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            Dedication

         
         
            For my niece, Emily, who sees the good in everyone. Well, almost everyone.

         

         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Epigraph

         
         
            A suitable resting place for one of hating temperament is not too high or too low, provided with shade and water, with well-proportioned
               walls, posts and steps, with well-prepared frieze work and lattice work, brightened with various kinds of paintings, with
               an even, smooth, soft floor, adorned with festoons of flowers and a canopy of many-coloured cloth . . . smelling sweetly of
               flowers, and perfumes and scents set about for homely comfort, which makes one happy and glad at the mere sight of it.
            

            —Visuddhimagga: The Path of Purification, translated by Bhikkhu Ñāṇamoli
            

         

         
      
   
      
         Contents

         
            	Cover

            	Title Page

            	Dedication

            	Epigraph

            	Contents

            	Part I: Wherever You Go, There You Are. Unfortunately.
                  	Pain Wainscott III

                  	Yana Heppler

                  	Wayne Krupke

                  	Helen Thorpe

                  	Tom Aucielo

                  	David Lewiston

               

            

            	Part II: Be Here Now. I Insist.
                  	Helen Thorpe

                  	Helen Thorpe

                  	Day-One Schedule

                  	Pain Wainscott III

                  	Helen Thorpe

                  	Madison Croft

                  	Day-Two Schedule

                  	Wayne Krupke

                  	Helen Thorpe

                  	Yana Heppler

                  	Madison Croft

                  	David Lewiston

                  	David Lewiston

                  	Tom Aucielo

                  	Helen Thorpe

                  	Day-Three Schedule

                  	Helen Thorpe

               

            

            	Part III: When Things Fall Apart. Then Get Even Worse.
                  	David Lewiston

                  	Helen Thorpe

                  	Wayne Krupke

                  	Pain Wainscott III

                  	Helen Thorpe

                  	Madison Croft

                  	Helen Thorpe

                  	Tom Aucielo

                  	Helen Thorpe

                  	David Lewiston

                  	Helen Thorpe

                  	Nelly Bean

                  	Madison Croft

                  	Helen Thorpe

                  	Gavin Vimukthi

                  	Helen Thorpe

                  	Helen Thorpe

                  	Nelly Bean

                  	Yana Heppler

                  	Helen Thorpe

                  	Wayne Krupke

                  	Nelly Bean

                  	David Lewiston

                  	Gavin Vimukthi

                  	Helen Thorpe

                  	Nelly Bean

                  	Helen Thorpe

                  	Helen Thorpe

                  	Helen Thorpe

                  	Big Dough, Formerly Pain Wainscott III

                  	Madison Croft

                  	Fields Entwistle

               

            

            	Part IV: If You Meet the Buddha on the Road, Kill Him. Or at Least Beat Him Up and Take His Money.
                  	David Lewiston

                  	Helen Thorpe

                  	David Lewiston

                  	Tom Aucielo

                  	Wayne Krupke

                  	Helen Thorpe

                  	Wayne Krupke

                  	Helen Thorpe

                  	David Lewiston

                  	Helen Thorpe

                  	Fields Entwistle

                  	Big D Wainscott III

               

            

            	Epilogue: Near and Far Enemies
                  	Helen Thorpe

                  	David Lewiston

                  	Helen Thorpe

               

            

            	Acknowledgements

            	About the Author

            	Also by Susan Juby

            	Copyright

            	About the Publisher

         

      


	iii

	v


	vii

	1


	3

	4

	5

	6

	7

	8

	9

	10

	11

	12

	13

	14

	15

	16

	17

	18

	19

	20

	21

	22

	23

	24

	25

	26

	27

	28

	29

	30

	31

	32

	33

	34

	35


	37

	38

	39

	40

	41

	42

	43

	44

	45

	46

	47

	48

	49

	50

	51

	52

	53

	54

	55

	56

	57

	58

	59

	60

	61

	62

	63

	64

	65

	66

	67

	68

	69

	70

	71

	72

	73

	74

	75

	76

	77

	78

	79

	80

	81

	82

	83

	84

	85

	86

	87

	88

	89

	90

	91

	92

	93

	94

	95

	96

	97

	98

	99

	100

	101

	102

	103

	104

	105


	107

	108

	109

	110

	111

	112

	113

	114

	115

	116

	117

	118

	119

	120

	121

	122

	123

	124

	125

	126

	127

	128

	129

	130

	131

	132

	133

	134

	135

	136

	137

	138

	139

	140

	141

	142

	143

	144

	145

	146

	147

	148

	149

	150

	151

	152

	153

	154

	155

	156

	157

	158

	159

	160

	161

	162

	163

	164

	165

	166

	167

	168

	169

	170

	171

	172

	173

	174

	175

	176

	177

	178

	179

	180

	181

	182

	183

	184

	185

	186

	187

	188

	189

	190

	191

	192

	193

	194

	195

	196

	197

	198

	199

	200

	201

	202

	203

	204

	205

	206

	207

	208

	209

	210

	211

	212

	213

	214

	215

	216

	217

	218

	219

	220

	221

	222

	223

	224

	225

	226

	227

	228

	229

	230

	231

	232

	233

	234

	235

	236

	237

	238

	239

	240

	241

	242

	243

	244

	245


	247


	249

	250

	251

	252

	253

	254

	255

	256

	257

	258

	259

	260

	261

	262

	263

	264

	265

	266

	267

	268

	269

	270

	271

	272

	273

	274

	275

	276

	277

	278

	279

	280

	281


	283

	284

	285

	286

	287

	288

	289


	291

	292



	ii

	iv




      
         Guide

         
            	Cover

            	Contents

            	Part I: Wherever You Go, There You Are. Unfortunately.

         

      
   
      
      
      
         
            Part I
Wherever You Go, There You Are. Unfortunately.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Pain Wainscott III

         
         
            Day One

         

         Pain Wainscott III, eighteen years old, sat in the hard plastic chair and stared at his counsellor, a man who was too old
            for the kelly-green Chuck Taylors and orange knit beanie he wore. The guy had to be at least thirty-five. The lawyer stood
            beside him. She was no longer pretending to like Pain, whose name was pronounced “Pan.” He’d been named after bread because
            when he was born, his mother imagined he was going to “nourish the world.” Whatever the fuck that meant. His dad said she’d
            been way into sourdough at the time, as though that was a good explanation. Instead of nourishing the world, Pain was into
            taunting it, and worse. He’d ended up being a “right little sadist,” according to the testimony in his trial. You can’t name
            a kid Pain and expect good results. He sometimes asked his parents to call him “Big Dough” but they refused.
         

         
         “This is a good offer,” said Fern, his piss-face lawyer. Every time she looked at him, she made a face like she needed to
            spit a bad taste out of her mouth. “The program is only five days long, and when it’s complete, you’ll be discharged to your
            parents. The group”—she looked down at the sheet in her hands—“Close Encounters, is interested in testing how effective the
            program is for younger participants.”
         

         
         “It sounds cool, dog,” said the counsellor.

         
         Dog.

         
         “What would I have to do there?” asked Pain.

         
         “Take part in the workshops. Get some counselling. Nothing new for you,” said the counsellor. Was he making a sideways dig
            about Pain’s dad being a psychiatrist? Fair enough. What competent mental health professional would let their wife name their
            kid Pain because she started making bread?
         

         
         “Individual and group,” said Fern, who still wore that shit-on-her-shoe expression. “They will report back on co-operation. This whole invitation is predicated on you . . .” 

         
         “On me not being an asshole,” said Pain, smiling at her and then at the counsellor. He liked smiling at people because he
            knew it creeped them out.
         

         
         There were about twenty other guys here at the centre who would be better candidates for the program than him. Unlike him,
            they wanted to do better. They wanted to be better. Everyone at the centre had committed their offence (in his case offences) when they were young enough to be deemed salvageable by a judge. Everyone knew that if they went to adult jail, they’d just
            get more criminal. So they’d been sent to the centre, which was some bleeding heart’s idea of a treatment facility-slash-jail.
            Other than the lack of good snacks, it wasn’t too bad in here. And most of the guys were okay. They’d just messed up. Pain
            was one of the few who was a genuinely awful person. He knew it. His counsellor knew it. His lawyer definitely knew it. But
            he was the one with an expensive lawyer and rich parents. So he got the chance to go to the Close Encounters program. Real
            fair. But hey, unfairness was sort of his thing.
         

         
         He’d been arrested for trying to ruin the career and college prospects of a rising hockey star in the women’s league for reasons
            only he and 4chan understood. During the investigation, the cops uncovered his online harassment of the spokesperson for Tidy
            Tot Toys and his doxing of the minor Canadian rock musician, one who, in Pain’s defence, had later been accused of sexual
            misconduct and was awaiting trial. Criminal harassment. That’s what he’d been convicted of. The charge would have been more
            serious if the hockey player’s suicide attempt hadn’t been half-assed at best. People were really too sensitive.
         

         
         Fern had argued that he had borderline personality disorder, internet addiction, oppositional defiance disorder, and an avoidant
            attachment style, all of which caused him to behave in an aggressive manner. In response to that outrageous slander, Pain
            had dug around and found out that Fern had a daughter the age of the hockey girl he’d targeted for abuse. Her daughter was
            an elite junior curler. He’d thought he might go after her when he got out of treatment. That would teach her mother to treat
            him like he had some kind of moral leprosy. But here Fern was with a get-out-of-jail-free card. Maybe he’d let her and her
            daughter off the hook. And maybe he wouldn’t.
         

         
         “So what do you think?” said the counsellor, whose name Pain refused to remember.

         
         “Sure. I’ll do it.”

         
         Fern and the counsellor looked relieved. No one liked having Pain around. Pain didn’t even like being around himself.

         
         Oh well. The people at Close Encounters were going to get a lesson in dealing with the dark side.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Yana Heppler

         
         As her landlord drove her toward the parking lot where she was supposed to meet the others and catch the small ferry to Side
            Island, Yana tried not to think about the emissions being spewed by the car. It was a canary-yellow Dodge Challenger and the
            engine made gurgling noises that reminded her of a pump running dry. Her landlord, Cristopher, lived with his much younger
            husband in a McMansion in a new development that sat on top of what used to be a wetland in the north end of Nanaimo. Everything
            about Cristopher’s home and the neighbourhood was monstrous to her.
         

         
         Cristopher was a former professional soccer player from some Latin American country. He had a large, white smile, a full head
            of dark swoopy hair, and tanned legs the size of tree trunks. His husband, whom she thought of as Mr. Cristopher, was very
            beautiful and soft-spoken. Both of them were friendly and well-liked and had a dynamic social life filled with friends from
            all walks of life. Her landlords were also an environmental disaster. Their house in Nanaimo was one of three they owned in
            different parts of the world. It was five thousand square feet of egregious wastefulness from the old-growth fir floors throughout
            to the rare tropical hardwoods they’d used in their kitchen. They’d invited her inside once to have coffee and sign the lease,
            and she’d never set foot inside again. It was too much for her climate-concerned heart to bear.
         

         
         She lived in their basement suite, which was new, soulless, and in spite of her hatred of new houses and new developments,
            extremely comfortable.
         

         
         Yana Heppler was definitely part of the problem, which just made her feel worse and hardened her resolve to do what needed
            to be done.
         

         
         Cristopher had seen her trying to start her ancient Prius and asked if she needed a ride, and she’d reluctantly accepted his offer. She didn’t want to miss the ferry because she’d been told that there wouldn’t be another one. The letter had said something about the dock at Side Island being out of service during their stay, which meant they should all be sure to bring everything they needed because boats would not be able to dock at the island. 

         
         Yana had been passed the invitation by someone in her online climate action group who wasn’t able to attend, and she still
            didn’t entirely get the point of the workshop. She was going to spend five days with “differently minded people” so they could
            “find common cause in their shared humanity.” She’d looked up Close Encounters for Global Healing (motto: Five Days That Will
            Change Your World) and found out that it was one of those groups that tried to bring people together from across the various
            political divides that seemed to widen every year. She’d spent enough time listening to climate deniers and anti-science whack
            jobs to know that five days of talking wasn’t going to fix a damned thing. As far as she was concerned, all anti-climate people
            should have to do two years of hard labour in a drought-stricken environment, followed by another year of cleaning up after
            yet-another act-of-god flood, and take intensive science lessons and media literacy reprogramming for four hours each night
            so they could recover from their addictions to right wing propaganda and organized religion. That was just to start. Yana
            had many, many ideas what should happen to foes of the climate.
         

         
         “You are going somewhere nice?” asked Cristopher, his smile bright enough to match the all-leather white interior of the ridiculous
            car. “Maybe a fun time with the girls?”
         

         
         Yana faked a smile in return. “Something like that,” she said.

         
         “That is good. You maybe need a little break?” he said.

         
         “Sure,” she said. They were speeding down Brechin Road toward the BC ferry terminal. “You can go straight. I’m supposed to
            catch the ferry near the boat launch.”
         

         
         Cristopher drove like a man who was used to everything going his way. He wheeled quickly off Zorkin Road and screeched into
            the large, pitted parking lot.
         

         
         “Oh my god,” muttered Yana.

         
         “Handles so beautiful, ah?” said Cristopher.

         
         Yana removed her hand from where it was clutching the passenger door.

         
         “Thank you,” she said.

         
         “You arrive in great style!” he said.

         
         A small group of people with luggage watched them. Yes, she certainly was arriving in style and it was a style she was going to have to explain. She was vegan, didn’t fly, didn’t turn on the heat in her unit, didn’t have pets because they were bad for the environment, and campaigned ceaselessly to combat climate change. She was also a person who planned to give the people at Close Encounters an encounter they would never forget because she’d given up on creating change through the usual channels. Now was the time for revolutionary action. None of that would be evident after her big entrance with Cristopher. 

         
         But at least she wasn’t the bozo who’d just pulled up beside them.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Wayne Krupke

         
         Wayne looked at his phone. A message from his sister had come in while he was driving. He hadn’t noticed because he was too
            busy returning some of the raised middle fingers he’d gotten as he drove. Twelve fingers in eight kilometres, which was fewer
            than usual.
         

         
         It was his truck. He had a jacked eight-year-old Dodge Ram with four Canadian flags on white plastic poles extending from
            the cab windows. There was a F$%# THE PRIME MINISTER sticker on the rear window. He was thinking about getting one of those
            parade-sized Canadian flags mounted against the cab. He didn’t want any whiny crybaby liberals confused about who he was and
            what he believed, even though, if he was being completely honest, his beliefs changed fairly regularly.
         

         
         His mother had watched him get into the truck. “Are you sure you don’t want to take off at least a couple of those flags?”

         
         “No, Ma,” he said. “This is who I am.”

         
         “Wayne, you are not a cartoon. And only a cartoon has this many flags on his vehicle. Who are you trying to impress?”

         
         “No one, Ma. I’m just exercising my free speech. You should try it sometime.”

         
         She sighed and reached for her smokes inside her hoodie. She’d been quit for years, but then he’d gotten into politics and
            she started up again. He felt bad about that. But then she’d start talking about his flags and his friends, and he remembered
            that she didn’t know anything about anything. His mother had basically lost her mind in the pandemic. It was really too bad.
         

         
         Now she did whatever the government told her. Never read critically. Just sucked down the mainstream media message like . . .
            like . . . one of her smokes. They’d argued about it a thousand times, especially after he’d gone to Ottawa.
         

         
         She didn’t see his efforts to make real change as important. She didn’t even understand he was fighting for her freedom, too. All she did was focus on what had gone wrong. Instead of following his lead, she took whatever poison they told her to take and had worn her face diaper like a communist, except when she had to pull it down to smoke. He loved his mom, but sometimes he thought she was a lost cause. 

         
         “Get back on the vape, okay,” he said.

         
         “Get some friends who aren’t criminals,” she replied and hugged him with the arm not holding her smoke. “Maybe you could call
            Andrew when you get back.”
         

         
         “Maybe,” he said. Andrew had been a buddy before Wayne got politically active. For years, Wayne had helped Andrew compete
            in the bathtub races. They never talked anymore, but the last thing Wayne wanted to do was discuss his busted friendship with
            his mother.
         

         
         He needed to haul ass out of there before their conversation got any more depressing. His mom was all right but she didn’t
            understand him and she definitely didn’t know when to shut up. Just like his sister.
         

         
         He left the truck’s engine running while he checked his sister’s message. He liked idling because it upset the idiots.

         
         
            —Please give this a chance.

         

         Christ almighty. The women in his family were driving him nuts. If his old man was still alive, he would understand that Wayne
            had done what he did for everyone. And because, honestly? It had been pretty fun.
         

         
         Unlike the course he was going to, which didn’t sound fun at all. He looked out the window at the people standing around with
            their suitcases and backpacks. Hard to tell what they might be like. He guessed he’d find out soon enough.
         

         
         All he knew about Close Encounters was that he was allowed to have his beliefs. They actually specified that in their welcome
            letter. If things went well, he’d bring a few people around to his way of seeing things. If not, well, he was getting a five-day
            stay at a decent resort. He was going to take part in this soft-bellied, brainless program, and when he was done, he would
            tell everyone about how dumb it was. Or maybe he’d pretend that he’d taken it seriously, and as a reward, his sister would
            introduce him to some of the girls at the insurance office where she worked. When he’d asked her to set him up before, she’d
            said his truck was “too embarrassing,” meaning that he was too embarrassing. Five days at Side Island might change that. Girls loved guys who were into personal growth. If he got a date with one of Chantelle’s co-workers, he might even take some flags off his truck, at least for a while. He would tell his date how much he’d learned about himself at Close Encounters with Fucking Dummies, and maybe she’d be so inspired by his raw honesty that they’d bone. It was something to consider for sure. 

         
         His phone buzzed. Another message on Signal. He looked nervously out at the parking lot and the group of people waiting around
            with their thumbs up their asses. They had to be the other participants. There was a sweet Challenger parked off to the side.
            Maybe there was at least one other person he’d be able to relate to.
         

         
         Buzz. Another message.
         

         
         By the terms of his plea agreement, he wasn’t allowed any contact with people from the convoy, which was the excuse he’d used
            for not joining the oldies who stood on the overpass waving their Canadian flags at the people below. Fuck that noise. He’d
            gone to jail for two weeks and that was enough for him, thank you very much. Even getting interviewed on Rebel News hadn’t
            made up for it. Maybe he should have told his PO or someone else about the messages he was getting or about the package he’d
            received, but nah. He wasn’t going to take orders from anonymous bastards or advice from anyone, really.
         

         
         Buzz. His palms started to sweat. He put his hand on his dog, Potato, who lay panting on the seat next to him.
         

         
         He should just delete the app. He couldn’t be responsible for messages he hadn’t seen. Maybe he should call that lawyer who
            was handling a lot of the convoy cases. But he didn’t trust the guy.
         

         
         Wayne wiped his fingers against his jeans, and against his better judgment, which even he knew wasn’t very good, clicked on
            the new messages.
         

         
         
            —Do not ignore this. If you do, the police are going to get a copy of this audio.

         

         His heart nearly stalled out like an EV without enough charge. He looked at the audio file and knew what exactly it was going to be. He’d done some talking on the channels. May have mentioned storming the Parliament Buildings and doing some, well . . . some things to the prime minister and members of cabinet. Commie sons a’ bitches. 

         
         Don’t freak out, he told himself. No one could prove it had been him saying those things. And anyway, he’d just been talking. All he’d really
            done in Ottawa was honk, take a filthy hot tub in the middle of the street when he was drunk, talk to about a hundred reporters,
            including one from The New York Times, get yelled at by residents, and try to get over a harsh lingering case of the ’vid.
         

         
         Wayne shoved his phone into his jacket pocket. Outside, someone in the group was waving at him. He ignored them and took the
            long step down to the ground, helping Potato get down. She was a little—okay, a lot—overweight and he worried about her legs.
         

         
         The stuff that had been left in the back of his truck the previous night was hidden in his duffle bag. He hoped like hell
            there wouldn’t be a search when they checked in. Maybe the organizers would be distracted by Potato, who looked mean but had
            a personality like a freshly poured bowl of Cheerios. When he’d agreed to come but told them he had to bring his dog, they
            said they’d make an exception to the no-pets rule for him. That was actually sort of nice.
         

         
         His phone buzzed again, and this time he looked at the message.

         
         
            —We will provide all the data they need to trace the recordings to you. Do as instructed or we will send it.

         

         Fuuuuck.
         

         
         Guess he was going to be doing what some asshole told him after all.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Helen Thorpe

         
         Helen sat beside Mr. Levine as he steered the bus-like Toyota Sequoia (Capstone edition) off the ferry. Delight turned him
            into a small, happy sun. This was an adventure and she was pleased for him, if not for herself.
         

         
         Her employer, Mr. Benedict Levine, was going undercover as a favour to his son David, who was running a five-day conflict-resolution
            workshop called Close Encounters for Global Healing. Helen was also going undercover so she could assist Mr. Levine. She was
            also missing the first week of her first holiday in nearly two years.
         

         
         She had planned to take her mare, Honey, to a three-day clinic in Langley with a renowned instructor who specializes in helping
            novices to build bonds with their horses, while developing groundwork, husbandry, and basic equitation skills. After that,
            Helen was heading for a two-week stay at a luxurious rental home in Comox, on Vancouver Island, where she would be meeting
            her friends from butler school for a reunion. The Comox house featured a stable, an indoor arena, and access to miles of trails,
            so Honey was coming with her. When that was done, Helen, who had eight weeks of holidays saved up, planned to spend another
            ten days with her horse at a combination meditation/riding retreat in Washington State. The retreat was being taught by a
            top American dressage rider from California who had studied mindfulness under Jack Kornfield, the famous meditation teacher.
            Helen had been looking forward to every part of her planned holiday and was acutely aware that she wasn’t happy about missing
            the first part.
         

         
         Clinging. That’s what she was doing.

         
         Helen gave her head a little shake to bring herself back to the present moment. Feel the resistance and let it go. Come back to this moment, she told herself.
         

         
         Helen Thorpe was Benedict Levine’s butler. She was also a notably even-tempered former monastic. Since switching careers, she’d had two major traumatic experiences. The first took place immediately after she finished butler school. She’d had to go back to the retreat centre where she had worked for years and sort out her former employer’s estate. It turned out that her employer had been murdered and Helen had, almost inadvertently, discovered the responsible party. 

         
         In the second instance, her employers, Dr. and Mr. Levine, had loaned out Helen’s domestic services to a wayward young woman
            who was part of a content creation collective. In that case, Helen had become enmeshed in another series of crimes and had
            been assaulted. She hadn’t entirely recovered. She still dreamt about her assailant’s voice. And his touch. Her body shivered
            and her mind shrank away from the memory.
         

         
         Helen needed a period of repair and reflection. She needed quiet and space and time with her horse. She needed every moment
            of her holiday.
         

         
         But she also wanted to take care of her employers. After all, they had given her what mostly felt like an ideal life: one
            of service and grace and right livelihood. Delaying a much-anticipated holiday by a week would not hurt her. At least that’s
            what her mind said. Her nervous system seemed to feel otherwise.
         

         
         Helen had immediately agreed to accompany Mr. Levine on this trip to an island located off the coast of Nanaimo, BC, when
            he asked. They were going to attend a program Mr. Levine’s son David had been recruited to lead. That part was simple enough.
            What was less simple was the guise under which they were taking part.
         

         
         David, the Levines’ youngest child, was uncomfortable with his extreme privilege. When he’d gone off to college, he’d taken
            the name Lewiston so he could not be connected to his family name. Only David’s closest friends knew who his family was. He
            gave away almost all the money he received from his trust each year to charitable causes. He was on a one-year leave from
            his career as an environmental lawyer and professor of law. He was working on a book about legal approaches to the climate
            crisis and had been asked to take over as lead facilitator for a course called Close Encounters for Global Healing that brought
            together various competing (and hostile) factions at the far ends of the political and ideological spectrum.
         

         
         David himself had attended the course two years before and been so inspired by the deep connections people made and the way closed minds had been opened and changed that he’d joined the board. When the founder, Nelly Bean, decided to get married and go on a honeymoon, she’d asked David to step in and teach the course for her and he’d agreed. That meant he had to run the October session at a lodge on Side Island, near Nanaimo. 

         
         What did any of this have to do with Mr. Levine and Helen?

         
         From what Helen understood, the course required a certain set of characters, almost like a board game. For example, there
            was always a spiritual person, who offered counselling support to participants, and a “person of means,” as Mr. Levine put
            it. Helen didn’t know why a wealthy person was required to participate or why they would agree to take part. Was it assumed that someone needed to speak up for the trod-upon rights of capitalists? Whatever the reasoning,
            the token rich person who had been slated to participate had dropped out only four days before the course was due to start
            and David had asked his father to fill in.
         

         
         The wrinkle was that there are rich people and then there are vastly, unfathomably rich people, and Mr. Levine was the latter.
            When Helen thought of her employers’ financial situation, she was reminded of an explanation she’d once read about the difference
            between a million and a billion. A million seconds is eleven days. A billion seconds is thirty-two years. If someone with
            a million dollars spent one thousand dollars a day, they would run out of money in three years. If someone with a billion
            dollars spent a thousand dollars a day, they would run out of money in 2,740 years. The Levines were billionaires and they
            had to be constantly on guard against those who would like to relieve them of their money. Mr. Levine’s enormous wealth meant
            that attending the course as himself was too much of a security risk. So he’d decided to pretend to be someone else for five
            days. A rich man, but not an ultra-rich one.
         

         
         As they drove out of the ferry terminal, Helen thought back to four days before, when the Levines had received their son David’s
            request.
         

         
         She’d been arranging glasses of spring water with sprigs of mint and a squeeze of lemon on the table between the two sensory-deprivation
            tanks containing Dr. Bunny Levine and Mr. Benedict Levine. The towels were in the warmer, ready to be handed over when Helen’s
            employers emerged. The tanks looked like props from a science fiction movie about interstellar travel.
         

         
         Dr. and Mr. Levine had rejected the white tank option as looking too much like giant toilets and gone for the silver version. Instead of looking like high-tech toilets, the tanks were like a cross between a tanning bed, a futuristic kitchen appliance, and a Dutch clog. The blue lights inside were said to enhance the benefits of floating in a silent, gravity-less environment that exactly matched the temperature of the human body. 

         
         The pods sat in a hushed spa room with low lighting. After the Levines emerged, they liked to spend some time in quiet contemplation
            before going to bed. That evening, they’d already been for a swim in their indoor/outdoor pool, had a cold plunge, and spent
            a pleasurable half hour in the Japanese seaweed bath in the garden before wrapping up a full evening of self-care in their
            tranquility pods. Helen and the Levines’ personal spa and gym manager, Kellie, made sure everything was just so. Seeing her
            employers happy and well-cared-for made Helen feel like she’d been to the spa.
         

         
         “All set,” she’d said to Kellie, a trim woman who had been a nurse before branching into home spa and recreation management.
            She still had something of the efficient medical professional about her.
         

         
         “All set,” confirmed Kellie. She was laser focused on creating an experience of “peak wellness” for clients in highly specialized
            and health-optimizing environments.
         

         
         Everything—the cut stone walkways surrounded by expanses of rock-tumbled agates, the glowing Himalayan salt walls in the infrared
            room, the various handmade tubs in the outdoor soak area with the Japanese privacy walls and carefully curated collection
            of bonsai—had been chosen to induce relaxation, support immune health, and minimize distractions. That was why Helen and Kellie
            frowned when Mariska walked silently into the softly lit confines of the float tank room holding out a cellphone. The device
            was on and emitting the sort of light and energy that was anathema to the spa environment.
         

         
         “It’s David,” whispered Mariska. “He says he need to speak to his father. He says emergency. Very important crisis emergency.”
            She glanced at the pair of silver float tanks and then quickly away, as though she’d just found her employers hanging from
            hooks in matching bondage gear.
         

         
         Mariska had emigrated from Ukraine, where she’d worked in a deli. Helen imagined that even before the Russian invasion, Mariska’s
            life hadn’t been filled with ultra-luxurious home spa experiences and float tanks. Then again, for all Helen knew, Ukrainians
            might be devoted to spa life. Perhaps living on Russia’s border required all of its neighbours to self-soothe with maximum
            rigour.
         

         
         Kellie consulted her watch. It was not a smartwatch, because she believed any form of technological connectivity disrupted the deep peace of the personal spa space. 

         
         She put up seven fingers to indicate that the Levines were due to float for that many more minutes.

         
         Helen considered and then knocked softly on the lid of Mr. Levine’s tank and then on the lid of Dr. Levine’s. The couple always
            put family first.
         

         
         The lids were pushed open at the same time, revealing two figures bathed in blue lights. They looked like very calm clams.
            Or alien embryos.
         

         
         “I am so sorry to interrupt,” said Helen. “But David is on the phone. He would like to speak to Mr. Levine. Immediately.”
            She indicated the phone at her side. “When you’re ready, sir.”
         

         
         The couple sat up and exchanged looks of concern blunted by extreme tranquility.

         
         “Thank you, Helen,” said Dr. Levine. Then she looked at her husband, concerned, as he wrapped himself in a capacious oatmeal-coloured
            organic cotton towel. Helen passed a matching towel to Dr. Levine and the phone to Mr. Levine, and she, Kellie, and Mariska
            silently retreated from the room to await instructions.
         

         
         Fifteen minutes later Benedict and Bunny Levine called Helen into the anteroom outside the home spa. They’d sat side by side
            on the oatmeal-coloured couch wearing their matching oatmeal-coloured terry bathrobes and slippers. The scene was a veritable
            sea of calming oatmeal. Benedict stared at the glass of lemon-and-mint water in his hand.
         

         
         “Benny has something to ask you, Helen,” said Dr. Levine.

         
         Mr. Levine told Helen about how David was leading a five-day workshop on an island near Nanaimo and how he wanted his father
            to replace someone who had dropped out.
         

         
         “Bunny can’t come with me,” he said. “And she’s not comfortable with me going alone.”

         
         “I’ll be in Montenegro for my annual get-together with the girls,” said Dr. Levine.

         
         “David will be there, my love,” said Mr. Levine, in the worshipful tone he reserved for his wife. “I’ll be perfectly fine
            on my own.”
         

         
         “David will be busy running the course,” said Dr. Levine. She turned to Helen, who found she was holding her breath.

         
         “Benny doesn’t want to travel with security. You know how he is. The thing is, Helen, we know you have a wonderful holiday planned with your little horse and your friends.” 

         
         Helen nodded. A sinking feeling came over her.

         
         “My heart tells me Benny should go. But my mind tells me that the other people in the course must not know who he is.”
         

         
         “David also prefers the participants not know I’m his father,” said Mr. Levine. “He thinks it might throw off the dynamics.”

         
         “Too many rich people spoil the broth,” said Dr. Levine, drily.

         
         “I see,” Helen said, though she didn’t, not really.

         
         “We’ve discussed it and I’ve decided to attend the course under a pseudonym!” Benedict Levine grinned at her.

         
         “He’s going to pretend to own Toyota dealerships,” said Bunny. “Do not ask me why.”

         
         “Toyota is a fascinating company!” said Mr. Levine. “The use of Jidoka and the just-in-time ethos is brilliant. I’ve always
            said so.”
         

         
         “This way, David will have his well-off participant, and his father will get to see first-hand what happens at this course
            David speaks so highly of.”
         

         
         “According to David, they do some groundbreaking stuff in the social enterprise space,” said Mr. Levine.

         
         He and his wife stared at each other adoringly, apparently forgetting Helen was there.

         
         “I’m sorry, Helen,” said Dr. Levine. “You know how spacey we get after we’ve been in our tanks. As I was saying, I would really
            feel more comfortable if you accompanied Benny. David said he’ll find something for you to do. He says we mustn’t let anyone
            know that you’re Benedict’s butler.”
         

         
         “No, indeed,” said Mr. Levine. “No one else there is going to have a butler.”

         
         Helen felt the anticipated riding clinic and visit with her friends slipping away. She let it go with a pang of regret.

         
         “So I will be there as a . . . ?”

         
         “An attendee. Or maybe staff? Something like that. David says he’ll find a role for you. The course is said to be tremendously
            rewarding,” said Mr. Levine.
         

         
         “We hope it will be a lovely change of pace for you,” said Dr. Levine. “A warm-up for your proper holiday. We will absolutely make up the days you need to miss. If you like, we can host the teacher of the horse program here at Paddock House? Would you like that?” 

         
         “That won’t be necessary,” said Helen. “My holiday can begin after the workshop.”

         
         “Thank god,” said Dr. Levine. “I will feel so much better if you’re there, Helen.”

         
         “We’ll be with David, darling,” said Benedict. “It will be fine. David always has things well in hand. It’s a bit of luck
            that his rich person has dropped out.”
         

         
         “Sweetheart, I know he doesn’t like to admit it, but David is a rich person. Perhaps he could fill this role. Do double duty, as it were?”
         

         
         Benny Levine sighed heavily. “David donates every penny of his trust and is working on ways to divest any forebears of their
            share.”
         

         
         Bunny pursed her lips. “The degree of privilege it takes to do that is remarkable.”

         
         Dr. Bunny Levine did not come from the same level of wealth as Mr. Levine. Her father had been a successful physician from
            Georgia and her mother was a food scientist from Halifax. Dr. Levine’s mother’s people had arrived in Nova Scotia after the
            American Revolution, after fighting on the side of the British. Her father’s family had been active in the struggle for civil
            rights for their whole lives. Bunny had grown up an upper-middle-class person in the South, had gone to a historically black
            college, and had had a career as a celebrated heart surgeon. She retained an acute sense of the historical wrongs done to
            Black people in North America and had a fierce pride in her own accomplishments, as well as those of her relatives and her
            children. Helen had heard Dr. Levine mention several times how bewildering she found the complicated relationship her children
            had with their family money.
         

         
         “Wealth has been a burden for David since the day he learned that not everyone has enough to eat,” said Mr. Levine.

         
         Bunny nodded slowly, allowing the point. “He has always been our most sensitive child.”

         
         Helen was aware that Dr. and Mr. Levine worried about David. He was widely regarded as the smartest one in the entire Levine family, which was saying something, as they were all high achievers. Alongside his overabundance of intellectual power came a great sense of social responsibility. He was the family member who felt things most deeply. He spoke four languages, had gotten his Doctor of Law by the time he was twenty-three, and was vegan, a gifted artist, and a competitive long-distance runner. In addition to being a superstar at his firm and at the law school where he taught, there was a worry, never directly stated but alluded to by his parents, that he was always in danger of being eaten alive by the ugliness of the world. David’s experience at Close Encounters had seemed to change that vulnerability. It had restored his optimism and some degree of resilience, which meant everything to his parents. 

         
         “Helen, what do you think of this plan?” Mr. Levine asked from his oatmeal-coloured cocoon.

         
         “I think it’s a fine idea,” she’d said, even though fine was something of an overstatement.

         
         Helen would never let either of her employers go into an unfamiliar or difficult situation unaccompanied. Her entire world
            revolved around making life pleasant for them. She derived great satisfaction from that. But darn it, she had been excited to attend the horse clinic.
         

         
         Four days later, instead of driving off in the Levines’ truck and trailer towing Honey to the equestrian clinic, she and Mr.
            Levine were in the brand-new Toyota driving the short distance from the Departure Bay ferry terminal to meet the much smaller
            ferry that would take them to the island, where they would lie about their identities. It seemed like an odd way to begin
            a program aimed at building genuine connections between people, but it wasn’t her decision to make.
         

         
         Her employers, she reflected as Mr. Levine headed for the boat launch, had a habit of making things too complicated. She could
            see multiple other ways to have handled this, including hiring a less rich person to take the course. But Mr. Levine wanted
            the time with David and he wanted to check out the course. He also, for some strange reason, seemed to want to pretend to own Toyota dealerships.
         

         
         Dr. and Mr. Levine were usually driven around by other people, often in one of their fleet of experimental electric vehicles.
            Mr. Levine’s lack of practice led him to drive far below the posted speed limit. But he was picking up the pace as they headed
            for the parking lot where they were to meet the others.
         

         
         “Bulky, but handles well,” he said of the bus-like Sequoia.

         
         “Yes, sir,” said Helen.

         
         He looked at her. Mr. Levine was in his sixties, handsome in the way of a happy, well-tended man of good character, who was endlessly pleased by life. He was devoted to his wife and children and did good things in the world. But he had another side, too. He was a celebrated economist and businessperson, a member of one of the wealthiest families in North America, and renowned as a brilliant negotiator. For all his Buddhist practice, he had a hard side and, it appeared, a love of acting. 

         
         “Remember to call me Scooter,” he said. “God, I love that name. It was brilliant of Bunny to come up with it. Scooter Bruin.
            Just the sound of it . . .” He breathed deeply to show his appreciation.
         

         
         David had remarked that the name was too close to that of the music producer and entrepreneur who’d famously had the falling-out
            with Taylor Swift, but his parent was unmoved. In the four days since he’d agreed to go to the course—and with Helen’s assistance,
            his wife’s input, and a hired firm—Mr. Levine had create an entire false online identity as an owner of multiple car dealerships.
            Mr. Levine seemed eager to be someone new for a week. Perhaps, Helen thought, it was a burden to be the same person for one’s
            whole life, even if that person lived a life of extreme fortune. She recalled the story of Siddhartha, Buddha before enlightenment,
            who left his father’s palace in a chariot and went out into the world where, for the first time, he saw the realities of aging,
            illness, and death. Perhaps this trip to Close Encounters for Global Healing was Benedict Levine’s attempt to reckon with
            a life beyond immense wealth. Or maybe he just thought it would be cool.
         

         
         Now here they were, nearing the place where they would pretend to be other people for five entire days.

         
         “You can let me out here,” said Helen. They’d just turned at the light before the boat launch. The GPS said they were nearly at their destination.
         

         
         “Are you sure? I’d hate for you to have to walk all the way over there with your luggage.”

         
         “It’s fine,” said Helen. “We aren’t supposed to know each other, so it would look peculiar if we arrived together.”

         
         “Right. Of course.”

         
         He pulled the vehicle over and looked at her again. “This is going to be really something,” he said. “Thank you for coming.”

         
         Helen smiled at her employer and got out.

         
         She walked along the sidewalk, her suitcase bumping along behind her and the ocean breeze ruffling her hair. According to the Google map, the walk to the boat launch would take two minutes. Two minutes in which she would be blessedly alone. She allowed her steps to slow. Maybe she could draw it out to three minutes. 

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Tom Aucielo

         
         Tom Aucielo got off the bus, bent almost in half under the weight of his giant pack. He was going to miss the boat if he didn’t
            run. But how could he run while carrying such a huge load?
         

         
         Tom could not afford to miss the ferry. If he didn’t get his ass onto that island, pronto, he could be in real trouble. That’s
            what his counsellor and lawyer had told him, anyway.
         

         
         Most of the key people from CFRP were in prison, in part thanks to information provided by Tom. But CFRP was part of a much
            larger network. And some of the people in that network wanted him dead. There might even be a bounty.
         

         
         To the larger world, he was a disgusting racist who’d gotten off on attempted terrorism charges by turning in his fellow bigots.
            But the actual hardcore racists knew he was just a dummy who made terrible decisions and who had hardly any race pride at
            all. He’d ended up in the Compound because of Gracie, the daughter of Warren Wiggins, head of Canadians for Race Pride. Tom
            would have followed Gracie into Satan’s lair. In fact, by going into the Compound, he sort of had.
         

         
         When Tom was a teenager, his unerring instinct for saying the wrong thing had gotten him beaten up multiple times. At the
            Compound, he’d finally learned to be quiet because everyone there was so terrifying. It was a shame, really, because his voice
            was the most handsome thing about him. Maybe him turning mute was why Gracie had dumped him and gone to Germany to be with
            a Nazi she’d met on a racist dating site. God, Tom really, really had the worst judgment in almost every category. That’s
            why he was so proud of his voice. It was all he had.
         

         
         Tom’s voice made him sound bigger and more serious than he was. Unfortunately, everyone eventually figured out that the deep
            voice was saying stupid words.
         

         
         Not that Tom himself was stupid, exactly. He had a large vocabulary. He even thought he might be an autodidact, a word he loved. He read a lot, including the books he heard about on podcasts and from YouTubers. When he went into the Compound
            to be with Gracie, he’d read all the books in their tiny library, including The Turner Diaries, which was basically a racist bible, Mein Kampf, as well as Anschluss. The books scared the shit out of him. When the cops raided the Compound and found those books by Tom’s bedside, he’d had
            a hard time convincing them that he wasn’t an actual racist, at least not a proper one. He told them he was just trying to
            impress his girlfriend’s gruesome father, but no one believed him. Worse, Warren turned out not to be the kind of guy impressed
            by reading of any kind.
         

         
         As Tom struggled along the broad side street, his legs burning and ferry traffic streaming by on Stewart Avenue, his mind
            went back to the issue of the bounty on him. Was there a way he could claim it? Could he fake his own murder in exchange for the money? In his experience white nationalists were all weirdly
            cheap, so if there was some kind of bounty, he bet it was embarrassingly low.
         

         
         Tom had asked his PO if he could get police protection and she’d just laughed at him. Nice.

         
         His whole life was one long run of bad luck. He’d had nothing to do with the plan. He never touched the guns or helped build
            the bombs. Didn’t know the targets. Warren and the others hadn’t told him anything because they thought he was useless. When
            they were doing their serious racism, he was usually washing dishes with the women. White nationalists were seriously sexist
            and they’d treated him like a female. But in the months he was at the Compound, he’d overheard enough to give information
            to the cops, which had gotten him a lighter sentence, served in isolation due to the threats from inside the jail. He’d also
            averted a terrorist attack, but nobody seemed to care about that. He’d tried to protect some of the women in the Compound
            from their abusive asshole boyfriends and husbands. He did that by directing the men’s anger onto him. In a couple of instances,
            he helped the women leave. But quite a few of the women there were just as bad as the men. It really was a terrible place,
            and because he’d lived there, everyone thought he was a terrible person.
         

         
         The lawyer and counsellor and cops kept asking about his racial ideas. That was unfair. If they asked any Black dudes or a
            brown girl or Asian people or one of those complicated gender people, they’d find out that they all had ideas, too. But nobody cared about that because it was okay to be prejudiced against straight white guys like him. He’d had this friend in high school, a cool Chinese Canadian girl who cut her hair using garden clippers and wore massive glasses and exclusively dated white girls. Wasn’t that a little racist? But Bernadette, his friend, was obsessed with racism. Everybody was a racist to Bernadette, even her own
            grandparents and parents. Obviously, he never said anything to her about the hypocrisy of going for girls who were so white
            they were basically mushrooms. Bernie would have kicked his ass from one end of that school to the other if he had. He knew
            where she was coming from. He liked those girls, too, even though when he fell hard, it was for Gracie, who was surprisingly
            dark for the kid of a white nationalist. And if he was being honest? He liked girls of every shade, even though until Gracie,
            none of them had liked him back, notwithstanding his deep voice.
         

         
         Maybe if he wasn’t so scared of ending up an incel, he wouldn’t have ended up in a militia or gone to jail or have to go to
            an intensive workshop for fuck-ups from all ends of the political spectrum out of concern for his own safety. Participants
            weren’t supposed to say how they ended up in the program, at least not at the beginning. That was one of the first rules.
            They were only allowed to talk about who they were, not what they believed or how they’d ended up on Conflict Resolution Island.
            In his case, skipping his pathetic story would be a relief.
         

         
         By the end of the workshop, he would have his income assistance for the month, plus an emergency grant, and he could be on
            his way. His social worker was going to have to help him find a place to stay. Foreigners had bought up so many buildings
            on Vancouver Island that there was nowhere for regular, hard-working people to live anymore. Not that he had ever been hard-working.
         

         
         Shit, there was the parking lot.

         
         He was huffing and puffing like a bastard. Where was everyone? Tom tried to pick up the pace. He saw a group of people with
            luggage piling onto a boat that was so small it looked like a toy ferry.
         

         
         “Hey!” he cried, in his deep, deep voice. “Wait for me.”

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            David Lewiston

         
         David looked at the offending stew, or rather stews. The vegetables were local, organic, and non-GMO. Everyone loved a local vegetable, so that was fine. The stock was organic.
            But it was from a cow and was therefore not remotely vegetarian, much less vegan.
         

         
         “Why is there meat stock in the vegetarian stew?” he asked.

         
         “Because,” said the cook, a woman who’d told him her last job had been in the Alberta oil patch. “Makes it taste better. There’s
            no cows in it.”
         

         
         David sighed.

         
         “Right. Yes. I appreciate that. But we have carnivores, vegetarians, and vegans coming. And for the opening night’s meal, we want to provide a vegan option.”
         

         
         “They won’t know,” said Bobbi-Lyn. She stared down at the richly bubbling stew. “ ’Less they have a cow allergy.”

         
         The previous cook at Side Island, a twenty-six-year-old man named Jake who was covered in tattoos and piercings, had been
            completely up-to-the-minute on the ins and outs of the various food requirements of vegans versus meat-atarians and everything
            in between, but he had decided to take a paternity leave.
         

         
         “I’m going to take three years, but dude, I really think it might be permanent,” he’d told David a week before. “No way I’m
            missing my kid’s childhood.”
         

         
         David imagined Jake trailing his kid to prom, eyes fixed devotedly on her back.

         
         “Nancy is due in six months, right?” David had said, glad he would have enough time to replace Jake, who was an accomplished
            performer in the kitchen.
         

         
         “Yup. But I’m going to shift to home right away. I don’t want her doing things for herself.”

         
         “Now?” repeated David, too stunned to keep the dismay from his voice.

         
         “Look, I can’t just grind my whole life. I’m going to be a father. I got to teach my kid about right priorities or, as I like to call it, no-work life balance.” He laughed heartily at his own joke. 

         
         “I get it,” said David, running his hand over his hair. “Don’t suppose you have any chef friends who are looking for work?
            Even just to get us through the upcoming program?”
         

         
         Jake huffed out a breath, which made his septum piercing fly up. “Nah. Not really. The people I know are mostly opting out,
            if they can. There was Denise, but she’s doing the whole van life thing. There’s Selena. She’s kind of a workaholic.”
         

         
         At the word workaholic, David’s hopes rose.
         

         
         “But she’s out there, doing the right thing for Chef José Andrés at World Central Kitchen. Right on the border with Ukraine,
            man. So cool. Maybe I’ll do that when my kid leaves home.”
         

         
         David sincerely hoped that Word Central Kitchen would not still be providing aid to Ukraine in eighteen to twenty-five years
            but didn’t say so. He simply watched Jake pack up his knives and leave. Jake’s was the first in a wave of resignations.
         

         
         After some frantic, last-minute searching, he’d found Bobbi-Lyn, who, he suspected, was not professionally trained. She had
            an American accent and was unfamiliar with many modern food conventions, such as not putting meat stock in vegan dishes. She
            did not travel with her own knives but had arrived with an entire shopping bag full of cartons of cigarettes.
         

         
         On the positive side, her cooking was excellent, even though David, a vegan since age twelve, had, under her regime, eaten
            the first animal products of his adult life multiple times, thinking she’d finally grasped what constituted an animal product.
         

         
         “Anchovy paste might not look like fish,” he’d explained after eating a delicious bowl of pasta. “But it comes from fish.”

         
         She looked doubtful at this news. “Came from a tube.”

         
         He was beginning to think Bobbi-Lyn was putting him on.

         
         “Bobbi-Lyn,” he said, looking at the stews. “We need something we can feed the vegans and vegetarians. And we’re going to
            need it by seven this evening.”
         

         
         She considered. “I’ll have a smoke and think on it,” she said.

         
         “Great,” he said. “Thank you. We can freeze one of these stews. On that note, do we have a vegan biscuit option?”

         
         Bobbi-Lyn peered at him as though the cigarette dangling from her mouth had already been lit. “They all got butter,” she said, with zero regret. “Don’t taste a damn without it.” 

         
         “Right. So we will need biscuits that don’t have any butter. Or cream. No dairy whatsoever. Maybe run the ingredients list
            by me before you start.”
         

         
         Bobbi-Lyn, who had wiry grey hair that she kept in a skinny braid that fell halfway down her back, saluted him. Then she thumped
            her own chest, which was covered in a threadbare Molly Hatchet T-shirt. “Aye-aye, Captain.”
         

         
         David had never heard of Molly Hatchet and kept meaning to find out whether it was the name of a band or a video game. He
            prayed it wasn’t the name of a hate group. The thought reminded him, unhappily, that a genuine white nationalist would be
            arriving soon to attend the program. What if Molly Hatchet was a racist band and the white nationalist attendee thought he
            was going to be supported in his abhorrent beliefs?
         

         
         No, David reassured himself. The white nationalist, Tom Aucielo, would surely realize that a mixed-race person would not be
            running a program to support racists. But just in case, he quickly googled Molly Hatchet. A heavy metal band from the eighties.
            No mention of racism. Thank god.
         

         
         There had been a Christian nationalist in the Close Encounters group David had attended two years before, but that man had
            been so focused on creating a Christian state that he hadn’t bothered, particularly, about the colour of anyone’s skin. In
            fact, the Christian nationalist had grown quite close to both David and Shannon, who was a Tahltan woman from Telegraph Creek.
            She was an accomplished hunter and trapper who, for her part, had many long conversations with the young white animal rights
            activist from Quebec who’d spent six months in jail for his efforts to stop all hunting and trapping by sabotaging traplines
            and hunting cabins. The Christian nationalist had left Close Encounters as simply a Christian, and he and David kept in regular
            touch.
         

         
         Close Encounters for Global Healing brought together people on opposing ends of the hot-button issues of the day so they could find common ground and achieve rapprochement. And when it worked, as it had the year that David attended, it felt miraculous. Revolutionary, even. When it didn’t, well, David didn’t want to think about what that would be like. Nelly, the founder and usual facilitator who’d asked him to take over so she could get married and go on her honeymoon, had assured him that people would eventually mesh. The participants would connect and their anger would dissipate. David fervently hoped she was right. He didn’t want to be the reason that Close Encounters failed for the first time in its history. 

         
         It was noble work, but daunting. For one thing, David had not chosen the people taking part in the program. They were referred
            from various parts of the community. His job was to follow Nelly’s curriculum to allow people to find shared values and begin
            to appreciate each other’s humanity.
         

         
         But still, an actual white nationalist!

         
         David sighed and walked outside to go and meet the ferry. It would be the last ferry for five days because the dock at Side
            Island was being towed away and repaired after the guests were dropped off. That meant there was no place for even a small
            pleasure cruiser to dock. Boats could anchor nearby and, depending on whether it was low or high tide, people could wade or
            swim to shore or take a rowboat over. And of course, canoes and kayaks and paddle boards could reach the rocky shores of Side
            Island, which was located northwest of Saysutshun marine provincial park. Protection Island lay to the east. Tiny Guide Island
            was located across the channel from Side Island. There were other smaller islands, whose names David didn’t know, dotting
            the Nanaimo harbour. The dock end of Side Island faced Nanaimo and it was a twenty-minute ferry ride from the dock to the
            waterfront in Nanaimo. The staff had agreed they could use their personal boats to get back and forth each day while the dock
            was being repaired, or they could stay on the island.
         

         
         The waters around Side Island were busy. Seaplanes buzzed past, lifting out of the water like overstuffed birds and landing
            with a confident splash. The big BC ferries on their way to and from Vancouver surged by the other side of the island like
            old dowagers. Kayakers paddled around the island. Every conveyance had its own speed, its own style. The traffic made Side
            Island feel somehow both private and lively
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