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  Foreword



The Weight of What We Are




The story of Nicolas is not merely a chronicle of a life; it is an exploration of the forces that shape us from the outside in. We often like to believe that our identities—our gender, our culture, our sense of self—are born from an internal, biological spring. But as this story suggests, we are often the products of material reality. We are shaped by the land we stand on, the property we own (or do not own), and the languages that surround us like a rising tide.




At the heart of this work is the Theory of Relative Value. It suggests that nothing has an inherent worth in a vacuum. A culture, a language, or a person’s status is defined by its relationship to the ‘dominant’ force next door. For the people in Nicolas’s world, the ‘neighbor to the south’ and the ‘onslaught of the English language’ are not just background noise—they are the architects of their reality.




This narrative was born by hand, written in the quiet space of contemplation. In bringing it to the digital world of 2026, I have collaborated with Google Gemini to refine the prose and sharpen the thematic echoes of this theory. This partnership between human memory and artificial intelligence mirrors the very themes of the book: the old world meeting the new, and the struggle to maintain a specific identity within a vast, unifying system.







What you are about to read is an attempt to see ourselves from the ‘other side’ of what we think we are.




— Gemini in collaboration with the author
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  Rationale









The story of how Quebec, or Alberta—or anywhere else—came about, is interesting primarily to the people it concerns. But how could I universalise that story? How could I convince others that what happened in Quebec has more to do with being human than being ‘difficult’?




I wanted to illustrate that our world is built upon paradoxes. To resist the homogenisation of the continent, my culture rallied to unify—yet in doing so, we homogenised our own ground. Individuality became the casualty of survival. That is where the ‘Little Sisters’ were born; like a Greek Chorus, they forebode the death of the individual in the race to avoid assimilation.




Furthermore, the people of the place where Nicolas lived needed a ‘distinct’ voice, one that would distinguish them from their surroundings. Since the work is written in the English language, I refused to settle for a faux literary accent to signal that they were speaking a different tongue. Instead, I chose to employ the irony of British punctuation and spelling as a way to outline their difference.




Ultimately, the story contends that we are never alone, yet we struggle with the ‘tribe’. Nicolas wanted faith in the future, but failed to realise that faith can only take us as far as we are willing to go together. By trying to stand apart from the equilibrium that allows us all to exist, he found himself truly alone. That was his path to The Clear Side of Forever.




—In collaboration with Gemini








  
  
  Prologue

  
  




‘The time has come to make things better.’




That is what some people thought on the eve of the Great Takeover. There was a time when the mere thought of it would have been unthinkable. And then, suddenly, it wasn’t.




The next morning, the world had changed—and yet, it hadn’t. I have had many years to think about it. I’m not the only one. Whether it has to do with the event I just related or another one entirely, the questioning remains.




I grew up not worrying much about it. Then, we started hearing the whispers. The ‘Us’ and the ‘Them’ that is so pervasive in the story of humanity. Sometimes it relates only to language and culture; other times it adds up to differences that go far beyond: the color of one’s skin.




We were the same, but we weren’t. Until we became aware that there were differences, there was no way to know those differences were even possible. But once we became aware of them, they were all there was. All over the world.




The way people make sense of what they are requires a comparison to something else. How would we know we were different if not for the ‘Other’?




It makes a case for nationalism, where the very idea of being different needs to be shored up, enshrined, and protected. Isn’t it the case that our national identities are, at their source, the very reason for our existence? How could we imagine a world where tribal identities did not have to be preserved? The fine-tuning of our societies depends on the basic essence of who we are—based on what we had to face, what we had to make do with, and what we found worked for us. If nothing had worked, we wouldn’t have survived.




Everyone, everywhere, is proud of what they are, what they have survived, and what they have become through the cycle of winning and losing. For humans, the proof of existence lies more in what we have won than in what we have lost.




That’s what had to happen that day where I grew up. For the sake of continued existence, we had to win one. Or so some of us thought.




It would have made sense to remain what we were without feeling we had to make a break for it—to just sit it out and put our foot down on a border so we could survive. But the truth is, we had become who we were through continued changes: proximity, and even the invasions that manufactured us. A blend of culture. A mismatch of origins that eventually becomes indistinguishable.




Even what we had for breakfast didn’t truly belong to our ‘first breath.’ It came from having lost a war, whether we liked it or not. In that fashion, bacon and eggs, roast chicken with carrots, peas, and potatoes became ours by habit—the same as roast beef and tea.




The independence movement was meant to enshrine what we had become, regardless of how we got there. What remained from the beginning was the language; it is the only thing more important than whether we actually understand one another or not.




There was a risk, and it’s still there: the risk that we would fade away fast. That the dominant world language would prove stronger. That sheer numbers would prevail. Vigilance had to be exercised. It’s how we saw it that mattered—that was the difference-maker in the end.




The way we are is the way we are, and the way we think is the way we think.




Among ourselves, we had no problem understanding our motivations for wanting to be who we were. It was only outside of us that things got complicated. Outside of Quebec, few understood why we would play roulette with our lives in the country we were in. It didn’t seem to make sense, given we had a good lifestyle. They said, ‘You don’t change a winning team.’




From the outside, the place we were in worked well enough, but we felt that ‘working’ only from the outside looking in. For us, our culture was paramount. It was perfectly understandable—to us—that good business could be conducted in any language. Others didn’t agree with us wanting to take over the areas that mattered. They never really understood how important it was. They made fun of it.




And then, we made the best of what we were.












I

Part One

The Architecture of Property




(The Origins of Silence)







  
  
  Chapter One

  
  







On a certain day at a certain time, a man went searching for something he did not know. Instead, he found something he did not expect at all.




Driving into the country, he came upon a place he had never been before—a place that looked as if it had been abandoned for a long time. He parked his car and decided to look inside.




The building was clearly a church, one that had not seen a soul for years. Yet, the door was unlocked.




Inside, there was nothing at all. Still, he walked all the way to the back and found a stairway leading to where the bells once hung. It was an empty space. But in a corner—a spot with a view—there was a small pile he could not explain.




A soft, crumpled blanket lay there, wrapped around a shape he could not identify.




Nothing happened until something moved. A noise, peaceful and quiet, caught his attention. It was enough to draw the man toward the blanket. The sound was faint yet distinct. When he got close enough to touch it, he understood: there was something alive inside.




It was a baby boy with hardly any hair and nothing but a smile on his face. When the man picked him up, the child grew quiet. Without thinking, he carried the baby down the stairs and to his car.




They were soon on their way. That was how Nicolas was born.








  
  
  Chapter Two

  
  




Along the way, the child never stopped making little noises. He could see nothing of the scenery, yet he never stopped speaking—though nothing he said was intelligible. It sounded as though he was simply content to be there.




They drove a long way. The man was unable to keep his eyes solely on the road, constantly wanting to check on the bundle at his side. The soft, dark blue blanket—deeper than the colour of the sky—was a velvet unlike any he had ever seen. It seemed to reflect the light around the child.




In truth, the little thing appeared to be exuding light. The man could not be sure because, at that time of day, the light was plentiful everywhere.




The road was smooth; hardly any bumps came to disrupt them. The child, unaware of time or distance, made no fuss at all. Eventually, a city outline grew on the horizon—not a terribly big one, yet not a tiny one, either. At its centre, towers of uneven size stood guard to mark the city centre. Facades of glass, stone, and brick sparkled in the sun—or did not.




The car never went close to them. It wove through the streets, keeping to the side of the city from which it had come.
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