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Monday, January 10, 2011

Blade Runner 

Peter Rogers

The beard? This hair on my mug? It is temporary and tem-
poral. I stopped shaving for a little while - it’s not like I grew 
a beard, that’s just a consequence of not shaving. I just got 
tired of using those crappy little blades that you throw away. 
Plus, they are insanely expensive. Insanely expensive garbage. 
Sometimes a blade lasts for a week, but usually just 2-3 shaves. 
Where’s the quality control? I know no one wants to sell me 
a ceramic blade razor that I’ll never have to sharpen or throw 
out. I get it. It’s like when they give you a free printer as long 
as you pay $100 every other month for ink. For ink! Why is the 
disposable part the expensive part? Why is ink more expensive 
than oil or gas or I don’t know… everything. 

That’s what happened with shaving. The blades used to be $15 
for 8. Not cheap but reasonable, I guessed. Then $17 for 8. 
Then $18. Then $19.99. Then $25 for an eight-pack! I figured 
I could buy a good electric razor for about four months worth 
of blades. I don’t even shave that much. Every other day at 
most. I usually use a four-pack a month, maybe breaking into a 
second four-pack. On average I use one blade for three shaves. 
I shave about 3 times a week, so it’s about $25 for 2 months, 
which is $150 a year. A good electric razor runs about $200, 
but recently I saw I had enough Air Mile points to get one 
that was $189. Then that particular razor became available 
on Amazon and Futureshop for $89. I don’t want to bore you 
with the math, which I could scarcely understand myself but 
as soon as the razor went on sale, it’s Air Miles value changed 
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dramatically (meaning I wasn’t getting good value per Air Mile 
point, which seems to fluctuate between 1 to 15 ancient Nubian 
cowrie shells per Air Mile point). Regardless, it would have 
been a poor use of my Air Miles. 

Besides I’m tired of paying for the Gillette family vacations. 
Screw them! Go get a real job you little turds (nay, 1 per-
centers!) When I ran out of blades, I just stopped shaving. I 
ordered an electric razor last week. When it arrives, good-bye 
beardy! 

You’ll know when the razor arrives because I’ll be clean 
shaven. I’m getting pretty tired of this beard. Paul Rudd has 
said you know you’ve got a big beard when you look down, and 
you see it. I think a beard is too long when you start combing 
it. It’s really too long when you start combing out dead red-
wing blackbirds.

On a side note, apparently in the 21st century, razors are now 
called “Shavers”? Where did this word come from? Shavers? I 
“shave” with a “razor”, just like I “pedal” a bicycle. I don’t “ped-
al” a “pedaler”? I “cut” with a “knife”, I don’t “knife” a potato, 
unless I’m in potato prison and some big Yukon Gold wants to 
make me his Fingerling. No way “Yukon”! You get “knifed”. 

What exactly has become of the language I once spoke? The 
world I growed up in is long gone.

UPDATE: I just came back from lunch and lo & behold, there on my 
desk was a package containing the Philips Norelco Sensotouch 2D 
Electric Shaver. I can’t help but think I should run out and commit a 
crime wave under the banner of “Bearded Bandit Breaks Bank Vault” 
then like totally getting away with it because I would shave my 
whiskers like The Blade Runner in The Fugitive. Time is running out 
on this beard. It’s plan to slowly grow back into my head, Triffid-like, 
are numbered. Tonight, WE SHAVE!
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“Shave and a haircut, two bits?! Outrageous!”
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Sunday, April 24, 2011

Hello, I’m a Mac

Peter Rogers

A few years ago I was driving home from a late night hockey 
game. At that hour, the streets near Spadina Road and Dupont 
(for non-Torontonians, North of Bloor, Spadina Avenue be-
comes Spadina Road) are pretty much abandoned, except for 
this Asian guy I see riding his bicycle loaded with overstuffed 
bags (like a scene straight out of Beijing, this guy is riding a 
bicycle completely overloaded like Juan Valdes’ mule, after 
midnight in January — I see him every week). That’s beside the 
point.
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My real point is, on this particular night, I realized what a 
huge cliché I was. There I was, wearing, what I like to think of 
as a very hip, vintage racing jacket (Johnson outboard motor 
sports in metallic gold - very 1970s), a “trucker-style” baseball 
cap (which, in truth, I only wear after hockey because I need to 
cover my head but don’t want to wear a wool tuque), listen-
ing to what was then a huge Moby hit (mix of dance/house/
pop/electronic - verification needed), and driving a Volkswa-
gen Golf GT (2.0L, totally kicks the ass of anything else in it’s 
class). It’s like I just walked out of marketer’s hand book.

There you have it. I’m an over-educated Mac user, who works 
as a designer in the “tech-sector”, drives a VW Golf, wears vin-
tage duds (ironically or otherwise), drinks French-press fair-
trade coffee, listens to popular yet progressive music, prefers 
galleries and museums over monster truck rallies, prefers pubs 
over bars, only drinks locally brewed beers, chooses organically 
raised beef, local produce when possible, performs some level 
of physical activity 2-3 times a week and believes mistakenly, 
beyond the shadow of a doubt that I am a unique individual.

A hunch.com survey about Mac-vs-PC users however, begs 
to differ. Not only does it reinforce every PC vs Mac cliché, it 
drives home the point that Mac users see themselves as unique 
and different but really are just all the same. Of course, there’s 
a slight problem here. The questionnaire is from a Web site 
where almost 25% of respondents didn’t even identify them-
selves as either a Mac or PC type person. So you’re really focus-
ing on a subset of a subset; only 75% of people that use Hunch.
com identify themselves with their computer of choice. As a 
caveat, I’ve tried hunch.com before and found it pretty useless. 
It reminded me of the Seinfeld episode where Kramer starts 
taking Movieline calls only to ask callers in a robotic voice, 
“Why don’t you just tell me what movie you’d like to see?” 
when he can’t decipher their push button prompts. 
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Here are some tidbits that the survey discovered.

When asked which style of art they preferred:
Mac users were more likely to choose Modern art.
PC users were more likely to choose pictures of dogs of playing poker.

When asked which vehicle they preferred:
PC users would rather ride a Harley.
Mac users would rather ride a Vespa.

When asked which newspaper they preferred:
PC users prefer USA Today.
Mac users prefer New York Times.

When asked which kinds of movies they preferred:
PC users were more likely to see Hollywood films.
Mac users were more likely to see indie films.

PC users enjoy casino gambling.
Mac users are more likely to say they can draw well.

PC users are more likely to say they are stronger at math skills.
Mac users are more likely to say they are stronger at verbal skills.

…and so on.

In the end, I don’t think this shows the difference between PC 
and Mac users as much as the difference between Mac users 
and everyone else. Only 10% of respondents said they were 
Mac people and really PC users are made up of users of Micro-
soft, HP, Dell, Sony etc. (though that’s not shown). Mac users 
typically work in fields of creative media such as art & design, 
music, film, and writing because either the device lends itself 
to those applications or it is marketed that way. People who 
work in those fields probably do tend to be more liberal or have 
particular tastes. The keyword is “tends”. I believe the differ-
ence between my “tendency” to do something and my likelihood, 
while not fundamentally huge, is still an important distinction. 
Despite the adage that you can’t judge a book by its cover, it 
turns out you probably can judge a user by their MacBook.
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Tuesday, August 24, 2010

A Hard Drive of 
One’s Own 

Peter Rogers

What of machines? Do they have a heaven? I hope so. I am, at 
this very minute, abolishing a hard drive in what was once a 
very tidy and reliable laptop, but it fell on hard times and be-
came… neglected. It refused to open its eyes and speak to me. 
It no longer wanted to be a part of this world so I’m taking it 
apart from this world. I’m erasing it. Obliterating it. I’m wip-
ing it down carefully with an electronic squeegee. There may 
be microscopic bits of its former self left, burned deep into 
the magnetic grooves like so much dirt under your fingernails, 
but I doubt anyone will notice. No one will see those pitted 
blemishes once I’ve polished out all the blots and stains. You 
see, I’m not just erasing but also re-formatting. I’m going to 
re-build anew atop the old. No one will ever remember what 
this little adding machine was like once I’m done. There’ll be 
no vector programs, no raster manipulators, no crumpled up 
crushes of code, just pure, simple programs for the week-
ender or amateur (pronounced Ahm - ah - toer). This will be 
a quiet, clean and casual petit ami, for your music and movies 
but mostly for your words, in your widely available typefaces. 
Faces so familiar they’ll feel like family.

Once this computer was a seedy petrol station selling fumes, 
lubricants, dusty candy bars, dented soda cans, cartoonish 
cardboard air fresheners and charcoal briquettes but that will 
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be smashed and flattened and will go to seed. After the weeds 
have popped up and colourful wild flowers appear at the edges, 
you’ll ask yourself, “What was there?” and a vague image of 
tarmac and dirty aluminum siding will nudge you to say, “A gas 
station, was it, or a convenience store?” You’ll have forgotten 
the smell, the dark oil stained ground and long lollipop shaped 
shadow that cast itself out into the street as though it were try-
ing to escape. All you’ll know is the space it left behind. 

When the frame of the new comes into view you’ll begin to 
wonder all that there could be. Is it a bakery? No. Too big for 
that? Not a sandwich shop, or worse a burger joint? No. Where 
would you park? Could it… no, no. No one would make a home 
there? Would they? Oh, but they would. Not just a home. A 
weekend get-away, back to the simple life, view of the forest 
and a quaint chimney stack from which shall plume a wee puff 
of wood smoke. Wait. Not so traditional. There’s an angle here 
that is far too modern to be “quaint”. That colour. That’s not 
quaint. Yet, it is unadorned and calming and feels just about 
the right size. Just the kind of place to relax and put your feet 
up. A place with a single comfortable chair and a table for a 
lamp and a glass. Empty enough to be clean. Bright enough to 
have cheer. Small enough to enclose. Like a Scandinavian cot-
tage, designed by a Finish architect to sit close to the sea, on an 
outcrop of rock. Bare, minimal, simple not sparse. Just a touch 
of old framed by the lightness of the new. 

That’s what this laptop will be when I’m done.

Update: It didn’t make it. The machine is dead. Long live the ma-
chine. Yet like a child, it’s hard drive will live again and rise from the 
ashes transporting files on the world wide “sneakernet”
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Thursday, December 30, 2010

Is it just me... 

Every once in a blue moon, sequential posts on Twitter from 
random sources seem to create a sum greater than the whole. 

I give you such a case:

CBC Top Stories
Canadian gives birth to royal great-grandchild
http://bit.ly/eXFbz8
9 hrs ago

CBC Top Stories
Invasive species play a role in mass extinctions
http://bit.ly/dFDG2S
9 hrs ago

Really? That must have been intentional. No? C’mon! It’s too 
good to be true.
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Twitter Profile

@ROWDYMAN
“Not clever enough by half.”

4,569
Tweets

191 
Following

165 
Followers
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PLACES
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Wednesday, march 02, 2011

Pine Clad Hills

Peter Rogers

Last night I attended a talk at the University of Toronto by 
Canadian ex-pat architect, Todd Saunders whose practice is 
based in Bergen, Norway. Saunders is originally from Gan-
der, Newfoundland (you read that correctly) and has recently 
begun an ambitious project on a pile of rock known as Fogo 
Island, in Bonavista Bay, Newfoundland (which is really out 
there in the North Atlantic). The instigator of the project is 
a success story herself. Zita Cobb made her millions as a top 
level executive at JDS Uniphase and had an idea to create a 
sort of cultural resort and artists retreat on the island, sort of 
in the mould of The Banff Centre. Saunders had been slowly 
gaining international attention for his beautifully detailed and 
captivating projects (usually set against striking and wondrous 
Norwegian landscapes) when he received a call from Cobb. 
Funny story; he said Cobb called him on his mobile while he 
was on a kayaking trip and as he was so tired of work he sort 
of blew her off. When he got ashore, he wandered into an 
Internet café and searched her name online. After discovering 
who Cobb was (one of those “Holy Shit” moments) he called 
her back right away (a few of his stories were punctuated that 
way).

Saunders is not your typical internationally recognized archi-
tect. He’s self-effacing, unpretentious and genuinely amazed 
at the attention he has received. As a Newf who has traveled 
extensively and lived longer in Norway than he ever did in 
Canada he readily admits to having a messed up accent. You 
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get the feeling, it’s his innate curiosity that keeps his work 
fresh and why more and more people want to work with him. 
We’re talking about a guy who left his home town and hitch-
hiked from Paris to Norway just to see how far North he could 
get on a few bucks. With a background in town planning, he 
somehow wound up working in London, Berlin, and Moscow 
before returning to Norway with just “four pairs of underwear 
and a knapsack.” It was a fateful return. Within a week he had 
found a job that become a calling, found a place to live and met 
his future wife. 

He showed a lot of work and sprinkled his lecture with humor-
ous anecdotes of surprises, successes, failures and discovery. 
One of those stories will stick with me. He said the first time he 
met with Fogo Island residents to discuss the project he wasn’t 
sure he could convince them and didn’t want to come across as 
some snobby arsehole but when he looked out into the crowd 
he saw faces that reminded him of his own aunts, uncles or 
cousins. Then it became difficult to speak and he became sur-
prised by his own emotions. That’s when he realized not just 
how important the project was to the residents but to himself. 
I would go further and say the project is equally important 
to Newfoundland as Saunders single-handedly brings a high 
quality contemporary and colloquial architecture to the island. 
The effect is already spreading as Saunders starts a project in 
the newly formed national park in Labrador’s Torngat Moun-
tains. On the surface, it might seem odd for a Newfie to be a 
working architect in Norway but the geography is so similar to 
Newfoundland to me that it seems natural. Todd Saunders said 
as much himself saying Norway was probably one of the few 
places as close to being Newfoundland where he could practice 
architecture. Like a typical Newfoundlander, I felt very proud 
of the success of a fellow native son and exile.
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Saturday, February 26, 2011

Thinking of You... 

Peter Rogers

I have a widget on my computer which includes a CBC Web 
cam that overlooks St. John’s harbour and I happened to see 
it just at around 5:30 PM, St. John’s local time. It’s a fuzzy 
image but I still saw the lady I knew as my home town, even 
though I’ve never actually lived there. I saw the grey, late 
afternoon sky filtered through heavy, still clouds while the 
street and porch lights were just starting to come on. There 
is something about those big iron cold clouds above barren 
trees and brightly painted row houses stuck on St. John’s hills 
that calls to me. It’s not something that beckons me like some 
asinine faux folk song sang like melted cheese spewing from a 
sentiment dipped singer. Still, it gets my attention. As if I had 
been flipping through a neglected paperback and an old photo 
fell out. At first you’d pick it up in a huff then you’d notice it, 
examine it more carefully, turn it over in hopes of finding a 
hand written note or even a date. You recognize the image and 
it churns up a snap of synaptic charges going off in your head 
like static sparks after removing a sweater too quickly. It’s like 
that. All I’m saying is, “I miss you. Take care.”
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Boys Wrestling, 1969, Fred Herzog
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Thursday, December 30, 2010

It’s All There in 
Black & White 

Peter Rogers

I spent a few minutes rummaging through some photo albums 
yesterday, picked out a handful of pictures and took them to 
the local pharmacy to scan them. Those Kodak photo kiosks 
are a real dog’s breakfast of memory card slots, output trays 
and scanner drawers. Eventually, I managed to scan almost a 
dozen photos of my parents and relatives taken between 1955 
and 1960 or so. 

It is odd, seeing your parents at an age younger than yourself. 
They look so fresh faced and slim. It’s so hard to imagine what 
they would be like if you’d met them. Not in some “Back to the 
Future” sort of way, but just on some kind of equal terms if you 
know what I mean. As it is we can never really know them like 
that. I sometimes think that when we are with friends and they 
are with their own children. Some day those kids will grow up, 
and wonder what their parents were like. Will they ever ask 
you, “What were they like, really?” You wonder what you’d 
have in common with them. I don’t know if I would have any 
more in common with my parents then than now. Certainly 
not music. Dad only ever enjoyed folk or country music of the 
simplest kind. Mom only ever seemed to like waltzes or Rogers 
and Hammerstein musicals. Music just wasn’t something that 
occupied them. Books? My parents read, but nothing very con-
temporary (even for their own time). Films? That makes me 



219

laugh a little. They give so little thought to that sort of thing. 
Work and family. That seemed to be their only interest, their 
life was defined by work and family. I’m the lucky beneficiary 
of that interest.

I’ve read that followers of Buddhism meditate by concentrating 
on the “now”. On the moment. I’ve heard great athletes have 
an ability to focus on the moment better than most normal 
people. I used to admire that, but if you’ve ever been under 
the fog of pharmaceuticals you might know what “living in the 
Now” would be like. It would be terrible. No past and much 
worse to me, no future. I think of people with dementia or 
brain injuries who have lost memory and know that they live 
in the “Now” and it sounds horrible. I suppose even the phrase 
“living in the now” is overly simplistic. Living without learning 
from the past, without the ability to anticipate, that wouldn’t 
be living at all, that would just be existing.

Jake Rogers, Ruth Ross circa 1960 
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Monday, September 06, 2010

Three Days in a 
Foreign City

Peter Rogers

A small fan by the bed passes over me like a search light. Thin 
sheets flutter and the hair on my legs bristle. It is no relief. 
I feel like I’m slowly cooking from the inside out. A hot late 
summer night in Montreal. It’s dark but light from the nearby 
houses is soaking through the room. Morning comes too soon 
and a heavy rain wakes me but at least the heat has fizzled out. 
Cooler air starts to penetrate the small apartment where we’re 
staying.
It occurs to me that no other city confounds me like Mon-
treal. I can never make sense of its cardinal points. Maybe it’s 
because the city feels canted on the diagonal or that I’m always 
looking at the foreign feeling streetscape or the people or more 
significantly the Young Women of Montreal.

The Young Women of Montreal wear high boots and short 
breezy skirts. They wear large fashionable sunglasses, and 
snug, plunging v-neck t-shirts that reveal elaborate tattoos or 
unique jewelry or uncommonly graceful necks. Their posture 
and poise is remarkably upright compared to the common hip-
ster slouch of Toronto. Theirs is a walk of confidence, ease and 
certainty. Like dancers versus sulking teens. Young women of 
Montreal wear little make-up while older women of Montreal 
wear too much. Though to be honest even the older people 
seem younger and move with same thrust as their youthful 
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counterparts. Montreal feels younger, more energetic, more 
awake than Toronto.

Is it inappropriate that I’ve given so much attention to these 
Young Women of Montreal? Probably. I can’t claim any an-
thropological merit like a modern bird-counting Audubon, who 
arranges his subjects in some taxonomically correct matrix. 
I’m no plotting creep either. Just an amateur enthusiast. In 
honesty, I do give many residents of Montreal more than a 
glancing consideration but Young Women of Montreal, have 
by their plumage earned my gaze. In some sense their presence 
only adds to a lifelong construction of personal inadequacy and 
my feeling of being an outsider in this city.

And we ride in this city. The availability of Bixi bikes and the 
freedom afforded by separated bike lanes makes you feel its 
energy and flow so much more. Not just riding itself, which 
always makes me feel like a kid but the presence of so many 
other riders allows you to feel like a member of a greater tribe. 
There was no fighting for your inch of pavement. There was no 
cursing or shouting, just riding sprinkled with a few pings of a 
bell.

I don’t know why, maybe it’s just because I’m in a different 
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environment and visits to art galleries fill the trip, but when-
ever I’m here, my mind is darting and thinking of the possible 
(and maybe even the impossible). The creative inner eye opens 
and I can actually imagine myself writing, drawing or filming. 
It’s just a place where artistic pursuits seem pursuable or my 
mind ignores the mundane temporarily and temporally. Does 
that make sense? It does here. A city where I struggle with 
the language, where my neck suffers from a twisting strain 
(see: young women of Montreal), where I am the “other”, it is 
a place that breathes new life into me that is both difficult to 
capture and sustain. That’s why I love Montreal. It is a young 
woman and anything is possible.

That sounds like a horrible, misogynistic cliché therefore I 
cannot end there. Plus, the trip isn’t over yet. Now we are on 
a train heading back to Toronto. The train car seems full not 
of Montrealers heading to Toronto but Torontonians heading 
home. I have a confession that I’ve said so often it’s probably 
more of a slogan at this point. Torontonians remind me of 
Americans. Louder and more self-centered than anyone else 
I know. Not to mention that tin-flat nasal accent. I can’t tell 
people apart anymore or maybe I’m too lazy. That’s a good bet. 
I’m surprisingly lazy for a guy that has a full time job. For a 
guy that swims, runs, and cycles over great distances I can be 
shockingly lazy. So lazy that I find it easier to ride 80km than 
do something new. I’m not sure how that works? Am I too lazy 
to even think of a new idea? I’m certainly too lazy to act on 
any new idea I might get by accident. Maybe that should be 
my new approach. Just do something accidentally new. Maybe 
that would maintain the energy you get from a vacation. Allow 
yourself to make something accidentally. Sounds good. Make it 
happen by accident.
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Wednesday, November 09, 2011

There and Back

Peter Rogers

It’s so odd to travel so far so easily. Air travel must be one 
of the most powerful forces in our modern world. Spreading 
people, ideas, commerce and viruses faster than ever in our 
history. I work for a company that not only uses a power-
ful video conferencing system, we also sell it. I’ll even go on 
record about how surprisingly convincing it is to sit in front of 
a television talking to a video of someone and feel that some-
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how, you’re in the same room. As sophisticated as that is, it 
doesn’t really replace being there, shaking a hand or breaking 
bread with other people. I guess it’s not meant as a kind of 
simulacrum but the idea is it’ll replace phone conversations at 
some point. But it won’t replace flight, driving, traveling to be 
somewhere else.

“What were the luxury bath products in my American luxury 
hotel? Bliss. Made in Canada. The circle is complete and un-
broken...”

We must live in a rare time. We are witnessing a migration 
of sameness. I mean, I can go to London, a place I’ve been 
seven or eight times over the last 30 years or so, I can see the 
differences and I can see how the things that used to seem 
extremely different are fading. It feels like in the near future all 
major cities will not just kind of look the same but be the same. 
Particularly cultural things. We are sort of all moving to some 
mass middle bottleneck of popular culture, art, food, music 
and fashion. That’s not to say London isn’t wholly unique the 
same way New York, Paris etc are. It is. It’s just, now, in 2011 
it is less unique than it used to be. Gone are the Wimpy’s (well, 
they’ve gone somewhere. Underground, maybe?) Starbucks 
has arrived. It’s not even Starbucks itself, but the Starbucks 
Effect. Kids learn to sling a hot cup of brown at Starbucks then 
leave and open their own “unique” coffee shop where the last 
drops of steamed milk are carefully poured into cups of fresh 
roasted coffee. Now every great city boasts fine coffee and 
artisan baristas. Coffee slinging started where? Istanbul? Then 
in Venice, then Paris and by God before you know it there’s 
a Tims on every corner of Canada. Except in Britain where 
coffee was mostly a foreign and questionable substance. Enter 
an ever expanding American enterprise and voila. For over 3 
decades Starbucks itself used to be the Local Coffeeshop for 
those of the Pacific Northwest. In the last decade or so it’s gone 
global. Almost any city over a certain size has a few. Globalisa-
tion isn’t just about slave-like labour and container shipping. It 
seems to be about the normalization of the loss of local culture.
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What did I covet most in London during my stay? My luxury 
American hotel and Belgian beers. That and more, but here’s 
the kicker, Uniqlo, Muji and Wagamama were also on my 
list. The first two are Japanese chains that don’t have retail 
in Canada nor do they ship here; the third is a British noodle 
shop, based on a Japanese ideal. What were the luxury bath 
products in my American luxury hotel? Bliss. Made in Canada. 
The circle is complete and unbroken.

It’s not just shopping either. My free day was spent at the 
incredible Tate Modern which sits majestically on the Thames 
along the Queen’s Walk. What did I see? A retrospective of a 
widely revered German painter. In Trafalgar Square, the NFL 
was holding a pre-game concert to promote the big game of the 
Chicago Bears vs the Tampa Bay Buccaneers being played at 
Wembley Stadium. This goes both ways as Toronto has hosted 
soccer matches between Chelsea and Barcelona. Even at the 
National Gallery across from Nelson’s Column, the portrait I 
most admired was from Dutch master.

In Leicester Square, I drank coffee made by a Polish guy, 
served by a French girl and paid in pounds sterling to a 
Spaniard working the till. As I write, a Greek financial crisis 
threatens to implode the Euro and European Union throwing 
markets world wide into a frenzy. 

Then I flew back. I flew. 30-something-thousand feet over the 
Atlantic Ocean, in a “heavier than air” craft. Lifted by science 
and optimism. The Globalism that we feared or hoped for is 
here but did it make the world a better place or just a more 
homogeneous one? That’s a bit of a shame. After Qadaffi was 
killed in Libya, a teen-ager held the former dictator’s gold 
plated pistol aloft in celebration. The boy was wearing a New 
York Yankees ball cap. I was going to say he’s probably never 
even seen a baseball game but then again, I’m sure they get 
satellite out there in the desert. Circle, unbroken.
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The Tate Modern, London
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Friday, august 19, 2011

Beginning of the 
End 

In Ontario (I can’t speak for other Canadian cities) everyone 
knows, summer begins to end when the “Exhibition” comes to 
town. In Ottawa, it’s known as “The X” or “The Ex” (depend-
ing on the current marketing campaign). Whereas in Toronto, 
it’s called the CNE, short for the Canadian National Exhibi-
tion. How grand. I can’t remember what we called the one that 
appeared in the Avalon Mall’s parking lot in St. John’s. The 
Midway, the Fairgrounds? Midway sounds right. Right?

So that’s it. At 10 AM Eastern Standard Time, August 19th, the 
end of summer begins. At the same time it’s the official close 
of the sale of 112 Fern Avenue. A summer of house sales, house 
builds, house moves and endless, endless trips back and forth. 
I’ll always think of it as “The Summer of a Thousand Lifts”. A 
summer of endings and beginnings. At times it seemed like 
a cruel “Groundhog Day” version of an Endless Summer. It 
certainly was the summer of our discontent, in the real sense 
that of my “discontent” was in full summer bloom. Of course, 
summer really ends with the explosive, howling Air Show on 
the Labour Day long weekend. If I could escape the city for a 
weekend, that would be it. Though Caribana would also be in 
the running.

I recently heard a quote from MacBeth that seems fitting. “It is 
a tale, told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, signifying noth-
ing.” Yeah. Full of sound and fury. Signifying nothing. That’s it.
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“Ars longa, vita brevis, occasio praeceps,  
experimentum periculosum, iudicium difficile.”

“Life is short, art is long, - the path is fraught 
with occasional crises, perilous experiences, 
and difficult judgments.”

Hippocrates
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