
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
The Virus

by David
Halliday

copyright
2020


2019

I know I
shouldn't have had that extra drink. In the middle of the night I
got up to feed the cat. I tripped over the dog and hit my head on a
door knob. My wife was frantic. She screamed at me to wake up. And
I did. Sort of. She said she was going to phone for an ambulance. I
told her no. Than passed out again. She dragged my dead weight body
to the bed and stayed up all night to make sure I didn't die. I
woke up the next morning and she told me the tale. She was still
upset. I couldn't remember anything. It was a total black out.

The next night
the same thing. I got up to go to the can and passed out. The next
think I know I'm in the hospital. Mary is sitting in a chair beside
me reading a magazine.

“What are you
reading?” I asked.

“You're awake,”
she cried.

She tells me
that I've been in a coma for a week. Some kind of swelling on the
brain. I go to sleep. I wake up and look at my side table. I'm at
home. There is my drink. The dog and Mary are snoring. The cat is
crying. He wants to eat.


No time had
passed. Some time had passed. One of these two things had to be
true. I had an MRI.

There is
something there, my doctor said. Its a bit like Pluto but we don't
want it to become like Uranus.

The doctor
laughed. “We'll keep an eye on it. Have you noticed anything odd
since your fall?”

“Yes,” I said.
“Everyone is driving on the left side of the road.”

The doctor
laughed again. “At least you haven't lost your sense of humor.”
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2030

Reality is too
complicated. I read that in a book I had gotten from the library.
It was called “Two P.M.” The author maintained that we were all
living in a fabricated world. Nothing was real. It had been created
by past generations to placate us. In effect, most of mankind had
been put into a medically induced coma. Until a vaccine could be
found.
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1930

I was falling
asleep at my desk. History book in front of me. Test on the causes
of the American Civil War. I heard a loud noise coming down the
street. I opened my window on the second floor. There were a bunch
of people dressed in white robes and pointed hats carrying torches.
Holy shit, I said to myself. Its the freaking Klan. I ran
downstairs and out to the front lawn. My dad was standing there. It
was a pretty mild February evening.

“Better go back
in the house, “he said to me and my sister. My sister
retreated.

“No way,” I
cried, grabbed my jacket and followed the mob.
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They surrounded
a house and burned a cross on the lawn. I looked around and spotted
a few friends, curious as I was. Oakville had never seen anything
like this before. They held signs that said 'no interracial
marriage'.The mob moved onto a second house. They broke into that
house and dragged two people out. A man and a woman. The woman was
white. She was put into one car. The black man who had been dragged
out was put in a second car. And then I noticed one of the
Klansmen. It was my history teacher.


Ira: “This will
get ugly.”

Isabella: “This
is Canada.”

Ira: “You are
naive. They will come for us in the middle of the night.”

Isabella: “I
will be your wife.”

Ira: “Your
family. My family. None of them will support us.”

Isabella: “I
will be your wife.”


The next
morning I rushed downstairs to get to the newspaper before my dad.
They quoted the mayor of Oakville. He thought the Klan acted quite
properly in the matter. The Globe and Mail agreed with that
assessment of the Klan. "... their objectives are worthy “

And then there
was the back-lash from the rest of the community. The papers were
filled with letters from women's organizations, Jewish
organizations, the Black community.

Mob rule must
not be allowed.


I went down to
the courthouse. There were a lot of people loitering. The police
were there to uphold the peace. Thousands of Klan members protested
but the men on trial were found guilty and punished. A day's pay or
its equivalent. In March Ira Johnson and his sweetheart Isabella
Jones were married. I stared at the newspaper. The events seemed
unreal. As if they had happened to someone else. I realized, they
weren't my memories.


2031

Scientists now
believe that the virus was present decades earlier, in the 1950s.
in the flight to suburbia and the mass introduction of television.
Tittering had slipped into the modern consciousness. Memories were
now harvested to sell everything from soap to opera. It was the
advent of the stand-up comedian and the news commentary. Everything
was so funny.
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2026

BBC
Broadcast

“They call it
the memory virus. As of yet it is not a pandemic but it is reaching
frightening numbers. So says the World Health Organization. The
symptoms are bewilderment and hilarity. It is passed through the
air, breathing, sneezing, and laughter. It is believed to have
risen through the cross pollination of species. In particular,
mosquitoes and jelly fish. So far there is no vaccine. The
bewilderment of those caught in its spell are the exchange of
memories. Victims no longer are sure which memories are theirs.
They lose the sense of themselves. And then they can't remember the
order of their memories. It is a full attack on cause and effect.
The source of the hilarity has not as yet been discerned by The
World Health Organization. The Who?” (begins to laugh.) “I'm sorry.
Who?” (breaks out into laughter pounding his fist on the desk.)
“Who. Who. Who. I'm an owl.”


1956

Jimmy laughed
too hard. He painted a large swastika on the wall of the church.
Jimmy was an altar boy. He hated it. Hated being forced to be good.
All of us painted our little signs. Bobby painted penises on the
benches. And on the stained glass windows. And then we left. I'd
never laughed so hard in my life.


The paint was
still there that Sunday. Father Richards gave a solemn speech.

“You see what
the devil can do,” he said. “Evil is amongst us. Drinking,
pornography, gambling. We must be the eyes of God. We must protect
our children from the villainy of those who would desecrate the
Lord's house.”

I looked up at
the altar. Jimmy was serving Mass. I went up for communion. I
thought I was going to choke. That the body of Christ was like a
chicken bone that would get caught in my throat..


Afterwards I
met Brian and Jimmy.

“My parents are
really pissed,” Jimmy said. Jimmy's dad had almost become a priest
but his mother got knocked up. With Cathy his sister.

“My dad blames
it all on the protestants especially those Latter Day Saints.”

The Latter Day
Saints had opened a church across the street from our Catholic
Church. Nobody was happy with that.

“They all hate
us,” Brian said. “Why do you think we have our own schools?”

“Next time,”
Jimmy said, “we're going to burn down a church.”

Two weeks later
Jimmy was dead, run over by a fire truck.
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2019

Elizabeth was
upset with me
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