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Abstract

Hands of the Tyrants is a satirical novella featuring a protagonist (a CSIS agent named
Lucas Young) who infiltrates a collective of performance and conceptual artists known as
Apollo’s Army. Placed firmly in the literary tradition of Menippean satire, this novella
offers the reader a mixture of prose and verse, extended dialogues and debates, multiple
genres, absurd situations, and a journey—all of which equally satirize artists and the
institutions they rely upon. Lucas’ initiation into the art world is a 21 century
transposition of the adventures of his fictional ancestors: Alice, Candide, and Gulliver.

In Hands of the Tyrants, a cross-country tour of Canada is told through two first-person
narrators (Young and another agent, Dr. Pangloss) in the form of surveillance reports.
The contrast between these characters and their reports becomes heightened as Lucas
fails to distinguish the line between his assumed and actual identities. The object of
satiric attack in this novella is the ironic relationship between avant-garde artists and a
government which funds their artistic dissent. Although Hands of the Tyrants is set in
Canada during the summer of 2010, it transcends this specific time and place by
satirizing the universal vices of decadence, hypocrisy, and vanity.

v
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Preface:

My ten years as director of the Freedom of Conscience Group provides me with
the authority to identify this book as fully representing the mission of our organization,
perhaps even our country: to perpetually fight for universal autonomy and equality within
the boundaries defined by the Canadian Charter of Rights and Freedoms.

A brief explanation in regards to the provenance of our sources is necessary for
two reasons: to insulate ourselves against scrutiny and provide the reader with an
entrance into this aberrant world. The following documents were delivered to our offices
inside a large costume trunk (which also contained a megaphone, fragments of a broken
guitar, protest placards bearing cryptic messages, and the casing from a spent bullet,
among other debris). A typed message, taped to the inside of the lid, offered specific
instructions on how to release this information to the public. This document is signed by
a CSIS intelligence officer, Dr. Pangloss. We chose to ignore most of these stipulations
as they required us to violate Canadian law and assemble the various reports through
“Aleatoric Composition”—or random chance. Instead, we simply arranged the reports
chronologically (to the best of our knowledge), but we were unwilling to release such
highly confidential material. Fortunately, recent amendments to the Security of
Information Act (SOIA) have allowed us to legally publish these once top-secret
documents.

Lucas Young, the primary author of these surveillance reports, is still missing
after being discharged from CSIS over five years ago. Although the other reports (which

describe Young and other members of Apollo’s Army) are attributed to Dr. Pangloss,



CSIS denies the existence of anyone operating under this code name. Critics of our
organization (clearly biased given their connections to the federal government) have
speculated that Young wrote everything found below; a computer analysis, however,
reveals this to be improbable at best.

After numerous inquiries into the events of 2010, both official and unofficial,
many questions remain unanswered. The actions of Apollo’s Army still forge a division
between the citizens of this country. After considerable expense to our financial
resources, a lengthy legal battle, and years of patient preparation, we are finally ready to
expose this information for public scrutiny. The manner in which our history books

remember these artists is irrelevant; the final decision lies with the reader’s discretion.

Gratefully Yours,

Marcel Rheaume

The Freedom of Conscience Group



Surveillance Report 17417XH

Operative: Dr. Pangloss.
Location(s): Ottawa, ON. CSIS Headquarters, Interrogation Room 303.

Date / Time: 19 May 2010. 2:41pm.

As the first and only intelligence officer with direct access to Apollo’s Army
(essentially as a low-ranking roadie), I’'m conducting my initial evaluation of Lucas
Young’s training; his reaction to being chosen for such a significant operation is of
special interest. Also, being chairperson of the Sub-Committee on Covert Investigations
obliges me to thoroughly investigate this intelligence officer’s ability to maintain secrecy
and decorum.

I’'m watching a live recording of Lucas, featuring audio and visual streams,
captured through our CCTV system. As the security camera pans the silent corridor from
an isometric perspective, Lucas sits motionless on the edge of a black metal chair—
waiting for his briefing to begin. He studies the posters on the wall; many of them were
part of his initial training. Each one depicts a category of “creative dissident” found in the
general population. Lucas pays particular attention to a life-size photo of a man wearing a
black bandanna over his face. As a potential candidate for a covert operation, Lucas
received constant warnings from his superiors about the dangers of being seduced by the
romantic notion of becoming an artist, or buying into their treacherous philosophies:

They’re just like the protestors who throw bricks through windows; lots of energy and



ambition but nothing to say. I can already tell that Lucas thinks he’s different. We all
certainly hope this is true as he must see through everyone’s ideology, especially his own.

I’ve often been bothered that we can’t come up with more reliable definitions of
these so-called artists. Our mandatory cultural education course, which consists of
memorizing clichés and stereotypes, fails me each time I go into the field to draft a sketch
of an activist—they always disrupt the model. Perhaps Lucas’ investigation will yield a
more accurate depiction of artistic subversion. My personal mission is to create a more
nuanced understanding of what the enemy is trying to achieve.

Lucas’ name is called from the open door of the interrogation room; I switch to
another camera, this one providing a clear shot of the interviewee. A senior intelligence
officer points to a chair as Lucas walks in. She enters information into a large computer
that obscures most of her face given the camera’s perspective.

“Do you have any previous experience as an artist?” she asks. Lucas, apparently
expecting some kind of formal greeting or introduction, sits down awkwardly. She stops
typing and looks up at Lucas across the desk, his shoulders arched forward slightly.

“Outside of doodling during lectures, no,” Lucas answers. “I’ve never really done
anything like that. But let me think though...”

“That’s fine, go on.”

Lucas stares at the clock. It’s standard issue, same as the one hanging above his
desk. His lack of an immediate response suggests that he’s withholding information, or
hesitating to reveal a personal detail. We’ve chosen Lucas from a select pool of
intelligence officers, ones that display an indifference to the arts but also exhibit the

potential for creativity.



“My ex-girlfriend made me help out with her plays sometimes. I did a brief stint
as a stage hand during a fringe festival.”

“What did you do exactly?”

“Mostly sit through agonizing rehearsals for convoluted scenes.”

“That’s a start. We need to know about every creative act you’ve done in your
past,” the officer says. “Have you ever taken an active interest in literature, music, drama,
or any of the visual arts?”

“Well, yeah, I wrote poetry in high school, and some song lyrics I guess.” Lucas
adjusts his posture and tugs at his watch band. He shouldn’t appear too eager when
answering these questions but acting disinterested will make him look suspicious.

“Do you know any artists?”

“Not really, just the ones on my mom’s side of the family. Her dad was a
composer and my aunt wrote a few screenplays. I still remember their intense
conversations from Christmas dinners and birthday parties. My father really hated their
ideas; they always fought over politics. They’re both dead now.”

“We know.” She begins flipping through a stack of Lucas’ files.

Lucas’ resume is a state-sanctioned record of achievement from the past twenty-
three years. According to his personal statement, he’s studied the heroes and important
movements of his country and moulded himself in his organization’s image since birth, as
if every motion, thought, and conversation prepared him for this contract. However, his
awkward posture and blank stare convey otherwise.

“Your predecessor was initially working on gathering intelligence on activist

groups engaged in disrupting the Olympic Games in Vancouver.” She hands Lucas a slim



report. “She encountered a newly formed group known, shamelessly, as ‘Apollo’s Army.’
You should already be aware of all this, of course, but I need to make sure you
understand what you’re up against.”

Lucas glances at the first few lines. This may be the first time he’s been informed
that the threat level of this group is a source of controversy among the higher ranking
members of CSIS. “We did an excellent job at the Games,” he says, “—aside from the
incident of course.”

“Yes, the active officers suppressed most of the disturbances. There wasn’t much
they could do about that final protest.”

Lucas shouldn’t be commenting on any activities outside his limited assignments.
As an inexperienced and naive entrant in the war against subversive art he is expected to
be aware of many of the ongoing operations, but mentioning these campaigns angers
certain officers.

“I see you had a minor role in that campaign.”

“Yes, I observed an intelligence officer as he interviewed suspicious subjects in
an apartment complex in North Vancouver.”

“Looks like nothing came of that, however. It never does. That’s why they’ve
decided to send you in. Guess we’re willing to try anything at this point.”

The officer asks Lucas to sign a series of documents and stands up from her desk.
“Just imagine that you’re a reporter going undercover, on assignment,” she says. “If
you’re chosen for this operation, you’ll be preparing surveillance reports, of course.

Think back to your training modules. Find one member of the group to attach yourself to,



the first one that isn’t turned off by your personality. Then we’ll inform you of what to do
next.”

“Sounds great.” Lucas grins like a teenage boy being sent out to buy cigarettes for
his mother.

“Listen, I’'m not even sure why they’ve selected you, but someone thinks you’re
the right person for this job. So far you’ve done nothing to prove that to me.” The officer
runs her fingers over the contents of a large metal bookshelf that dominates the small
office. “Here,” she hands him a slim book with a chimpanzee, picking apart the innards
of an exposed nuclear bomb, printed on the cover. Lucas cracks the spine.

“Take this book home tonight and memorize every single word.”

Surveillance Report 17418XH

Operative: Dr. Pangloss.
Location(s): Victoria, B.C. 565 Cloverdale Avenue. Riverview Manor, Suite 14.

Date / Time: 26 May 2010. 9:22pm.

A security camera, mounted inside a ceiling fan, provides a continuous feed from
Lucas’ mostly unfurnished apartment, paid for by CSIS. He’s been living here for three
days; I’'m reviewing the footage of the previous evening to analyze his response to

opening correspondence from the head office.



Lucas holds an unopened brown envelope in one hand and a cold beer in the
other. A symbol in blue ink, printed in the right-hand corner, officially marks him as an
insider. The contents will confirm what he’s presumably already found out—that he’s
been chosen among hundreds of his peers to gather critical information, to become a
deceiver. Three years of his life have been spent in preparation for this honour: entrance
into the Special Operational Services. He opens the folder and reads the title page:
Characteristics of Dissident Type C-36 (Poet Activist). We’ve already given him
documents similar to these ones before, but this time he’ll become a target instead of
searching for one. “We aren’t asking you to simply gather information,” I overheard one
of the senior, covert-operations experts telling Lucas on the day he left Ottawa. The first
paragraph (the same one that I drafted) describes his dual responsibilities of both
gathering data and creating information as a “meaning maker,” defined by section 1.32 of
Operation Imitationalism’s protocols.

He opens his training package to find an assortment of used paperback novels and
poetry collections, some t-shirts, scarves and a toque, a worn notebook, and a black
binder. He also finds posters of Hunter S. Thompson, Yoko Ono, Che Guevara, Julia
Kristeva, replicas of agitprop promotions, a Salvador Dali print, and a black and white
photo of Al Purdy to satisfy the required Canadian content regulations. The arrangement
of these items is subject to scrutiny by our aesthetic analysts. He’s also been provided
with explanations and talking points related to these “cultural artefacts.” The second page
of his manual consists of a character sketch drafted by a committee of artists:

You’re an avant-garde poet who has recently self-published your first collection,

Improvised Enlightenment Device—a hermeneutic text which, if deciphered correctly by



its users, becomes a manual for cultural transformation using found settings. Your work
is difficult to define and you hate being associated with any formal school or movement.
However, in true artistic fashion, you contradict yourself by listening to the Weakerthans
and telling everyone that the lead singer is among the best poets in the country, even
though he sold out by leaving Propagandhi. You hate commercial radio and only listen to
a few programs from your local indie station. Currently, you are in the initial stages of
your experimental project, a work which signals a departure into your “poetry as
performance art’ stage.

An artist needs influences and you’ll have to be able to recite who you like and,
more importantly, who you dislike. Take Margaret Atwood and Alice Munro for example,
these are too obvious for a revolutionary. You idolize bpNichol, Erin Mouré, and Ezra
Pound, and loved the latest novel by some recent Canadian literary sensation (please
refer to the Globe and Mail) but you absolutely can’t stand reading some of the classics,
and have all kinds of justification for this. According to your indiscriminate taste, post-
modernism has produced a few gems hidden among a pile of narcissistic bullshit. Your
work invites the reader or viewer to create their art...

The document continues on for another ten pages with an extended biography,
step-by-step instructions on criticizing the federal government, dress codes for
disaffected youth, and recommended conversation starters. Lucas places the stack of
pages next to his case of Labatt Blue and opens another beer. He’s apparently decided to
read the rest after the second period. This is, after all, the Conference finals of the Stanley

Cup Playoffs.



Surveillance Report 29365BZ

Operative: Lucas Young.
Location(s): Victoria, B.C. Zen Bistro, 233 Fillmore Street.

Date / Time: 29 May 2010. 7:35PM.

This venue has a misleading name, as its owners seem content on gathering all the
misfits, hooligans, and malcontents of this city in one place. I was instructed to arrive
early and watch those coming in from a parked car. It’s been difficult to smoke the
cigarettes assigned as part of my character as the few that I had inside of the 1994 Ford
Escort nearly made me hysterical (I must point out that this vehicle may help to persuade
any sceptic that [ am indeed a starving artist but its loose steering column might end this
assignment prematurely). I filled one page of my notebook but found it impossible to
determine much from these initial observations. After a sufficient amount of time passed,
twelve minutes and thirty-five seconds, I decided to head inside.

The cover charge of $5, according to the man who took my money, went towards
a local charity. This initiative was further detailed in one of the posters near the cash
register. The Victoria Homeless Mission claims to be collecting funds to continue their
operations, even though our intelligence indicates every penny will fund the upcoming
tour for Apollo’s Army. I asked the doorman for more information on this questionable
fundraising. He pointed to a stack of pamphlets; some of the more offensive pieces of
propaganda, “Feeding the Hungry with Art,” and “Hardcore for the Homeless,” are

included with this report.

10



I arrived early at 7pm (the first entertainer wasn’t scheduled until 8pm), and
attempted to introduce myself to some spectators gathered around the bar. Even though I
wore the outfit mailed to me, some of the people made fun of my appearance. The
tightness of my jeans in particular made it difficult to look natural. The Beach Combers t-
shirt I wore received a favourable reaction from a few people, however. Someone asked
if I was ‘Relic’s grandson.’ I sat beside two men, each drinking a pint, and asked them if
they’d recommend something to drink. The one with the goatee turned away but the
other, possibly an Elvis Costello impersonator, decided to engage me in conversation.

“We’re both primary share holders in the Patterson Brewery,” he said, pointing to
one of the draught handles. “I suggest you get yourself a glass of blonde ale.”

The bartender, a man who looked more like a timid math teacher than anything
else, overheard this last comment. “I’ll take one,” I told him. While waiting for the stein
to fill up I noticed the two patrons flipping through the evening’s programme.

“I’m glad to see that dressing up as Pablo Picasso and trashing old computers with
a sledge hammer hasn’t lost its classic appeal,” said the other man.

The first one turned the page back. “That’s true, I’ll never forget the first time I
saw that little communist break apart a Macintosh 512K.” He finished his drink. “But I
truly think it’s the possibility that we’ll see some really experimental or ground-breaking
performance, like the Prime Minister singing ‘A Little Help from My Friends,’ that keeps
us coming back for more.”

“I actually came here to check out the ‘“Wise Horses,”” I told them.

“What?” they asked, almost simultaneously.

“Their latest collection is groundbreaking.”

11



“Really?” he asked. “I’ve never really liked them. And they’re kind of pretentious
since they got interviewed on CBC, don’t you think?”

“I love their new stuff; it affirms the place of revolutionary discourse in art and
challenges the cynicism of the post-modern age.”

“So, are you their public relations person or something?” asked the one who had
seemingly been ignoring me.

“No,” I said. “I’m just a huge fan of their work.”

“I didn’t know retired English professors had groupies.” They laughed and turned
towards the bar, signalling the bartender for another round.

Sensing the end of a possibly valuable conversation I tried another tactic. “This
really is a good beer. I can see why you’d want a part of this company, how’d you get to
be shareholders anyways?”

“We just drink a lot of fucking beer buddy.”

That conversation didn’t turn out to be useful in terms of gathering information. I
deemed these two of having little value and decided not to ask for their names. As per my
instructions, I took many pictures, including a shot of these inconsequential critics
mocking the entertainers.

The first act listed on the bill was a one-man show called ‘The Billy Bishop
Experience.” He walked on stage wearing leather flight goggles, a flak jacket, and a pair
of Converse sneakers. After staring at the crowd for about a minute he ran frantically
around the stage, recording a few seconds of several instruments (dijurido, tambourine,

shamisen, and clarinet to name only a few) and replaying them through the PA system.

12



Along with my photographs I’ve included a brief video of this man apparently having a
seizure while strumming a banjo.

At several points he stopped the music and posed strange questions to the
audience. A few examples should suffice:

Why are there always more windows than doors?

What is the taste of becoming older?

When did you first make the decision that free will doesn’t exist?
What is the exact pitch of your orgasm?

Who knows more about death, a corpse or a mortician?

How do you know when you’ve seen enough stars in the sky?

Where is the border between insanity and a lime?

Would it be wiser to spend my grant money paying off my mortgage?”’

After a long stream of these inquiries, perhaps close to fifty, he lay on his back,
recording the sound of his breathing. A young woman behind me remarked to her
companion that these deep breaths were “the answers to all questions.” Then we heard
about a minute of silence, followed by a request to clap out a rhythm that he could record
and play back through the PA speakers. “That’s right,” he kept saying. “You’re the pilot
now.”

In what seemed to be the climax of his act, Billy Bishop sat cross-legged in front
of a large projector playing archival footage of both World Wars while gripping a
steering wheel with the column still attached. Repeated images of the atom bomb
exploding over Hiroshima were juxtaposed with his violent gear shifting—which gave

the illusion that these actions altered the images on the screen. It all built into an
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incomprehensible crescendo and ended with sporadic applause. Bishop saluted the crowd
before falling into a contorted heap. Even after someone hit the house lights he remained
motionless.

When the stage hands, men and women dressed as surgeons, began clearing the
set (including the limp body) for the next act, I decided to make my rounds through the
crowd. I noticed that many people were wearing shirts which read: R.I.P Cody
Calmwaters. Since this was the first I’d heard about this man, I decided to question
someone wearing one of these shirts. A young woman (perhaps twenty years old) walked
past and gave me an abrupt answer in a thick Quebecois accent.

“You haven’t heard of Cody?” She stopped completely, put her drink down and
told her friends she’d catch up to them later. “He’s a Canadian legend, a myth really.”

“I’ll have to look into him,” I told her.

“Imagine if Louis Riel could play like Stevie Ray Vaughn but the government
told him he had to sing in English and trade his guitar for a violin. If you can understand
that you know Cody Calmwaters.”

As she spoke, I noticed that her words almost created a melody and matched the
tempo of the instrumental music playing on the sound system.

“Too bad he passed away,” I said, while rereading the small white text printed on
the bulging fabric covering her breasts: “Died in battle: November 16™, 2010.”

She moved a bit closer and lowered her voice. “Do you want to know a secret? He
faked his death. Cody’s going on a resurrection tour this summer and I’m going to be at
every show.”

“Is he playing tonight?”

14



“He’s spending a few weeks in purgatory, you know, to get some new song ideas.
Once he burns off a few sins he’ll be back on the road.”

I knew I shouldn’t be wasting time on anyone that may not be a member of
Apollo’s Army, or even connected with them at all, but something about her demeanour
told me to persist. I needed to get her contact information at the very least.

“Let me buy you a drink,” I said. “Then you can tell me more.”

“You need to ask the man yourself.”

She pulled a business card (Gilded Sun Theatre) out of her purse and scrawled
what I thought was her phone number on the back. Then she winked and joined her
friends on the patio. I flipped the card over. She’d written “Luke 13:34” in slanting
cursive. Afterwards, I found that this passage reads: O Jerusalem, Jerusalem, you who
kill the prophets and stone those who are sent to you, how often I have longed to gather
your children together, as a hen gathers her chicks under her wings, but you were not
willing! She may be looking for new recruits. But to which faith, I can’t tell.

I need to check our databases or have someone else do further research on Cody
Calmwaters. There’s certainly some significance to this man given that so many of the
people at the Zen Bistro were wearing his t-shirt. No one would tell me where they got
their shirts until one man told me that a homeless person had stolen them and was now
selling them in the back lane behind the venue. He said I needed to get out there quick
before they all sold out.

The next performance piece consisted of four actors dressed in black suits holding
television sets over their heads. Each screen delivered lines from famous speeches or

interviews in order to create an absurd and convoluted conversation about democracy. |
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need to do more research on this particular artistic activity because the significance of
this piece is not immediately apparent to me. Although I recognized most of the faces
(Gorbachev, Kim Jong-il, Margaret Thatcher, Rex Murphy among other political figures),
the crowded reacted most enthusiastically to figures unknown to me.

In between sets DJ Frantic Child, a man suspended above the crowd in a giant
birdcage, played recordings of academic discussions, philosophic musings, and other
obscure messages mixed with Motown records. I overheard a conversation, presumably
about Apollo’s Army, during a duet between Noam Chomsky and James Brown.

Two women in white dresses swayed to the hypnotic rhythms while providing a
review of the evening:

“If I wanted to watch television I’d go visit my parents in Sudbury. I seriously am
considering asking for my five dollars back.”

“They’ve probably spent our money on another ugly set already.”

“And couldn’t they have picked a more Canadian title for their group?”

“I know, Apollo’s Army just repeats and reaffirms the grip of Eurocentric
oppression on our culture. It’s time for something else.”

“Right, we’ve got plenty of home-grown tyranny to inflict on the people.”

They each took turns sipping from apple martinis, glowing like water from Lake
Ontario under the fluorescent track lighting.

“Do you think we could do better than this?”

“Maybe. Hey, when are the drink specials back on?”

Perhaps I’ve embraced my new identity too much, but I heard questions

circulating through my mind while observing the crowd. What does it mean to be a

16



spectator at these functions? What does it mean to be on the stage? I’ve noticed that
many people at these events play both roles. They take their time to hone an act and then
they move about the crowd as if they’ve never been up there, as if it were someone else,
putting on the mask, as they say.

Unfortunately, ‘The Wise Horses’ did not turn out for their scheduled
performance. According to our files, these poets would be the most receptive to my
artistic vision of anyone in Apollo’s Army. Given what I’ve heard and seen tonight,
speculations concerning their departure from the organization may turn out to be true.
Apollo’s Army may still be interested in capitalizing on their recent success and publicity
as they’d made an effort to promote their work through a large exhibit rigged up in one
corner: a foam obelisk with a few words printed across the base. I had to get down on one
knee to read the inscription.

You’ll crawl on your belly before you reach heaven

Searching for the star that hides behind

The streetlight above the 7-11

At the moment I’m unsure about the danger that Apollo’s Army poses to national
security. From what I can tell, the Army is merely an insular group that only looks after
its own trivial and elitist concerns. They aren’t representative of my country; they are
representative of bored intellectuals with nothing to say but all the means to say it. In
spite of this, I’ve yet to encounter evidence suggesting that even a minority of this group
wants to take this project in a violent direction. No one in attendance mentioned doing
anything destructive or committing acts of subterfuge or counter-intelligence as

mentioned in my predecessor’s reports. But if they do exist, these more subversive
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members need to be isolated and removed. I’ve been given a mandate and will maintain
our mission.

The purpose of my visit was to introduce myself to as many members of Apollo’s
Army as possible. This task proved to be more difficult than I imagined. I must also
mention that my preparation for this event was inadequate. The “Descriptions and
Expectations of Artist Gatherings” document needs an update. No one was serving wine
and I couldn’t find a complimentary food tray. The people at this particular function
seemed intent on disrupting the conventions of an artistic gathering, at least the one
described in the documents I’ve been provided with. I did, however, have success with
one member of the group.

I felt someone poking my arm while scrawling a few observations in my
notebook. This act of transcription, by the way, drew less suspicious looks from the
people around me than I’d anticipated. With everyone continually checking their cell
phones my identity as a rebel poet was apparent to anyone who cared to pay attention—
even though none of them were. I looked up to see a tall, gray haired man in a dark blue
pin striped suit, beaming at me.

“Let me start by saying it’s refreshing to see someone actually using a pen and
pad these days!” He extended his hand. I hastily shoved my notebook in my pocket. His
jolting handshake, one determined thrust downwards, nearly pulled me into his chest.

I regained my composure and studied the strange buttons on his chest. “I was just
working on some poetry.”

“Oh,” he said. “That’s perfectly understandable. No need to apologize.”
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I told him my name. He introduced himself as Adelaide Stanley and told me to
give some thought to voting for him in the next election. This doesn’t strike me as the
best name for a politician and I’m unaware of any upcoming election—municipal,
provincial, or federal. His plans are to run as the only representative for the NGO party.
This is what he refers to as the National Guerrilla Ontologists. Adelaide’s plan is to build
momentum for his party by promoting a platform that seeks (among many other
outlandish goals) to claim portions of the Milky Way Galaxy for Canada in order to
dominate the current space race.

“I envision a future in which nations on this Earth seek to control portions of our
galaxy, so we’d better get out there and claim a few solar systems before they’re all gone.
Where do you stand on this issue?”

“This is the first I’ve heard of any of this.”

“And that’s part of the problem. The Liberals and Conservatives will have you
believe that getting a piece of Mars will be enough. The NDP and Green Party are
limiting themselves to global concerns. The Bloc, meanwhile, is wasting time searching
the galaxy for signs of intelligent Francophone life.”

Unable to formulate an intelligent response to this discussion I decided to change
the subject. “Are you performing tonight?

“I’m here to lead the troops,” he pointed to a camouflage badge with the words
Apollo’s Army printed in stencil. “That’s what a good general does.”

He said he enjoys meeting all new prospective members and developing strategies
to deal with opponents to the group. When I asked him who these antagonizing forces

were he refused to answer. Instead, he waved his arm and panned it across the room.
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“Look around,” he said. “There’s an enemy in each corner of this room, watching
us, waiting for us to make a mistake.”

All T could see were hipsters trying to impress each other with staged
performances at each table. No one there was concerned about anyone or anything
outside their tiny circle of acquaintances. “Are you sure it’s really like that?”

“Of course it is. We have rights and they’re being trampled on more and more
each day. If a man wants to sing the praises of his recycling bin, to make an altar from tin
cans and discarded political pamphlets who are they to say it’s not art? If a senior citizen
decides, on her eightieth birthday, to exalt the gods of other planets who are we to say
she’s insane?”

“If there’s an answer to any of these questions we aren’t going to find them here.”

“That’s the most intelligent thing I’ve heard all night.”

He’s convinced I’d make an excellent member of Apollo’s Army. The basis for
this hasty assessment is a gut feeling that’s never been wrong and a sense that I look
official and trustworthy. Adelaide may have been testing me through this conversation, to
see if I’'m one of the people he fears. Either way, according to my instructions, my goal
has been to isolate the first member of the group who receives me warmly and use
mirroring techniques to gain entrance—which means I will need a crash course in
politics, hyperbole, and irrationality. He didn’t seem interested at all in my poetry
collection, Improvised Enlightenment Device, but that may have worked to my advantage
as I don’t understand what it’s about yet.

Having only successfully met one member of the group the entire evening, my

assessment of their objectives is incomplete. I’m also not sure if anything Adelaide told
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me is true or if I only met his alter ego. One thing is certain, he’s aware that the
government may be attempting to gain information on his organization and he intends on
sending out conflicting signals. He referred to this as “jamming the system” and offered
several general ideas on how to accomplish this feat including fake press releases,
promotional campaigns, and staged public events.

“You see, they think they know what to expect from us, but they don’t.” I didn’t
have to prod him on for more information, this man continued to talk without any
leading. “I’ve been working on a few strategies myself lately.”

Our conversation, however brief, was quite useful and I did learn, in spite of his
obtuse dialogue, that their secret AGM is planned for next week. This event requires an
invitation from a member; Adelaide agreed to invite me to this “extremely important and
private event” under one condition—I must prove myself to be a skilled orator. He didn’t
have time to explain this proposal as someone, possibly his campaign manager or drug
dealer, whispered something into his ear and pulled him away.

I’m almost certain that Adelaide fits the description of a high ranking member of
the Apollo’s Army. Although he didn’t explicitly say that he’s the public relations
specialist, his functions are consistent with their communications person. I say this with
the knowledge that several of our intelligence reports are of questionable value. I will
refer to them but at times they’ve already misled or disrupted my investigation.

Adelaide may not be the most reliable person to establish connection or contact
with the group but he’s the only member of the group willing to mingle with the crowd.
He has an intimate understanding of the group and claims to be one of the founding

members. As indicated in the intelligence reports completed by my predecessor, the
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leader of this organization has yet to be determined. It may be that several members share
this responsibility or there simply is no leader. This man’s delusions of grandeur are
apparent in the excerpt provided below, of a speech he gave towards the end of the
evening:

“I hope you all realize the magnitude of this evening. Decades from now they’ll
write about this night in the history books—that is, they will if we’re not successful. If we
achieve our mission then there won’t be any need to write history books. Come to think
of it there may not be any books at all, only the raving wisdom of the heart screaming at
every street corner. Some of you may have noticed that the sun usually sets in the West,
somewhere past the island we call home. With your help, we’ll halt the course of the
planet at midnight and reverse our path through the cosmos. That simple act will only be
a prelude to our true ambition. We will stop at nothing short of compelling the sun to set
in East.

“As your unofficial minister of truth it’s my duty to commence the initial
campaign of Apollo’s Army. Many of you have already seen some of our work around
the city and even encouraged us to storm the world outside this city, this province, this
country, and maybe one day...this solar system. But this march must begin somewhere, so
we take up arms right here in this barracks. Our battlefield is the universe. Our weapons
are crafted by the desperate gods of that other, unspoken universe. I’d also like to
mention that the revolution will be televised. We’ll be filming everything; including
tonight’s exaltation of the arts! It’s time for our voice to be heard and time to oppose the

fascist state that masquerades as a government!”

22



The crowd predictably cheered at this bit of provocation. He walked halfway
offstage, and then returned to the microphone. “Don’t forget there’s an election coming
up!” He threw buttons and pamphlets into the crowd and pumped his fist into the air,
shouting: “Adelaide Stanley for Prime Minister, Adelaide Stanley for Prime Minister!”

As far as a hype man or provocateur this man is quite gifted. The crowd was
energized at once and everyone seemed to put down their cell phones and beers for a few
minutes to focus their attention exclusively on the stage. It did incite his followers and
afterwards, I couldn’t get through to Adelaide as several people wanted to talk with him.
Even though his open subversion of the government can’t be ignored, it felt like an empty
gesture—a theatrical stunt more than a call to action. After noticing the film crew, I
began to think of the whole venue as a movie set. They wore black suits, possibly the
same actors from the stage, and pressed themselves against the walls to remain hidden.

From overheard conversations and Adelaide’s remarks, I’ve confirmed that
Apollo’s Army has been funded mostly through grants and scholarships. Their mandate is
to challenge not only the institutionalization of art, but the forces which validate those
institutions. They are bound to achieve this goal while attempting to control their darker
urges. If I can recall correctly from my training, our directive is to help them maintain the
illusion of dissent but to ultimately crush them if their example inspires others to join in.
Yes, this is Canada; our artists are free to criticize their government, but only if they
follow the clearly defined conventions we’ve provided for them.

One of my instructions was to make my presence known to Apollo’s Army. I did

not anticipate finding myself on stage with the performers. Yet, this is exactly what

happened to me on this night. Near the end of the evening, the lead singer of a surf band,
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‘The Automatics,’ asked the audience if someone wanted to come up on stage and
“converse with the ghost notes” during one of their instrumental songs. They were asking
for anything to entertain them, open to everything that might be said. When no one
volunteered, the singer entered the crowd, looking for someone to strike up the band. He
shone a flashlight in my face and suddenly many people began pushing me forward.
Perhaps my effort to look inconspicuous (I stared solemnly at the floor, as per the
guidelines in my training package) inadvertently drew further attention. I climbed onto
the stage and for a few terrifying minutes led the evening’s entertainment.

Thankfully, the poems found in Improvised Explosive Device are instructions on
how to use settings and my body to create spontaneous performances. I listened to the
music (the reverb drenched guitars played a repeating melody while the rhythm section
drummer held a steady backbeat) and scanned the room for my “source material: setting,
audience, and found text.” I took the microphone and rehearsed the opening stanza of my
poem ‘Changeling’:

You’ve invited me to the party

To recite my vows

And compose this poetry

I’ve stood here many times

Before this vacant theatre

Entangled in the crimson curtain

There is no exit sign

Or fire escape door

I’m desperate to begin
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My transformation

From sight to flight™

The applause I received at the end of my recital may have been concurrent with
the drink specials that preceded my appearance on stage.

Afterwards, Adelaide shook my hand again. “We could really use someone like
you on the frontlines.” He asked to see my notebook. When I hesitated he started to
laugh. “Don’t worry, this is strictly confidential.”

He placed a torn fragment of a city map in between my sketch of the front
entrance and a page of memorable dialogue. A city block had been circled and a specific
time and address were printed in elegant cursive.

The rest of the evening degenerated into an amateur night. The scattered people
who remained behind were too drunk or high to provide any relevant information. A
young man, quite intoxicated, approached me and asked if I had a book for sale. I ended
up trying to sell him a copy out of the trunk of my car. Thankfully he didn’t ask me any
questions as I’ve only had the chance to read half of my book. He looked somewhat
disappointed as he flipped through the pages, much too quickly to read anything other
than titles.

“Is it in here?”

“What are you looking for exactly?” I asked him.

He almost spoke, then reconsidered his words and went back to staring at one of
the poems. After silently mouthing a few lines he shrugged his shoulders and pulled out
his wallet.

“How much?”
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“Five bucks.”

He handed me a crumpled twenty, slightly damp from his palms. I gave him his
change and watched him move among the smokers before disappearing into the back lane
with a young kid sporting a neon pink mohawk. I stretched the bill apart and noticed, for
the first time, a quote from Gabrielle Roy printed in the corner (it had been circled in
black ink): “Could we ever know each other in the slightest without the arts?”

In retrospect, my assignment to infiltrate Apollo’s Army progressed significantly.
There are several people that hang out with the main group on the periphery and try and
gain admittance. But the only steadfast rule of admittance into the group seems to be that
someone must vouch for a member before they are admitted, or allowed access. I’ve been
told to infiltrate and determine what this group is attempting to do, but so far there is no
central focus or shared vision at all. What I can see is a group of artists fighting for
exposure and funding under the guise of achieving something significant to a public that
derives their aesthetic principles from mind altering substances. I feel confused, and even
violated to some degree. Hopefully I can be briefed in time for their AGM, an event

which will surely prove to be even more of a circus than this evening.
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Surveillance Report 17422XH

Operative: Dr. Pangloss.
Location(s): Victoria, B.C. 1137 Empress Street.

Date / Time: 3 June 2010. 6:44pm.

I take a photograph of Lucas standing in front of what he thinks is the
headquarters of Apollo’s Army: a condemned Vietnamese restaurant. He glances at the
crumpled map in his hands, then up at the public health code violation posters plastered
over the front windows. Apparently, the place hasn’t been open for six years. He runs his
fingers over a piece of cardboard wedged between the intertwined padlocks and chains. It
reads: “IF YOU WANT A MORE FILLING MEAL TRY THE PLACE NEXT DOOR”
in thick red ink. He double checks the address. The lot to the left is an empty field and the
only thing other building on the block is a stark structure in even worse disrepair. This
building’s address, % Hell, has been painted in elaborate graffiti style over faded, orange
bricks. Lucas crosses over the mucky grounds on wooden planks, knocks on a hollow
metal door. After a few minutes he adjusts his sunglasses, takes a drink from his hip
flask, and steps inside. I’'m assuming he’s attempting to overcome his nerves, but this slip
is duly noted. I get out of my car to follow him inside. Lucas notices me crossing the
street but chooses to ignore my presence.

The interior could pass for a horror movie set created by college students. Upon
entering the building, the only thing visible is a large, buzzing electrical panel illuminated

by a flickering light in a narrow hallway. I turn on my digital recorder and catch the
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sound of a string quartet accompanied by the crackle of fuses. Lucas passes these
exhibits with careful steps; he looks more self-conscious of his clandestine role with each
creak of the floorboards. He enters an open room with a concrete floor and studio
lighting. Several people, many of them wearing unseasonal toques and scarves, are
gathered in the far corner of the room. They nod and motion for me to join them for a
drink. Although they still see me as nothing more than a roadie, I’ve finally been
welcomed to their private events.

I move along the back wall, staying within earshot of Lucas. A tall man in
dreadlocks, wearing a Clash t-shirt, approaches him. “Hey, are you here to fix the toilet?”
he asks. Lucas shakes his head; he’s still holding the map in his hands.

“No,” he says. “I’'m here for the meeting.”

“Anybody know who this guy is?” He looks for help from the cadre of officers.
They reply with a chorus of shrugs and suspicious glances.

“Oh, yes,” Adelaide says, turning his back on a table full of wine bottles,
whiskey, and Styrofoam cups. “He’s with me.”

He throws an arm around Lucas’ shoulder and leads him away from the main
group into a separate room, a darkened expanse, around the corner. They don’t notice me
watching through the doorway. Adelaide turns on the lights by pulling a metal switch.
This also powers a series of conveyor belts carrying shrunken heads, potted plants, and
plastic hands. There are several sewing machines and jackhammers suspended from the
rafters by thick electrical cords. On the floor, a row of silk screening presses, the torsos
of four mannequins glued to the bottom of an overturned canoe, and cracked vitrines

placed within larger vitrines. Against the back wall, a collage of Maclean’s magazine
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covers, spelling the words ‘CULTural Corruption,” frames a stuffed wolverine in a pink
bathtub.

Adelaide raps his knuckle three times against a statue of Vishnu nailed to the
wall. “Lucas, I'm really glad you could join us today. Don’t worry about the others, some
of them are a little bit protective of their secret club, understand?”

“Sure, of course.” Lucas examines the erratic piles of empty frames and canvases
strewn around the room. “I had a hard time finding the place, but I’'m here now.”

“This building used to be a toy factory.” Adelaide takes the map from Lucas’
hands and points at the location he’d circled the other night. “Right,” he says, “I forgot all
about this. I thought you’d done some detective work to find us, but I guess not.” He
takes a long draw from his pipe and studies the map. “I’m just looking for some kind of
meaningful sign among these grids, these streets I’ve walked my life.” He gives the map
back to Lucas. “No, nothing there. That’s alright though. The map is not the territory and
this is not a pipe.”

“I hope I’m not too late.”

“You’re a practical son of a bitch aren’t you?” Adelaide stuffs the map back
inside Lucas’ jacket. “I’ve been saying for weeks that we need people like you, people
that can get things done.”

Adelaide picks up a can of paint and launches it across the room. A chaotic
splatter of cadmium red explodes against the meeting of two concrete walls. “I’m a little

out of practice. Let’s see what you can do.”

29



Lucas flings another can, this one ultramarine blue, erratically towards the ceiling
fan. The swinging blade catches the edge, launching the can directly onto a blank canvas.
I attribute Lucas’ lack of hesitation to his eagerness to impress this man.

“Hmm, slightly derivative of my own technique. It’s quite traditional in approach,
but I think it works. I’d say that’s a fine start.”

Lucas reaches for his notebook, as if he wants to begin transcribing these
moments immediately before forgetting them in the rush of excitement. He instead
focuses on the cherry inside Adelaide’s pipe, glowing intently in the dim room. “This is
all new to me.”

“That’s fine.” Adelaide says, ushering Lucas back into the main room. “Now find
a place to sit near the back,” he points to a group of chairs. “You don’t want to stand out
anymore than you already do now.”

I anticipate their exit and keep out of sight by helping myself to a drink. Adelaide
directs Lucas over to the table for introductions. There’s only enough time for Lucas to
shake a few hands before the meeting begins.

“I’d like to call our inaugural AGM to order.” Oriana commands the room from
the centre of the boardroom table. Some members of the group refer to this as the war
room while others, the more poetic ones, have dubbed it the storage room. As the
unofficial meeting place of several activists and an underground art gallery, the room is
lined with the work of artists such as Kid Zulu: a local painter and officer in Apollo’s
Army. His painting of a ghoulish RCMP officer, Lieutenant Zombie shares space with a
cubist depiction of the Parliament buildings and a series of abstract paintings only an art

critic could love.
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“Don’t you love the smell of acrylic paints, tobacco, and varnish?”” asks Adelaide.

“It’s unbecoming of an aspiring politician to smoke,” says Oriana, “you know that
right?”

“No,” he blows out a smoke ring. “I wasn’t aware of that. Have you included that
as an item on the agenda for today’s meeting?”

“Yes, it’s included as part of your public relations report.”

Oriana shuffles her stack of papers and eyes the others gathered around the table.
Ten people I recognize as full-fledged officers are in attendance, anticipating their orders.
They wait for her next words, well most of them. Some are preoccupied with digging dirt
from the soles of their battered shoes—spending their energy on useless gestures in
typical artist fashion.

Lucas is erratically scrawling notes. I can’t help but critique this amateur conduct
from a supposedly fully trained intelligence officer. We’ll need to instil a respect for
proper conduct such as working with discreet audio devices instead of banging away on a
keyboard; or worse yet, scribbling onto a yellow pad.

“The final draft of our manifesto is complete. You’ll find a copy on the first page
of the minutes.” Oriana says. “We’ll open this AGM with a presentation from Adelaide,
who has agreed to do the honour of an inaugural reading.”

Adelaide walks to the front of the table, puts down his pipe, and adjusts his tie
before listing off the following proclamations: “I believe creation is an eternal
performance that must be enshrined and exulted through mandated documents such as

these.” Adelaide takes a deliberately long draw from his pipe and exhales over Oriana’s

31



head. His voice is overly dramatic, “Ladies and Gentlemen, I give you the manifesto of

Apollo’s Army:

1. We are the revolution within the revolution; our own cells continually erupt
and dissolve the unnecessary bodies of art, fiction, and dance.

2. We still see the gallery, the page, and the theatre as sacred spaces; it’s only
their location that needs redefinition: the mind.

3. We see the difference between entertainment and art. Our new god, instant
gratification, has become a terrifying source of pleasure. The paradise
complex has infected the post-industrial world.

4. We are screaming at the moon each night, asking it come down and join us for
an evening of decadence.

5. We will push against a brick wall for a thousand years in the hopes that our

hands will one day push though. In that second, everything will disappear.

“Armed with an atavistic spirit, we channelled our namesakes, Apollo and
Guillaume Apollinaire, among other historical players. During the first minutes of a
technological dawn, the cosmic morning, we found these words written on our palms. We
raided the storehouses for any remaining supplies, ammunition, or armour before uniting
ourselves under one flag. Our victory is to one day create a nation of philosophers (a
dominion of poets) only to usurp our own system. Instead of a formal request to every
rational woman, child, man, and animal in our vast kingdom, we are bringing the war to
the urban frontier, the placid suburbs, and the forgotten rural communities. As members

of an elite unit, our responsibilities are to devour inner secrets, contemplate the virtues of
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the universe, and scream these primal truths in the streets. We are targeting the civilian
population.

“Our other unwilling audience, the ministers, leaders, chieftains, despots, and
other officials, will be forced to question their own free will and the ability of any human
consciousness to produce meaningful thoughts independent from exterior agents.
Eventually we’ll begin to recruit from the confused masses; their fluency in the language
of machines will be used to expedite our progress. All will be required to witness the
beautiful demons that haunt our landscapes and report back with veracious accuracy. We
have no need to display our capacity for reason before trained professionals, submit our
resumes along with references from spiritual or government authorities to qualify our
existence. We are nothing more than motion.”

In response to silence, Oriana encourages the officers to applaud these words,
ones they wrote together weeks earlier. “Thank you, Adelaide,” she says. “We still need
to think about distribution, but that’s going to come up later in the meeting. Now, you’ll
notice that early in the agenda we’ll be discussing the possible addition of a new
member.” This bit of information perks up a few heads. I’'m not surprised by this as I’'m
aware that their ranks have been stabilized for several months.

“Lucas Young, a poet, has been selected by Adelaide as a prospective private in
Apollo’s Army.” I can see Lucas move his pen even faster, trying to look nonchalant and
uninvolved. As everyone turns around to look at him, he frantically moves his hand in an
arc. Lucas appears to be retracing the top of a circle in an attempt to look the part of the
artist. He glances up to see twenty-two eyes staring at him. Oriana leans back in her

chair, seemingly inviting Lucas to speak with an exaggerated nod.
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Lucas drops his pen, puts his feet on the ground. “Let me start by saying I’ve been
dreaming about joining this group since the Games.”

“You and everybody else,” says Helen, a woman with blonde bangs and jet black
hair.

“And we’re glad to have you here, Lucas, but we’ll get to you later,” Oriana cuts
in. “First we need to discuss finances. I’'m concerned about the budget.”

Oriana hands a pile of stapled packages to her colleagues with the efficiency of a
bureaucrat distributing walking papers. Lucas remains in a position halfway between
sitting and standing. The others begin flipping through the financial statements with an
unexpected urgency.

“Keep in mind that we also need to discuss the stages of this tour. I know that
certain members of the group want to leave it up to chance and take what comes our way,
but it has to be more organized than that.”

“This isn’t the touring of the Queen,” Helen says. “Are we really going to draft up
an official itinerary? We’re trying to mess with people’s heads not affirm their safety. If
we go about things predictably we won’t even achieve that glib goal.”

“Alright, Helen, you know I don’t want to sidetrack this meeting. But does
anyone have any new ideas they want to put on the table before we get into this?”

After a long pause, filled only by the cracking of a beer and Adelaide snapping his
lighter shut, Kid Zulu clears his throat. “Has anyone noticed that this meeting kind of

looks like the last supper?” he asks.
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Adelaide makes a jabbing motion towards Oriana. He then holds up the front page
of the meeting notes and points to their letterhead. “Has anyone noticed that our new logo
looks like Alcoholics Anonymous?”

“I guess that’s not too far off the mark,” adds Helen.

“Forget it,” says Oriana. “I just want to have an idea, a rough outline of where
we’re taking this thing.”

For over twenty-minutes they debate the best way to use their remaining grant
money. Funds are getting drained and they need to keep their upcoming tour alive and
relevant, or at least according to the standards outlined in the pamphlets that are being
printed.

“We really need to bring in some more cash. Helen, what’s the status on that
festival grant you’ve been working on?”

“It looked hopeful at first. But the thing is we don’t technically count as a festival
per se.”

“What do we, per se, count as?”

“You see, that’s just the thing. What the hell are we doing?”” Helen’s voice rises
on the last word. “I really think we need to put that on the table. Just what is Apollo’s
Army?”

“Brian Mulroney!” says Oriana. “We’ve been over this a million times.”

“I really wish you wouldn’t take the lord’s name in vain,” says Adelaide. “That
being said, I’ll be the first to admit that our plan is a little ambiguous. Although,

according to some of us, that’s not necessarily a drawback.”
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I can see that Lucas is still struggling to write everything down. This urge to
record every word, gesture, and suggestion must pull against his disinterested posturing. I
understand this feeling. Every word he hears from that table could be construed as a
scripted dialogue meant to test the resolve of the intruder. As if there’s an unspoken
question hidden just beneath each comment: How long can he hold out for? Lucas
doesn’t yet appreciate the artistry of a secret identity, something his targets embrace with
every calculated sentence and glance around the room. His body language doesn’t
suggest he’s an imposter or an authentic prospect though, more like an audience member.

“So why should we let you join us?” asks Oriana. Lucas appears to have been
dreaming. He tries to look as though he’s paying attention to something very important,
an even more convincing look of disdain for the modern world perhaps. “That’s right;
you’re the next item on the agenda, Lucas. We need to make a decision on something. |
think it should be you.”

“Well, for one thing you’ve lost your poets. I’m replacing an essential part of the
Army.”

“We didn’t need them in the first place; they were a destructive element of the
group that everyone is glad to be rid of.” This assessment is unjustified according to our
research.

A few people around the table cock their heads. Lucas, supported by their
disapproval, holds strong by repeating a line from his training package. “I can engage the
public.”

“What does that even mean, Lucas? You should know there’s a huge difference

between what we write on final reports and what actually happens in our day-to-day
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operations.” She sweeps her arm around the table. “Everyone in this room can engage the
public, start a dialogue, invert hierarchies, and subvert dominant ideologies—all that
bullshit. What can you do for us?”

“For the past few years I’ve been questioning the validity of poetry in this
country. I’ve developed a performance art piece which allows the entire nation to
compose a poem simultaneously. It’s what I call The Liquid Sound Experiment.”

“Lucas,” says Oriana. “Look around this room. We’re all working on something
that we think will take the world by storm.”

“Let’s hear this one out though,” says Helen. “It’s been a long time since we’ve
heard a good pitch from someone else.”

“I ask people for their favourite word,” says Lucas. “Then I digitally compile
these words and allow a computer to compose the final poem, the last composition of
humanity. Then I recite it to a thousand people in a public setting.”

“I mean, we’re all about collaboration too but you can’t just let anyone write
poetry,” says Oriana. “Also, your idea sounds great for everyone else. I’'m sure they’re
going to love being part of your radical experiment. But what’s that going to do for us?”
asks Oriana.

“I’ve been selected as a candidate for the Canadian Artist Legacy Fund.”

“Well, now that is something isn’t it?”” She leans back in her chair. Everyone
around the table nods their heads in agreement. “As we all know, the selection process is
quite rigorous. You’re willing to contribute that funding to the tour?”

“Of course,” answers Lucas. “That’s why I’'m here.”
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“I see,” says Oriana, “you just wanted to create a little bit of a show then? Try and
stir up these boring meetings a little bit? I really hope I don’t have another jester on my
hands, lord knows we’ve got enough of those.” She passes a sheet to Helen, whispers a
few words, and stares at Lucas.

Helen scans a few pages on her laptop. “Looks like he’s telling the truth. He’s
slated to get $10,000 in a few weeks and then he’ll get the rest after his project is
complete.”

Oriana and Adelaide exchange whispered sentences while passing a notepad with
jotted phrases, which unfortunately, I could not see from my vantage point.

“We’ll take you along for a few weeks, on a probationary basis,” says Oriana.
“Once you’ve shown some acumen for this kind of thing we’ll consider full
membership.”

“Fucking hell,” says the man in the dreadlocks. “Welcome to the club!”

Surveillance Report 29367BZ

Operative: Lucas Young.
Location(s): TransCanada Highway, approximately 35 km west of Banff, AB.

Date / Time: 7 June 2010. 9:35PM.

I’m writing this entry in an old Canada Post truck—it still has the original colours

but they’ve painted over the logo with a black maple leaf. Earlier today, we passed
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through Vancouver, stopping at the site of the 2010 Games in order to relive some of the
proceedings. However, once we arrived, many in the group said that doing something
after the fact wasn’t meaningful, especially at 4am with no one around to see us. Oriana
and about four others took turns reading parts of their manifesto to honour the place
where the group formed: the free speech zone.

They secured a sculpture, a chain link fence made of coloured Olympic rings, into
the parking lot with a welding gun. Kid Zulu and an older man, whom I haven’t met yet,
knelt at opposite corners of the installation. Blue sparks bounced off their helmets while
Oriana delivered a speech. I didn’t capture most of her words, but I remember her closing
with this sentiment: “The removal of the original chain link fence was a temporary
erasure of our collective memories. With this sculpture, we exalt the legacy of Canada’s
inevitable transformation into a police-state.”

Oriana passed a laminated card to Kid Zulu; he affixed this to the sculpture by
welding it directly onto the upper rungs. After everyone made their way back to the fleet,

I copied the text of this document into my notebook. It reads as follows:

Artists’ Statement for Rings of Fire:

This sculpture isn’t timeless. Eons, spans of incomprehensible time, are
meaningless to a species which exalts the present moment. Even the passing of a decade
remains an abstract concept less tangible than death. Only the immediate sensation of
life, the tactile intoxication of touching cold metal, can truly be understood. Desiring then
desired, what happens in between? Only when that liminality is confronted can the

experience of a second become an entire lifetime—or an era with the right setting. You
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are an observer, alone among the fractured souls exchanging lines and weaving
costumes underneath the limitless proscenium. You are fortunate to touch such a
miraculous creation.

Rings of Fire

May 29", 2010

chain link fence and spray paint

40 cm x 40 cm x 40 cm

Collection of Apollo’s Army

I’m riding with three other members of the group, taking up the back end of our
convoy which also consists of an old Greyhound bus, a taxi cab, a Norton Commando,
and Adelaide’s El Camino. The bus once served as a home for a colony of tree planters in
Northern Ontario, and then it lay dormant in an automotive graveyard for ten years before
Apollo’s Army claimed it as their own. The company’s original artwork was immediately
decommissioned and replaced with a flat white coat of paint and black letters stencilled
on either side that read: Ministry of Culture — Department of Performance and
Conceptual Art.

Our driver at the moment is Zane, a Haitian man who always wears a black denim
jacket covered with patches. He’s been playing the same record all night, Morrison Hotel.
I must admit that “Roadhouse Blues” is the perfect song for highway driving but after the
third spin I simply wished he would listen to the lyrics and keep his hand upon the wheel,
he certainly isn’t keeping his eyes on the road. Mireille and Madeleine, two young
women from Quebec City, have been rehearsing for a play or what they call “le theatre

politique.” Most of what they say is in French; they laugh when I try to speak their

language.
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Even still, they’ve asked me to participate in one of their latest performances.
This is a story about two conjoined twins who want to undergo a separation. One is
named Francois and the other is named Frank. I play the mother who wants them to stay
together.

When confronted with presentations such as this, I find it difficult to determine
whether or not Apollo’s Army are in fact terrorists or subversives, it seems unlikely at
this point. Some members have no ambition at all, but most are driven by vanity. They
share their desire for mass appeal every chance they get. I can only see them as some
lesser threat to our national security—if they’re a danger to anything at all.

Throughout the drive I’ve been consulting the documents (being discreet isn’t
necessary, as no one is paying much attention to me at the moment) provided to me to
help create a public persona: “On the Proper Conduct of Poets,” “The Anatomy of a
Rhetorical Device,” and “Cynicism and Irony: Two Words Every Artist Hates.”
However, I’m still unsure of what to do in the presence of the other artists—especially
since the protocols given in these manuals are contradictory. For example, section 1.c) of
my main source (“On the Proper Conduct of Poets”) states that I must “cultivate a
reverence for the masters and their techniques” but at the same time I’m being told to
“disrupt the aesthetic heritage handed down to all artists through a range of subversive
ploys meant to disavow any loyalty to language.”

I’ve been instructed to develop my own back story as much as possible. My
assumed identity, Lucas Young, was created by CSIS with the assistance of our newly
formed Ministry of Culture, but really it’s only a sketch. My ex-girlfriend once asked me

to read lines from her community theatre group, and even those grade school productions
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had more nuanced and developed characters. I know it’s my responsibility to create him
“in my own image”—as put comically by one of our directors—but this task has proven
to be challenging in these initial weeks. I’m a poet that is beginning to experiment with
improv theatre and other innovative methods for attacking the government through the
language of dissent. That much was made clear to me.

Each member of the group is pursuing their own explorations of “art” as they see
fit. The hardest part of this job is convincing them that I can keep up with their repartee.
Sometimes they don’t understand my straightforward dialogue. This uncertainty aside,
the role I’'m going to be playing as a member of this group is even more obscure but is
ultimately unavoidable as the planning for our first staged performance is underway.

We’ve decided to attend, or “disrupt” as our official mandate states, a book
launch in Banff. Apparently, I must prove my mettle by waging verbal war with an
unsuspecting poet, Neil Richardson. My task is to provoke what Oriana calls “an
intervention.” Adelaide has written most of my script. According to his plan, I must
accuse Richardson of plagiarising my work. Through a public disruption I’ll claim that
his latest collection, The Metastoic Era, contains passages lifted from my work,
Improvised Enlightenment Device. Since the poems in my book are essentially
instructions for public performances, Adelaide suggested I use the technique that allows
any poem to be unwritten through live alteration—to be proved as a plagiarised work in
front of an audience. When I raised the issue of people comparing our two works, he
reassured me that no one will notice the difference as “no one reads poetry anymore; they

simply tell their friends they do, attend readings to assure themselves they’re not
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completely lacking in culture, and then revert back to quoting lines they’ve heard in
movies.”

The latest review called Richardson’s book “a post-colonial masterpiece, a tour de
force that resituates the centre of Canadian history through an imaginative retelling of the
master narratives of nationalism and multiculturalism, our alliance with native tribes such
as the Iroquois, and even challenges the history of the planet through a penetrating gaze
backwards into the Mesozoic era—an innovative curiosa of fact, fiction, and surrealist
capitalism.” Adelaide says that this kind of praise can be viewed as an art form in itself
because it’s an elaborate trick that turns critics into car salesmen.

According to Helen, Richardson’s also benefited from exploiting the suffering of
aboriginal people to make money. I find this statement curious given that Apollo’s Army
actively sought out an aboriginal member to increase their chances of acquiring grant
money to fund their operations.

I learned, from a brief round of reconnaissance, that several authors and poets
attending the Banff writer’s workshop should be there with their notebooks out and a
copy for the author to sign afterwards. Even though there is a question period arranged
for after the reading, my instructions are to interrupt Richardson’s reading of a long poem
entitled “Carbon Dating the Depression.” They have cued my performance to begin when
this line is read: | foreclosed on my own ethical mortgage, the house my mother built.

This is certainly not an act of terrorism and their only intent is to harm the ego of
the poet in question or make those in attendance question their morals or at the very least
their decision to listen to poetry instead of going to the multiplex to see the latest feature

film. This is only one aspect of our tour. We’ve picked several destinations and venues to
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perform in each town or city across the country. I’ll be forwarding all details as they
come to me.

Interestingly enough, there doesn’t seem to be an official schedule and each
member is continuously fighting over what to do next. The general strategy is to wage a
wide spread attack in each city or town through many venues, some of them
simultaneously. We are using the tactics of guerrilla ontology as laid out by Adelaide in
his magnum opus: The 23" Century Belongs to Canada (and pilfered from Robert Anton
Wilson—a protégé of Timothy Leary). The goal is to make the people wonder what hit
them before we sneak out of town at dusk, planning our next endeavour under the cover
of moonlight. Or at least that’s the romantic appeal of it that no one in the group would
ever openly admit to.

As a sort of warm-up to our first official public performance, we built a roadside
installation. The cargo compartment of Apollo’s Army’s bus is loaded with “found
objects” that can be assembled to create impromptu conceptual art. A brief glance
revealed discarded appliances, stolen road signs, a barbeque, crates full of electrical
components, a car’s bumper, and hunting decoys. After conducting this roadside exhibit,
Oriana asked me to write a poetic description of this event. I’ve included my first
contribution to Apollo’s Army with this surveillance report:

The moon is shimmering above the mountains, casting its light on the vacant
highway. It’s certainly not full, but close enough. The commerce engines are not present,
at the moment. For the time being the asphalt is a narrow strip that fails to conquer the
wilderness that extends for kilometres in either direction. The only other sign of human

inhabitation are the flickering warning lights of a bus and the erratic flashlights held by
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culture’s warriors. After a series of calculated, orchestrated movements these artists
begin to assemble their 21* century totem pole—a testament to ingenuity.

A deformed and twisted Inuksuk, created from old mufflers, air conditioners,
computer monitors, and topped with the skull of a deer is placed on the roadside, waiting
for the first unsuspecting passersby. They’ve placed a series of floodlights around the
figure. Draping power cords, from the humming generators, become limp marionette
strings. A series of overlapping shadows create an image that is even more sinister and
monstrous.

While they wait, a prayer, an invocation springs from their collective hearts.

Inevitably the silence is broken by the sound of an approaching semi-truck.
Headlights, the eyes of an angry machine, illuminate the stage. Eighteen wheels lock
together at once. A terrific screeching is followed by the purposeful slam of the driver
side door.

“Alright, what the fuck is this supposed to be?”

“The voice of a dead people spoken through useless artefacts.”

“A collection of disparate limbs, resurrected from capitalism’s graveyard.”

“If I’m not in Calgary by 7am I’m out of a job.”

“Your job is responsible for the destruction of our planet.”

“This truck carries the weapons of mass production.”

“Well, the way | see it, you could have damaged my truck with this pile of trash.
As far as I’m concerned I’ve got every right to turn you all into road kill.””

Our driver exits the stage. The frantic sparks igniting across the blackened

highway and the tumultuous thunder of metal crushing metal become a spectacle that far
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exceeds the artists’ expectations. The sound of a microwave bouncing on the asphalt is

drowned out by the rolling machine’s higher gears.

Surveillance Report 29368BZ

Operative: Lucas Young.
Location(s): Banff, AB. Mountain Avenue.

Date / Time: 9 June 2010. 2:35PM.

When we arrived in the most popular tourist destination in the country, Oriana
immediately isolated me from the others. During this initial private meeting, she told me
that Banff is a microcosm of what’s wrong with our nation and its perception of art. I
tried to focus on her words but couldn’t help but marvel at the mountains. The landscape
of this place is breathtaking; she didn’t see any of that though as her gaze was set on the
passing tourists.

Oriana pointed at the families in colour coordinated outfits. “Look, when people
come to this place, most of them wealthy visitors from Asian countries, they obsessively
take pictures of everything. We somehow see this as a source of pride, the nationalism of
the people comes out in full force.”

It’s this kind of thinking that baffles me. What is wrong with showing the positive
side of our country to visitors? Why would we want to show them the negative side of

our society and history? If they want to find out more about Canada we’ll tell them.
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As Oriana led me along the main street, looking into candy shops and native gift
shops, she continually found problems everywhere. “You’d think these people would at
least visit the Banff Centre for the Arts. They’re too busy getting fat off ribs at The Keg
or trying to kill mountain goats by feeding them leftovers!”

It has become apparent to me that Oriana is the de facto leader of this
organization. After witnessing the board meeting it became obvious to me that she is
calling the shots. In spite of her appearance (she has dyed deep red hair, almost burgundy,
and is about 5°3”), her organizational and leadership skills are unchallenged. She is also
the one responsible for obtaining most of the group’s funding. According to Zane, she is
so preoccupied with writing grants to the government that her own work suffers. Many
years ago she thrived as a performance artist in Ottawa by staging elaborate public
demonstrations that baffled the critics. Her more controversial performances include
numerous instances of hanging herself from streetlights and her failed attempt to
extinguish the Centennial Flame with a bucket of her own urine. The papers were unsure
on how to categorize her work. Was she an entertainer, a political activist, or a
provocateur? Could she possibly be all of these?

From the intelligence I’ve gathered, Oriana’s main ambition is to undertake
something significant in Ottawa during Canada Day. Each event needs to be meaningful
but they are viewed as dress rehearsals for the revolution, “a spectacle produced through
techniques and performance sharpened on the dull edge of the unsuspecting public,”
according to Oriana. She views the Western half of our tour as a practice run as detailed
through one of her recent blog entries on the Apollo’s Army website. Fortunately, I’ve

reproduced this latest instalment as she’s recently removed it:
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So far this summer’s activities are following the regulations defined by our
mandate. The first stages of our project are underway and undeniable progress is being
made every day. Every act and event we execute from now on will be in preparation for
our final push into the capital. Contrary to what some may expect, we are the ideal
Canadian citizens, confederated souls against the injustice of our time. Apollo’s Army
has emerged from the great rainforest as a force that Ottawa can no longer ignore. We’ll
move through the prairies, the vast boreal forest of the Canadian Shield, towards the
Atlantic, to the place where Viking ships and Jacques Cartier pulled up to shore. Our life
has become a continual performance, a rain dance which traces the expansion of our
nation backwards through time. We are the golden horde unleashed from the steppes to
raid the villages, towns, and cities of this nation. I’ve already begun drafting details for
our final report to ensure we have a sustainable source of funding.

Oriana is uneasy in my presence and rarely speaks to me, let alone trust me with
any vital information. I’ve only read about her through these online diaries and our
reports; in many ways she is almost like a fictional character. I feel as though my time
spent with this group will be in vain if [ fail to discover what their true intentions are
before these events happen. I must find a weak link in the chain of command. Someone
must have a vulnerability or limitation that I can exploit. There is one potential option.
I’ve identified an older man who primarily moves equipment around. He appears to be a
respected elder that perhaps doesn’t want to impose his vision on the group.

I will discover and expose whatever they are up to. These reports should reveal

their final intentions. They may be planning to sabotage the Canada Day celebrations that

48



are scheduled to take place outside the Parliament buildings this summer, but that may

only be a distraction.

Surveillance Report 17421 XH

Operative: Dr. Pangloss.
Location(s): Banff, AB. Banff Cultural Centre for the Arts.

Date / Time: 10 June 2011, 8:44PM.

I’m studying a table full of Richardson’s books while watching members of
Apollo’s Army mingle with the audience. They weren’t officially invited and clearly
stand out from the others, but that isn’t a problem as not many people attended this
reading anyway. Oriana, Helen, and Zane distribute pamphlets, and other promotional
material, as representatives from the Phoenix Foundation—a group that “funds the work
of older artists to suppress the careers of their younger, emerging competitors.”

Lucas is sitting in one of the back rows, holding a crumpled piece of paper and
mouthing the words of his poem repeatedly. The music playing on the house system,
alternating between Celtic folk music, Spanish flamenco, and indie rock, appears to be
making him more nervous. Lucas is still transitioning from conducting remote
surveillance to completely embracing an assumed identity; this event presents his first

true challenge.
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A short bearded man, wearing a beige turtleneck, clears his throat and adjusts the
microphone. “I’d like to thank you all for coming out for the first reading in our annual
Interrogation Blues Poetry Cafe.” The audience, composed of a much different
demographic than the people I’ve seen gathered in the downtown core, politely
applauded their master of ceremonies. “Our guest tonight is an award winning poet,
novelist, and occasional skier. Actually, Neil and I hit the slopes here last March. Even
though it was his first time, Neil didn’t embarrass himself too much.”

He pauses, apparently waiting for laughter. To my left, a row of what I suspect to
be aspiring poets seem to be transcribing this introductory speech; they are eagerly
anticipating his next words.

“Anyways, Neil’s love for words is only matched by his love for this country.
While it can be a bitter love-hate relationship, I think anyone that reads his latest
collection can agree that it ultimately serves as an ode to our nation.”

The poet approaches the podium and is beckoned towards the waiting
microphone.

“Please, let the interrogation begin,” says the MC.

I’m sitting beside Zane. He’s whispering to himself, mimicking the voice of an
announcer for a hockey game: “Richardson, a man who could easily be a linebacker for
the Eskimos, turns his penetrating eyes upon the audience. He takes hold of the
microphone like a frustrated snake charmer, turning the venomous head upwards. The

momentary feedback is quickly controlled, the hissing creature subdued. It’s game time.”
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Without an introduction, Richardson recites, “Voice of the Elders,” the first poem
found in The Metastoic Era. A few people follow along with their recently purchased
chapbooks.

Lucas is also reading along, his fingers trace each line until Richardson reads the
final word. The poet receives an enthusiastic round of applause and immediately begins
another poem:

“He wasn’t looking to make a deal this time

The Dark Lord of metaphysical real estate

Owns every block of decaying, urban twilight

I foreclosed on my own ethical mortgage, the house my mother built.”

Lucas shouts across the carpeted room. “Do you even understand what those
cryptic words even mean? Or, more importantly, are you at least willing to admit that you
stole them?”

The stunned audience turns away from the podium and stares at Lucas, who is
now slowly walking towards Richardson. Lucas steps fully into the lights.

The moderator moves to intercept Lucas. “Sir, there will be a chance to speak
with the poet after the reading.”

“I realize that, but there’s never an opportunity for any of us to truly challenge
him during his oration though, is there?” I can see the rage on Lucas’ face. I’'m
wondering if this is part of his act or if he’s channelling anger from some other source.
“We have to sit here idly and take in this rehearsed sideshow!” Lucas turns to the crowd

of fifteen people, pointing towards his perceived enemy, their object of adoration.
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Richardson takes a drink of water and closes the book over his thumb. “Hold on a
minute,” he says. “I’m willing to hear you out but I’'m confused. What is it you want to
hear?”

“You’ve already said it with your false modesty. This hollow wooden stand is
your pulpit.” Lucas steps forward and kicks the oak stand; it doesn’t move. “Why do we
have to accept your words without questioning them? Are we so passive that we can’t do
anything but sit here patiently listening to this doggerel before asking self-serving
questions?”

“No one is asking you to do any of that,” says Richardson. “I certainly expect
everyone in the audience to be critical of my words.”

“Alright, here’s my analysis of your ostentatious poetry,” says Lucas. “Judging
from your previous collections, you’re a slave to aesthetic ideology. Now, you’re
suffering from the anxiety of influence. The Metastoic Era isn’t so much plagiarism, as it
is a bowdlerized version of my poetry. Don’t you see that nothing can resurrect your dead
metaphors; your free verse is trapped in the ivory tower!”

“Young man, all I heard was a grab-bag of literary buzzwords. Did someone put
you up to this?”

Lucas holds up a copy of Richardson’s book. “You think this is avant-garde?
How can someone collecting a pension be considered one of our innovative poets?
You’re nothing but a second-rate curator!”

Lucas looks up for help from his comrades. Adelaide and Helen are filling up

their plates with sushi and samosas, glasses of red wine tucked in between their suit
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jackets. Oriana is leafing through a collection of the poet’s works, shaking her head
disdainfully, while the bartender stares at the clock.

“Alright, since you aren’t going to back up your outrageous accusation I’d like to
hear more about myself,” says Richardson.

“Your poems are nothing more than intellectual exercises designed to affirm the
values of the political-military complex!” Lucas turns to the audience again. “Doesn’t
anyone else see the irony of this man writing ecological poetry in a mansion which
produces more pollution than the oil sands in Alberta?”

This comment strikes Richardson. He looks at one of the coordinators and makes
a gesture as if to hurry the proceeding up, to get this distraction out of his way. “We
really don’t have time for this right now,” says Richardson. “Won’t you allow me to
finish?”

“I want an explanation for this!” Lucas holds up a copy of the poet’s work. “Can
you read from ‘The Hidden Truth of Invertebrates’?”

The coordinator tugs on Lucas’ elbow. Richardson shrugs his shoulders and
smiles. “Alright, let him be. So you didn’t like my poem about the trilobites?”

The crowd laughs, nodding in approval. I’'m not sure if Lucas even took the time
to research Richardson’s poetry. His rhetoric is based upon passages from his training
material and what I’m assuming is invective composed by Apollo’s Army.

“We can read this one together. How does that sound?”” asks Richardson. “Who
do you want to be, the eternal biologist or the watch maker?”

Lucas doesn’t answer; instead he grips his copy of the Metastoic Era. His thumbs

crinkle the open pages as if he wants to rip the edges. Richardson flips towards the
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middle of his book. His voice lingers on the opening syllable before launching into a
staccato assault:

“Our latest studies indicate

Through counting tree rings of maple trees

That the last 80 years don’t exist

Posing questions to the wind farms

We know that decay is constant, we measure endlessly

In time, in space, and ask for answers:

Who ruled this country when it all came undone?

How great was the depression?

Marching on to Ottawa

The packed box-cars are screaming

Pack up the prairies, our deal is scheming.”

Lucas begins to speak, but then pauses to look up at his audience. He takes out
Improvised Enlightenment Device from his inside jacket pocket, flips to a dog eared page,
clears his throat and starts reading aloud. “You’ve all heard his work. Now listen to the
source:

When the sound can no longer be heard

Above the screaming of machines

We’ll shut it down for good

Exist within the rings

Hide among the darkest forest

Waiting for the cutters
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Waiting for the eclipse

An ellipse of fractured time...”

Richardson places his bookmark back in place, closes his fingers over the front
page. “What the hell are you reading from?”

“Ah, but that’s just it!” screams Lucas. “This hell is your original manuscript. I
have become the volta. I’ve come here to destroy the world you’ve created through these
words. You’re a man profiting from writing about poverty, selling the ruins to
prospective buyers!”

“I’ve been accused of many things in my life young man, but being a plagiarist is
not one of them.” He motions for the MC to deal with Lucas. “Even my worst ideas
would be unusable by you. At the age of ten, I knew more about poetry than you ever
will.”

“I see you are all hanging off Richardson’s erect modifier,” says Lucas. “But he
can’t eradicate his past. I’ve found the evidence, it’s all here.” Lucas takes hold of the
microphone. “For recompense, I should claim any income you make from the sale of this
book and send my complaint directly to the Minister of Finance!”

The MC motions for Lucas to exit the building. I follow the group outside;
everyone leaves with Lucas to give the impression of a silent revolt against this
censorship. Once the entire group assembles in the parking lot, Zane lifts the postal van’s
cargo door open, inviting Lucas to come over. He opens a cardboard box and hands
Lucas a copy of Improvised Explosive Device. “That was good, Lucas. But to really drive
your point across, I think you should nail one of your books to their door.” Kid Zulu,

upon hearing these words, opens one of the cargo doors of the bus.
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“You don’t think we’ve done enough already?” asks Lucas. “They were laughing
when I stopped talking. The sad thing is they’ll never see that Richardson is 20 years out
of date with his so called innovative poetics!”

“No, no, just think about it! This makes total sense to me know,” Adelaide says.
“Your poetry was brutally awful on purpose right?”

“Is that right, Lucas?” asks Zane. “I thought the same thing.”

Helen joins the group, her face flushed from consuming nearly half a bottle of
wine, the amount that I personally observed her drink. “We signed the guest book. You
should have read all the crazy things we put in there!”

“Did you get the artist statement on the wall?”” asks Adelaide.

“It’s hung in between a portrait of Sir John A. MacDonald and an Arthur Lismer.
Also, we’ve got one on every car in this parking lot.”

I watch Kid Zulu hand a large nail and a rubber mallet to Lucas. They cheer as
Lucas drives the nail through the title page of Improvised Enlightenment Device, leaving
the other pages dangling. He sprints back to join the others gathered under a lamppost.
The excitement of being tossed out of their first event is amplified and leads to a debate
on where to take the show. A general consensus, to cruise the main street, is finally met.

“I thought Oriana wanted us to report back to her for a debriefing?” asks Lucas.

“We’ll be a little bit late. According to my sources there’s an underground arts
scene hiding somewhere in this fantastic village.” Adelaide flicks a piece of fluff from
the epaulets of Lucas’ military jacket. “I won’t settle for anything short of actors riding

polar bears in an experimental play featuring colours in place of words. At the very least,
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maybe I could do a little campaigning on the side. The drunken tourist demographic is
not as valued as it once was, but we’re bringing them back into the fold.”

I join the group as they question people on the street or drive along the busier
streets shouting obscure phrases to throngs of tourists smoking cigarettes. They finally
decide to stay at a country and western bar. Despite their efforts to attract attention,
Apollo’s Army can’t counter the volume of the music or a massive disco ball

synchronized to the rhythmic bass lines.

Surveillance Report 29370BZ

Operative: Lucas Young.
Location(s): Strathmore, AB.

Date / Time: 11 June 2010. 10:07AM.

This morning, as we left Banff, I asked Mireille and Madeleine what they thought
of our first official intervention. They’d taken the gondola ride at Lake Louise in the
afternoon and couldn’t make the poetry reading because they found a special on bottles of
Banff Ice. Madeleine offered me a shot glass full of vodka (emblazoned with a maple leaf
covered in black nail polish) and Mireille showed me some photos of their excursion up
the mountain. Their latest routine consists of playing two sisters from France visiting
Canada for the first time. The purpose of this exercise lies in expressing politically

incorrect phrases to test the reactions of the citizens. “The Rockies are a cheap imitation
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of the French Alps,” “it’s too bad France didn’t claim the whole territory or stick around
for the long haul,” ““the lack of good verbs in the English language is the cause of all
Canada’s problems.” I’m sure these two will eventually offer me some insights into the
ongoing mission of Apollo’s Army. Their personality is irresistible.

After we each drank another shot our cell phones went off simultaneously. A
symphony of ring tones bounced off the thin metal walls of the former postal truck.
Oriana sent a text message to everyone, saying to pull over at the next Tim Hortons for an
impromptu meeting. I’ve begun to realize this is the only way the group operates. No
plans are distributed or discussed until we reach a destination. Either that or the group
doesn’t trust me with vital information yet, and the others are pretending not to know
(this is quite possible as I am travelling with two professional trained actresses and a
stand-up comedian). We received this update about 20 kilometres outside the city limits;
the city skyline had just become visible on the horizon.

Zane manoeuvred the truck next to the bus, nearly scraping against the bumper of
Adelaide’s El Camino. I’ve been informed that the Norton Commando in our fleet
belongs to Cody Calmwaters. Although his motorcycle was parked beside the bus, he
wasn’t around to explain his apparent resurrection or entertain my questions. An idling
cruiser (Calgary Police Service) occupied the parking space closest to the front entrance.
Oriana had been riding shotgun with Adelaide. She tugged at the creases of her plaid shirt
and immediately walked inside without saying anything. It’s quite possible that she
expected everyone to follow her but the smokers in the group had other plans. I wanted to
take a photo of Adelaide leaning against the bumper, filling up his bowl with cherry

tobacco, but he waved me over before I could even find my camera.
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“How’s riding with the twins been?” he asked.

“You mean Mireille and Madeleine?”

“That’s right. They may not look the part but they’re twins alright.” I noticed the
perfect symmetry of the hood; then watched Adelaide inhale a thick cloud of pungent
smoke into his nostrils. “I recruited them myself after catching their guerrilla street
theatre in Quebec City.”

“They’ve been showing me some of their new material.”

“Are you prepared for that kind of corruption? Maybe I need to keep a closer eye
on you. Have you ever watched a woman chew razor blades and spit blood?”

“No.”

“Well, neither have I. But I wouldn’t underestimate those two.”

Most of the group were already inside. A few people, Zane, Helen, and the man
with dreadlocks sat on a rotting picnic table. Adelaide looked like he hadn’t slept since
the previous night. He smiled at me in between careful draws and pulled at the thin
strands of dyed grey hair. The man resembles an aging captain in a war movie.

“Where do you think we’re taking this thing, Lucas?”

“Calgary.” I pointed towards the highway. “I thought our next stop is Calgary.”

“Sometimes you’re too practical. I like that but you should try and think more like
your character, the poet. In five days where are we going to be?”

I knew this question required a cryptic response and thankfully I’d been taking
notes. “A little closer to the sun and a little farther from sanity, I hope.”

“You’re not a pagan are you?”
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“Roman Catholic,” I pulled out the golden crucifix from under my collar, the one
I’ve worn every day since confirmation. Although he appeared to be insulted, this slip
may prove to be useful.

“That’s unfortunate. I’ll make a devout pagan out of you though, Lucas. Have you
ever read your gospel?”’

“My dad loved Matthew’s version, that’s what he always said. But the only time I
ever heard it was at church.”

Oriana opened the front entrance and whistled.

“Looks like it’s time for communion.”

Lance, a tall bearded man, blocked our way. He rarely speaks to anyone and
refused to come inside to take part in the meeting. Instead, he found it necessary to
arrange the cigarette butts outside into chalk outlines. He was often prone to bouts of
conceptual art. Although he had difficulty explaining what this piece meant (given that
his favoured method of communication is writing obscure phrases on a large sketching
book in place of speaking), beyond the obvious implications of death, we all agreed
afterwards that it looked pretty cool.

“This is not a public service advertisement,” he wrote in jagged letters.

Adelaide took the Sharpie from his hands and scrawled ‘yet’ underneath Lance’s
words.

The sight of a dozen strung out artists staggering into the crowded restaurant
brought us some unwanted attention, though I guess every location can be “a site for

interrogation” according to our official rhetoric. A few city police officers were in line
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ahead of us. One of them turned around and laughed, right after he paid for his multi-
grain muffin and steeped tea.

“Alright, so what country are you all supposed to be from?”

“We’re more Canadian than a double-double, sir,” Zane told them through an
exaggerated Caribbean accent.

“Or an American owned company parading as a symbol of national pride,” said
Adelaide, holding up a tin of decaffeinated coffee.

They shrugged at this last comment. The other cop gave Adelaide a pat on the
shoulder. He said they’d be watching for us tomorrow.

Oriana, attempting to recreate the officious nature of the board room table,
occupied the corner position above a poster for the Special Olympics. She handed out
photocopies of an article featured in last week’s Globe and Mail. Apparently, the
municipal officials were through with being known as the nation’s capital of “cowboys,
conservatives, and corruption.” The municipal government’s solution: A multi-cultural
parade scheduled to begin in China Town and progress towards city hall. On the surface,
it seemed like the perfect target for Apollo’s Army.

For some reason I imagined the tents depicted in Lawrence of Arabia replacing
the restaurant walls. I envisioned our table transforming into a map of the battlefield, the
napkin dispenser standing in for an office building dwarfing the citizens, represented by
biscuit crumbs. The setting of this meeting inspired me to draw upon my lectures from a
Canadian History course; I envisaged our table as the Plains of Abraham. Oriana thought
that after our brief and ultimately ineffectual stint in Banff, intervening on the first annual

Calgary Diversity Festival would be our best option. She pointed out the hypocrisies
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inherent in this farce, this sideshow meant to distract the general population from real
issues.

Oriana held up the newspaper. “We’re going to be in this paper next week. That’s
of course, only if we can pull this off.”

“How are we going to fuck with the cultural engineers this time?” asked Helen.

“Apollo’s Army is going to expose how diverse this country really is.” Oriana
took a sip of her coffee. I looked across the room, first at the throngs of Korean people
speaking in their rapid, incomprehensible language, then at an elderly Pakistani couple
sharing a cherry Danish.

“This place looks pretty multicultural to me, Oriana.” I told her.

“You think those Sri Lankan women are pouring coffee and dishing up apple
fritters to those pigs because they want to? I bet they’re still paying off the guy who
snuck them into this country five years from now.”

This last comment caught the attention of the chubby kid working the drive-thru
window, though he could have been reacting to someone screaming through his
headpiece. Oriana held up a portfolio of strange fashion sketches. Futuristic shirts,
dresses, like something out of a science-fiction movie. Without expounding upon her
idea, she let us all stare at the black uniforms, decked out with planets, harps, abstract
patterns, and other indecipherable symbols.

“I’ve made contact with a couple old friends,” she told us. “They’ve agreed to let
us use their space as our temporary headquarters until tomorrow. We’re entering the

show as people from the country of Laputa. Apollo’s Army for one day will become
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exiled Laputian citizens. Adelaide is the ambassador, I’'m the head of a failed rebellion
against their King, and everyone else can be former officials.”

“I understand now why you keep these plans from us,” said Helen. “What’s the
point of dressing up like the cast of some Star Trek inspired cabaret?”

“Why? Because national identify is a fiction,” replied Oriana, “this whole country
is a story!”

One of the Korean women walked over to our table. “Madam, could you please
keep your voice down. We’re trying to enjoy a quiet breakfast.”

Oriana stared at the women for a few seconds. I thought I heard the sound of teeth
grinding. She apologized.

“Gulliver’s Travels, that’s not too bad, Oriana,” said Adelaide. “You see Helen;
it’s not science fiction at all. We can make this work.”

We spent ten minutes going over the plan, our “intervention strategy.” The
Canadian flag would be the last in a long procession of nationalities on display. Oriana
believed this decision placed too much emphasis on the “dominant culture” of our
country. At one point during the ceremony the flag would be transferred from the hands
of a local bureaucrat to a young woman who’d survived a civil war to study in Calgary.

“Let’s simply call this one ‘Capture the Flag.’ I also think we need to create a flag
of our own,” said Oriana. “Things are going to get weird out there but we should come
off as legitimate refugees.”

I realize this information would’ve been more useful before the event took place

but I couldn’t get a transmission out due to the rushed nature of the proceedings.
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“Where do you get these ideas from, Oriana?” asked the dread-locked man (I
really need to find out his name).

“This all came to me last night. I realized that we could use my extensive contacts
in the underground theatre scene. We need to make a scene with this one. This is our
chance to get some media exposure.”

“Can we improvise our roles?” asked Madeleine. She pointed to one of the
women depicted in the sketchbook. “This one looks like me, what’s her story?”’

“That’s one of the King’s daughters.”

Mireille pointed to her retinue, depicted on the page. “I’ll be one of her
handmaidens—the one who helped her escape from the castle.”

I’ve consulted the Wikipedia page on Gulliver’s Travels to make sure I
understand this concept. As the poet of the group I lied and said I’d read the book in high
school. Hopefully, I can glean something useful from the summaries. A failed theatre
company (Gilded Sun Theatre) was planning on staging a reworking of Swift’s play.
They received a government grant to design costumes, create the imaginary languages,
and even create a few sets. The reason they couldn’t complete this project is unknown.
Our first stop in the city brought us to an abandoned theatre where we picked up three
costume trunks and various props.

It’s been difficult lately to compose my intelligence reports without anyone
noticing. Oriana demands that communication with others outside the group needs to be
kept to a minimum, and only if it directly relates to the operations of the tour. Whenever I

get the chance though, I type my thoughts and transmit them.

64



Surveillance Report 29372BZ

Operative: Lucas Young.
Location(s): Calgary, AB. Pinnacle Theatre.

Date / Time: 12 June 2010. 5:12PM.

The flags of all nations, strung together around a papier-maché globe floating on a
moving platform, move swiftly through the downtown core. The rising sun of Japan
shines alongside the Union Jack. The Filipino flag is brilliant in the afternoon brightness;
its luminosity supersedes that of the provincial flag. Among the revellers, there are many
draped in Canadian flags, maple leaves painted on both cheeks. This intense display of
patriotism, this army of red and white is bolstered by numerous Flames and Stampeders
jerseys against the foreground of those simply wearing jeans and a t-shirt. All of them are
eager to embrace the world by embarking on the journey of understanding or the
adventure of acceptance.

A throng of men and women, dressed in flowing black robes with solar systems
and symphonies embroidered on the fabric, join the procession from the doors of a pub,
to storm the streets of Calgary. Adelaide leads the group through the streets with a
megaphone blaring. Oriana is throwing plastic roses at the crowd, each one with an
artists’ statement wrapped around the stem. The other members of the group carry
instruments. They are a chaotic marching band calling forth a cacophonous stew of tuba
swells, drum machines, and banjos to announce their presence among a congregation of

other countries.
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Although our cabal attracts the attention of the media, they are not the only ones
watching. Everything is being captured on the closed circuit security cameras
strategically placed in the downtown streets, the manufactured set. This revolution will be
televised. One of the local news networks is looking for a unique angle. The men and
women staring at the starless sky and measuring the quadrants of the sidewalk present
interesting and worthwhile subjects.

“Look, this will all be edited later for continuity. I want to ask you some questions
but first, just tell us who you are,” asks the reporter.

“My name is Prince Binomial,” says Adelaide. He points towards me with a
flourish of his black robe. “This is one of my servants.”

“And what country are you from? I don’t recognize your flag.”

Adelaide turns towards the camera. “We’re refugees from the People’s Republic
of Laputa. Although we’re not from Canada, we’ve come as emissaries from a failed
nation to join your great country.”

“Laputa? I’ve never heard of that one. Where is it?”

“It’s near Japan.” Adelaide draws a map of the world in the air with his fingers.
“You won’t find our country on the ‘official’ maps of the world or hear us mentioned in
geography lessons.” He faces the camera directly. “But we exist and our struggle is true.”

“Right, and I hope you win.” He shrugs to his crew as if to say, we might as well
work with this. “Can you tell us about your country and why you’ve decided to come to
Canada?” asks the reporter.

“Sure, we’ve been watching the skies lately and noticing that the planets are

aligning. Also, our King’s floating island has been oppressing us, literally, for far too
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long. We also barely avoided being smashed out completely by a comet this time last
year.”

“Alright, so would you say that your country excels in astronomy?”

I watch as Adelaide wields the art of his nation. A set of callipers and a measuring
tape with irrational numbers are the tools of his cultural pride. His measurements can
restore order to a chaotic universe. He explains that the circumference of the reporter’s
skull, multiplied by the distance between his shoes equals the ratio of profit and cultural
relevance.

“Our academy has produced some of the finest discoveries of the 21% century,”
says Adelaide. “However, our land is ruled by a corrupt tyrant who refuses to
acknowledge the work of the people.”

“I think you’ll find our government to be much more tolerant. I must tell you that
we don’t allow slavery.” The reporter turns to me, motioning for the camera to pan over
as well. “What’s your name and what will you do with your freedom?”

“In my homeland I was known as Lucilius. My aspiration is to collect stories from
the people of this vast land.”

The news team loses interest in us when a contingent of police officers, assigned
to monitor the perimeter of the proceedings, files past with deliberate force. A group of
anarchists with homemade weapons has caught their attention. This threat is explicit, and
that’s what these authorities are trained to see. Protestors and activists are essential to
events such as this; I’m sure the municipal government slated them into the budget along
with balloons and streamers. Our tactics employ a touch of subtlety and panache. There’s

nothing in their training modules on flash mobs made up of mystics and sun-worshippers.
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The mayor takes the microphone and sweeps his hands across the podium. His
benediction for the citizens begins. “Welcome, nations of the earth, this country. You all
know this in your hearts but let’s make it official: Calgary is a diverse city.” It seems as
though the new mayor has been practicing his speech.

Applause, the nodding of heads, yes we all embrace the others.

“When my family moved to this country twenty-three years ago we didn’t know
what the word ‘Canadian’ meant. My father got a job driving a delivery truck and my
mother stayed home to care for my brother and me.”

Young children smile as their national anthem soars over their heads. Teenage
boys snarl and create their own lyrics, screaming their incoherent words into the crowd’s
enthralled chorus.

“This summer my family and I toured this great nation. Our fondest memories are
from attending a maple syrup festival in Oshawa, Ontario.”

Then, a troupe of young men and women dressed in black with the universe
painted on their backs are running madly through the streets. Thirteen sprites moving
deftly past children and grandmothers with the skill sidestepping of CFL wide receivers,
this is more than prophetic vision. They are pushing towards the unseen exit waving the
burning flag. Screaming and throwing pamphlets to the crowd. Miraculously they escape
capture.

“The comet is coming!” Adelaide screams into his megaphone. “The comet is
coming!”

“This flame will engulf the world. This flame will engulf the universe.”
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The extension of the government, the arms of the law extend into the crowd in
pursuit of the sublime image. A few teenagers applaud the spectacle. The veterans refuse
to acknowledge such a mindless display of lost opportunity.

Apollo’s Army are now disappearing into an abandoned theatre to find refuge
among the failing rafters, to wait out the storm of cultural police determined to correct
any disruption of order. A scrap of burning polyester guides them through the darkened
hallways. They’ve passed the wings and are now cautiously approaching the stage,
hesitant to push forward into the final act.

Outside the citizens are trying to understand the spectacle. Ignorance of the true
artistic act will be their undoing. The ashes of the flag flutter in the breeze then descend
into the streets to be smothered by the steel toed boot of a paid soldier. The mercenary of
political correctness announces that it’s time to continue, let the ceremony continue.
While the play continues inside the derelict venue, street sweepers arise from their

stations to collect the remains.
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Surveillance Report 17422XH

Operative: Dr. Pangloss.
Location(s): Calgary, AB. City Hall.

Date / Time: 12 June 2010. 2:19PM.

Every member of Apollo’s Army is dressed as a citizen from the fictional country
of Laputia; they’re taking part in a multi-cultural parade. In order to capture this
“cinematic moment,” they’ve asked me to film their performance. I’ve joined an
assembly of citizens and journalists outside City Hall. The composition of the crowd is
fairly typical for an event such as this: predominately middle-aged white people with
their children and senior citizens waiting on the edge of the sidewalk. The only
irregularity is a group of young people, decked out in black clothing and urging the
crowd to resist “the Disneyland version of multiculturalism.” I watch as they parade by in
their identical uniforms. A security force made up of city police officers and several
private companies is well aware of their presence—they’ve managed to keep the
protestors approximately thirty feet from the parade.

At this point I’'m watching the first streams of entertainers (typically in groups of
about a dozen representing one nation) display signs of their cultural heritage for the
city’s administration. Each group takes their turn performing on an elevated stage until a
Master of Ceremonies announces the next country. The flag bearer presents their national
emblem to the mayor and a young girl places this flag inside a newly commissioned

sculpture: Statue of Diversity, a massive globe with hundreds of hands extending from its
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surface. As the men and women representing Zimbabwe leave the stage, Apollo’s Army
steps forward to take their place in the ceremony.

After being blocked from the staircase, Adelaide speaks with the MC. This is an
initially hostile exchange that devolves into a panicked shuffling of official paperwork.
Eventually the MC and his confused staff decide to let them present.

“Thank you for your patience. We’re pleased to offer a late addition to our march
of nations. Please enjoy a dance from a visiting group of Laputians.”

What follows is five minutes of halting movements accompanied by chaotic
music. They are all wearing face paint or scarves to obscure their identities. Some
members of Apollo’s Army scurry around the stage, apparently measuring the width and
length of the platform several times. Each time, they announce their results by screaming
incomprehensible words to the crowd. The entire performance closes with Adelaide mock
flogging two of the dancers with a trumpet before throwing them off the stage. Their
bodies hit the ground as the horn section blows one last ear piercing note.

The crowd is applauding sporadically. Lucas waves a flag at the mayor; the
Laputian emblem is an exploding planet Earth over a white background. This flag is
inserted into one of open palms of the Statue of Diversity sculpture. Now that all the
nations have gathered in front of City Hall, the mayor can commence with his speech.
According to the official programme, the mayor’s last words were to be synchronized
with the Canadian flag being placed into the North Pole of the sculpture, as a gesture of
our nation’s soveirgnty in the arctic.

During the speech Lucas covers his face with a gorilla mask. Adelaide seems to

be giving him instructions. The mayor thanks everyone for coming out to celebrate and
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encourages each person to meet someone from a different country before they leave. A

young girl carrying the Canadian flag takes cautious steps towards the mayor’s podium.

As an orchestra strikes up the first notes of “O Canada,” Lucas pulls the flag from her
hands and starts sprinting along with the other members of Apollo’s Army down the
empty street, cleared for the parade.

I attempt to follow their escape but they hop over the barricades and out of my
sight. Unfortunately, the crowd is far too dense and panicked for me to pursue Apollo’s

Army. In spite of this, I manage to videotape Lucas waving a burning Canadian flag.

I didn’t locate Lucas until later that evening. When I returned to the fleet, Oriana

was praising his efforts during a debriefing.
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Surveillance Report 29373BZ

Operative: Lucas Young.
Location(s): Yorkton, SK.

Date / Time: 13 June 2010. 7:13AM.

The stunningly bright track lighting of the Husky Restaurant is sadistic at 7am.
Senior citizens file in for the all-you-can eat breakfast buffet; I stir my coffee, slowly
letting the creamer create a gentle spiral. My little universe exists and thrives throughout
the morning news. Then, as the broadcaster announces the scandalous actions of “artistic
protestors,” the image is transformed into the uniform light brown of caribou hides or
office sofas.

In the seconds between signal and noise, he appears on the scene. A short man
(wearing a black baseball cap, a Manchester United soccer jersey, black jeans, and steel-
toe boots) approaches my table. I stare at this unexplainable and improbable body, trying
to raise my eyes to his—a simple yet impossible task. The slight bulge of his belly is held
in place by a belt buckle in the shape of Alberta, shimmering in the rising sun.

“So you’re the one that needs to know more about Apollo’s Army?”” he asks me.
“Is that right?”

I proffer him a chair and answer his question. “Yes, I’ve found out so much

already but there’s still a lot I don’t understand.”
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He sits down gracefully, arching his fingertips as if playing a piano. “First thing,
you need to be more subtle. [ know everything about you from that one sentence. You’re
not going to get very far with these people talking like that.”

“Things have been working for me so far,” I say.

Burton Cummings croons to fill the silence at our table. These eyes watched you
bring my world to an end.

“I could tell you’d been anticipating my arrival from your desperate and lonely
smile,” he says. “Alright, let’s start over. Who are you?”

“Now that’s an easy one. Of course I know who I am, doesn’t everyone know
who they are these days? I’m trying to bring myself to a higher place, a place where I can
understand life. I want to be Prime Minister of a Nation of Poets.”

“You’ve been rehearsing that one?”

“My whole life is a rehearsal.” I open my menu, pretend to look through the
desert selections. “So, I know who you are, but what’s your name?” I ask.

“You don’t know who I am but you can call me Dr. Pangloss, everyone else does.
I’'m sure you’ve been briefed on my role in Operation Seal Hunt: my successful attempt
to discredit a group of environmental activists still in high school. Everyone said it would
impossible to counter those optimistic fifteen year olds, but I proved them all wrong.”

“Of course,” I say. “That’s our model.”

“Your trainers have also been exposing you to my ideas subliminally.”

“That gives me a few ideas.”

He removes hit hat and sunglasses. His remaining hair, a thin blonde strip around

the base of the neck, flutters in the circulated coolness of the air conditioner.
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“Vince, is that you?” I ask.

“We wanted to keep my involvement in this operation out of your parameters.
I’ve worked as ‘The Diefenbakers’ roadie for years, long before they decided to join up
with Apollo’s Army. Officially, I haven’t been granted full membership, but they accept
my presence.”

He pulls out an attaché bag and lays a series of glossy photographs around my
plate. There is a shot from inside the Banff Cultural Centre, a group photograph
somewhere on the highway, and me setting the Canadian flag on fire.

“They forced me to do that,” I say, staring at my act of treason.

“You’re the one that needs to be in control. Also, I see you’ve been closely
involved with their leader, Adelaide. Don’t forget about his true intention; that’s all he
wants. Watch out for him, he would bring this whole thing down given half a chance at
office.”

I look around the room. “You mean this restaurant?”

“Are you serious?” he asks.

“No,” I shift my fried egg to one side of the plate. “I’m just tired.”

“Listen, you’ve already a considerable amount of time inside Apollo’s Army.
Although we completely understand that your thinking is going to get a bit muddied and
sloppy—what else could we expect from anyone living with artists?—you must maintain
your resolve.”

“It’s been a weird summer.”

The waitress pours another cup of coffee for us and brings Dr. Pangloss an Earl

Grey Tea. She moves to the next table, performing an eternal dance of service.
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“So you’ve been doing surveillance on me?” I ask.

“No, my main function is to compile audio and visual recordings of their
activities—which is made feasible through my assumed role as their tech support. I’'m
also here to provide mentorship to you now that the operation has progressed so rapidly.
You seem to have acquired access to their administration.”

“Adelaide is my main source of information,” I say. “He’s the only member of the
Army that will give me useful information, but he’s not the leader. Oriana tells us what to
do.”

“Well, that’s debatable. You see, they’re all on guard right now because things are
progressing. Apollo’s Army is walking the fine line between appearing dangerous and
actually becoming a threat to the government. And that’s a tantalizing situation for
anyone. No one’s really sure what their actual operations are at this point. But I'm sure,
just as you must be, that the government is starting to pay attention after what happened
yesterday.”

“I’m beginning to wonder how CSIS is describing us to the government.”

“Forget about that, Lucas. What you should start asking is how you fit into the
Army’s current schedule. Don’t worry about the details. In their eyes are you just one of a
thousand poets trying to get their cryptic anxieties published or can you offer them
something else?”

“I’ve already given them my book.”

“I bet you’re starting to think that running with a pack of wild artists for a summer
isn’t a bad assignment. On some level, you must have thought this is going to fun, that’s

why you’re here right?”
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“I’m trying to protect my country,” I say.

“It’s not that simple, Officer Young. There’s something you need to know. I’ve
been following your career for the past three months and extensively verified your
background. Something seems off. You are finally showing some promise, but this
absolute sense of duty does not sit well with me. I haven’t even decided on whether you
want to join them or not, yet.”

“Even though I lose a bit of sanity each day by trying to make sense of it all, I’'m
not anywhere near that kind of depravity,” I reassure him.

“Lucas, you need to work on your delivery. This attempt at anger could easily be
confused with a lament for remaining an outsider, in all worlds. We’ve been analyzing
your reports in Toronto and Ottawa for a few weeks. Some patterns are starting to
emerge, but no one expects you to understand the bigger picture. What I’m asking you to
do is simply participate for now and keep up appearances.”

The men and women in the kitchen do not realize that the fate of their nation lies
with these two agents; the significance of their decision to pour syrup over the pancakes
or to swab their French toast once more goes unnoticed. In the dying twilight, two men
called intrepid bask in the morning glow of their own fortitude.

“Dr. Pangloss, can I ask what your role in this operation is?”

“No, that’s not going to help you. Just know that everything happens for a reason.
This is the best possible situation for you to be in—no matter how bizarre it gets. As you
move into Manitoba and then Ontario you’ll need to start influencing the group in a more

positive way. You’ve been delivering some useful information but there’s an alarming
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trend developing. There is a growing fear that this group may inspire others to
participate.”

“Some decisions are harder to make than others. For the time being, Lucas, I can
see that the choice of salt or pepper, or both appears to paralyze you.” A series of small
dents in the pepper shaker resembles pocks in the moon. The spectacle continues; the
meal is endless.

“In all honesty, Lucas, your situation is hopeless without a model, my story. I
used to play the art game, even had a few of my paintings in a gallery. That was before
my investigations into Russian spy cells in the 80’s. Here’s a battered copy of Improvised
Enlightenment Device. This is my book. It took me about five years to write it too,
always on my downtime. Now it’s yours.”

“You wrote this? Did you work for the Innovative Rhetoric Laboratories too?
Their study of insurrectionist humour is intriguing to me.”

“Every poem was composed independently. I listened to voices from recorded
conversations, then combined them with dozens of others and transcribed this symphony.
Most of it wasn’t even in English. Now you’re the translator. I know you’ve been trying
to convince yourself that you wrote it, which is entirely necessary, but you need to see
each poem as a recipe. All you need are the raw materials to produce a scene, and then
your own energy generates action by a chain-reaction of tiny explosions. Imagine an
infinite chain of little bells all hitting the same note.”

“Why didn’t you keep writing instead of working for CSIS?”

“I could ask you a similar question. Besides, both sides are related; we all share

one collective vision.”
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“Aren’t you here to give me advice on what to do next?”

“Lucas, there is one thing you need to understand about these people. I wasted
the better part of my life trying to be an artist, and fell into that trap really hard. One
morning you wake up with enough words swimming through your mind to fill an entire
bookshelf but none of it makes any sense.” He gazes through the dirty window, at a
seagull picking apart a discarded sandwich wrapper. “None of it makes any sense.”

“So what’s the one thing?”

“Great question, Lucas. I’ve often wondered if I’d found my one thing with that
book. Or maybe it’s there and I’ve missed it somehow. But I guess knowing that you’re
putting it to good use is some consolation.”

“You said I should know one thing about artists.”

“Right, that’s a hard lesson to learn and I don’t think you can truly understand but
I’ll try and tell you anyways. Always remember that an artist is just a bureaucrat in
disguise. They crave order and formulas like no one else.”

“I’ll try to remember that,” I say.

“You’ll be putting that principle into action.” He flipped to one of the last pages
in Improvised Explosive Device, marked by a speeding ticket, and showed it to me.
“What do you think of this one?”

“After a few months that book makes no sense to me, especially the ending. Even
the title confuses me—what is ‘Me Unseen’?”

“Even the best actors need a bit of coaching. You might even surpass me one
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“These are stage directions, this is what you’re going to enact.” I sketch a crude
theatre on the back of Lucas’ menu. “Don’t tell them about this until it’s time to perform.
These people are only going to warp what you want to say. Let me underline a few key

passages in the poem. Revision can be a terrible thing.”
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