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    Dedicated to all who wander.
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When Bill was still a child he had confronted his worst fear, which had been homelessness. His father had regularly gone into drunken rages, threatening to burn the house down, with Bill and his mother in it. Bill had read about some guy who had been afraid of electrical storms, and who, to conquer the fear, had climbed up a pole and flown a kite with a wire string into an electrical storm. Bill was less dramatic, but he had, at a young age, begun sneaking outside at night, and making little burrows where he could sleep. Sometimes he said he was tenting in the back yard for fun, or sleeping over at a friend's place. These things he did for real many times, but he also began to like sleeping curled around the big fir tree in the back yard, or a hollowed-out place in the hedge behind the compost pile that he had moulded like a bear's day bed. His parents loved arguing too much to care where he was. Bit by bit, he learned that the house burning down wouldn't be the end of the world.

In his twenties, Bill decided to downsize from his apartment and begin embracing the kind of optional  homelessness he had started experimenting with as a child. He took a room with a shower and a hot plate downtown, and resolved to use that place only to keep himself clean enough to look decent in a suit for work, but that otherwise, he would try to sleep outdoors as much as possible and live by his wits. He didn't much enjoy being a banker, but it provided opportunities to go drinking with the boys and get loaded enough to feel cocky about sleeping rougher. One night, well-drunk, he curled himself around the base of a cedar tree in the park across from his rooming house, and used his trench coat as a blanket. It had worked, and he got up at four in the morning, crashed out for a bit on his futon back in his room, and then showered, shaved and suited up for work. It was, as they said in the business deals he was financing, proof of concept.

By his thirties, Bill had largely perfected the art of sleeping outdoors, more nights than not. He would keep an extra change of clothes at work and get in early, ostensibly to use the workout room, but really to make use of the showers. Things worked well. He was learning the best places to sleep, the out of the way ones, and was learning what made a perfect nest. He had money and was willing to keep small storage lockers around for his stuff as needed, and even enjoyed the thrill of curling up in them on occasion with a bottle, timing his exit with the change in shifts so he could slip away in the early mornings. He loved keeping a secret from his co-workers, though his lifestyle made it hard to have mainstream friends or a relationship. He did know the occasional other rough sleeper on a nodding basis, but these people tended to be as individualistic as himself, not to mention territorial and self-protective. Bill figured he belonged in his own class, as a chooser rather than a victim of circumstances.

In his forties, Bill had relented a bit on sleeping outdoors as the demands of work ramped-up and younger, more ambitious colleagues started to try and ridicule him as being past it and a little out of touch. He spent more time at the rooming house where he still kept a place, but he still craved being free, totally free. At times he was too tired to go home after a long day at the bank, and he would go down to the fitness room after work until the cleaners had been through, and then sneak back up to his corner cubicle, where he made a quick nest under his desk and barricaded himself in behind his chair. He enjoyed leaving little scrawls on the underside of the desk like a graffiti artist, knowing nobody would ever see them but him, at least not during his tenure as an employee. As he got more comfortable sleeping at the bank, he began to keep a bottle and other supplies in his desk. One night he surprised a colleague who had returned to work to finish up a big credit application. The colleague gave Bill a 'Hey, it's none of my business' flash of his hands, and Bill stumbled out of the office toward his place at the rooming house. Bill called in sick the next day.

Unemployed for most of his fifties, and not really looking for work, though by then sober, Bill began to sleep outdoors much of the time. He had enough money set aside from all the years when he had earned a good income with almost nothing to spend it on, his needs having been so simple, and never having fallen into the usual traps of kids, cars or houses. He had switched his own banking from the bank he had worked at to one of the competitors and had a fresh new start, with no history. His bones were getting more weary more often though, especially in the cold, and he was content to hole up in a nicer hotel for a few days, even treating himself to a massage. He sometimes wondered about settling back down into a more normal life with a steady place, but the idea remained repulsive to him. He had one superpower, and that was his ability to get by without a roof over his head. It was like the ultimate fuck-you to his long-dead father and his threats to burn down their family home.

A month past his sixty-fifth birthday, old Bill, as the few locals who knew him called him, celebrated the arrival into his bank account of his first old age security payment. It was the ultimate pay-off for his lifestyle, one that would allow him to keep his capital intact, while he could live comfortably on the pension. The rooming house room was still easily affordable and was rent-controlled, for those days when he felt like a better or longer sleep. For that matter he could easily afford a boat or a trailer if he ever ended up wanting one. But for now he was in a great position. He had a choice sleeping spot on the edge of the financial district; a slightly run-down block that featured an older building that abutted onto a traffic divider that split the traffic coming into downtown from over the bridge. The triangular piece of land that split the traffic was grassy, like a small lawn, and Bill would sit out there often on a folding camp chair. At the edge of the neighbouring building was an overhang that kept the weather away from Bill's nest, a one-person tent on a bed of smooth pebbles where he slept. It was like he was invisible when he needed to be, and his favourite pastime was simply to sit on his folding chair and watch the cars flowing into downtown. Every now and then one would honk and Bill would wave.
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For a time, Don was a guy with a successful career, a home, a family and a sweet little sailboat in a posh downtown marina. Then he was a guy with a career and a sailboat, and finally, a guy with a sailboat. It had all happened surprisingly fast.  

He had been on the partnership track at his accounting firm seemingly forever, working long weeks, and schmoozing clients over lunches and in the evenings. His only release was his boat, to which he would retire one night a week to drink, listen to music, and fantasize about a different life.

One day his wife announced she had been having an affair with a man who was, as she put it, more available and more present in the moment. It was non-negotiable; they planned to marry. The kids were off at university, and, she had said, barely knew who he was anymore anyway.

Don started spending more nights on his boat, and drinking more. His wife said he may as well live down there. Don figured there was some sense to that while things got worked out. He moved a couple of changes of clothing and a few suits down to the boat. The marina had showers and laundry.

The senior partner called him in one day, and Don saw that the director of HR was there also. He knew there had been a partner's meeting, and he figured this was the big nod, and that the HR person was there
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