a conm | mght try calling
her, so she'd see ny nane and then | wouldn't have to say it to her. But | don't
have a comm

| feel, suddenly, |ike a ghost.

| test this out, walk to the bar, circling Daisy's table once on the way and
again on the way back. She sees ne but doesn't recognise nme, both tines. |
over hear snatches of her conversation, "-- conpeting next weekend in a

bl ack-belt conpetition -- oh, man, | can't *believe* what a pain in the ass ny

boss was today -- want another drink --" and it's her voice, her tones, but
sonmehow, it doesn't seemlike *her*.

It feels nmel ancholy and strange, being a ghost. | find nyself |eaving the bar,
and wal ki ng of f towards Yonge Street, to the Eatons-Wal mart store where Tony the
Ti ger wor ked.

And fuck me if | don't pass himon the street out front, |ooking burned and
buzzed and broke, panning for pennies. He's |ooking down, directly addressing
peopl e's knees as they pass him "spare-change-spare-change-spar e-change. "

I stand in front of himuntil he | ooks up. He's got an ugly scar running over
hi s eyebrow, and he | ooks right through nme. *Were you been, Tony?* | want to
ask it, can't. I'ma ghost. | give hima quarter. He doesn't noti ce.

#

I run into Stude the Dude and hatch ny plan at Tilly the horse's funeral. | read
the obit in the Aobe, with a pict of the two of them They buried her at Munt
Pl easant Cenetery, with MKenzie King and Tinothy Eaton and Lester Pearson

Stude can afford it. The squib said that he was goi ng aboard the nothaship the
day after the cerenony.

Lots of people are doing that. Now that we're nmenbers of the Confederation,
we' ve got passports that'll take us to *wild* places. The streets get enptier
every day. It's hard to avoid Dad's face

Stude scares the shit out of me with his eulogy. *It's all in Process-speak*. It
is positively, fricken eerie.

"My Life-Conpani on goes into the ground today."
There's a | ong pause while he stares into the big hole and the out-sized coffin.

"My Daily Road has taken ne far fromthe Points of Excellence, and | feel |ike
my life has been a Barrier to Joy for nyself and for many others. But Tilly was
a Speci al Sonmeone, a Lightning Rod for Happi ness, and her presence graced ne
with the Vision of Joy."

file:/lIG|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Cor...torow%20-%20Shadow%200f%20the%20Mothaship.txt (20 of 23) [12/30/2004 8:21:15 PM]



file:///G|/Program%620Files/eM ul e/ ncoming/Cory%20D octorow%620-%20Shadow%200f%20the%20M othashi p.txt
And so on.

I wait near the back until Stude finishes, then follow at a discreet distance as
he makes his way back to his place. It's not sonething | ever would have

consi dered doing last Hallowe'en -- the Stude | knew woul d' ve spotted a tail in
hot second. But now the world has gone to jargon-slinging harmony and |I'm brazen
as | ride along behind on ny bike, down Yonge to Front, and up to a new buil di ng
made of foam

| feel like a ghost as | watch himl ook straight through ne, and | mark the
addr ess.

#
| spend a day kicking at everything foam

The foamis hard, and |ight, and durable, and | inmagi ne the houses of ny
parent's suburb, the little Process enclave, surviving |ong past any of us,
surviving as nmuseum pi eces for arsenic-breathing bugouts, who crawl over the
munmi fied furniture and chests of clothes, snapping picts and chattering in
their thrilling contraltos. | want to scream

Here and there, pieces of the old, pre-Process, pre-foam Toronto stick out, and
I rub themas | pass them by, touchstones for |uck

#

Spring | asted about ten days. Now we're into a nmuggy, 32 degrees Toronto sumrer,
and ny collar itches and sweat trickles down ny neck.

I'"d be wearing sonething lighter and cool er, except that today |'m neeting ny
Dad, at Aristide. They've got a little wire-flown tw n-prop nunber fuelled up
and waiting for me at the mniature airstrip on Toronto |sland. Dad was *so*
glad when | got in touch with him A real MIlestone on his Personal Road to
Lasting Happiness. There's even one of the Process-heads from Yonge and Bl oor
waiting for me. He doesn't even coment on all ny fricken | uggage.

#

I hit Stude's place about ten mnutes after he left for his trip to the
nmot haship. | had the dregs of the solvent that he'd sold ne, and | used that to
di ssolve a hole in his door, and reached in and popped the | atch

I didn't nmake a ness, just nethodically opened crates and boxes until | found
what | was |ooking for. Then | hauled it in batches to the elevator, |oaded it,
and took it back to ny coffin in a cab.

| had to rent another coffin to store it all
#

The Process-head stays at the airport. Praise the bugouts. If he'd been aboard,
it would' ve queered the whol e deal

I press ny nose against the oval wi ndow next to the hatch, checking ny conm from
time to time, squinting at the GPS readout. My stomach is a knot, and ny knee
aches. | feel great.

The transition to Process-land is sharp fromthis perspective, real buildings
giving way to foamwhite on a razor-edged line. | count off streets as we fly
|l ow, the autopilot getting ready to touch down at Aristide, only 70 kay away.

And there's nmy Chestnut Ave.
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God*dam* the wind's fierce in a plane when you pop the emergency hatch. It
spirals away like a maple key as the plane starts soothing nme over its PA

I"ve got a safety strap around ny wai st and hooked onto the front row of seats,
and the knots had better be secure. | use ny sore leg to kick the keg of solvent
of f the deck.

I grab ny strap with both hands and lie on ny belly at the hatch's edge and
count three hippopotam, and then the charge on Stude's kegger goes bang, and
the plane kicks up, and now it's not the plane comng over the PA but the Roman
tyrant's voice, shouting, but not |oud enough to be understood over the w nd.

The superfine m st of solvent settles |ike an acid bath over nmy Chestnut Ave,
over the perfect snmile, and starts to eat the shit out of it.

I watch until the plane nmoves nme out of range, then keep watching fromm comm
renting super-expensive sat tinme on Dad's account.

The roofs go first, along with the road surfaces, then the floors bel ow, and
then structural integrity is a thing of past and they fall to pieces |ike

gi ngerbread, furniture tunbling rolypoly away, everything edged w th rough
fractal fringe

#

Dad's greyfaced and clueless when | land. Al he knows is that sonething nade
the plane very sick. He's worried and wants to hug ne.

| totter down the stairway that a guy in a junpsuit rolled up, ears stil
ringing fromthe wind and nmy big boom |'m al nost down the step when a little
Process-troll scurries up and says sonething in his ear.

I know what it is, because he's never |ooked so pissed at me in all ny life.
I"ma fricken *genius*.

<I--
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