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Jonah wasn’t even thirty yet, but he was already feeling 

much older than the summit-hopping uni kids who’d 

descended on Toronto for the G20. Earlier in the day, the 

crowd had been raucous, defiant. Now the streets were all but 

empty, the whirlwind apocalypse having swept by, leaving the 

burned-out shell of a cop car parked in front of Steve’s Music 

Store in its wake. He’d pass someone else occasionally, but as 

day ground into night, it was just as likely to be a lost tourist or 

a groggy homeless guy than a fellow protester. The world, and 

everyone in it, had burned to ash and blown past, and Jonah 

shuffled, hands wedged in the pockets of his jacket, through its 
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ruins.

Blythe had claimed a headache and retreated to the safety 

of the collective house whose floor they were using as a crash 

space. He’d wanted to stay, to catch the action he’d, 

throughout the whole day, managed to miss. He’d gone with 

his friend Damon’s anarchist affinity group to take down the 

fence outside of the Metro Toronto Convention Centre, only to 

find their contingent outnumbered by a squadron of riot cops, 

with all the action happening up at Queen’s Park, where the 

cops had kettled the much softer target of a peaceful labour 

march instead. His phone still thought he was in Winnipeg and 

sent him texts whenever it felt like it, so he’d given in and put it 

away once Blythe had checked in. One of the kids had brought 

a stereo, and he’d danced in front of the fence, in front of the 

cops, who, after a long few days, had let their masks slip 

enough to crack a smile at the demonstration of bored, youthful 

exuberance. Eventually everyone had scattered, and he lost 

Damon and his crew in the larger crowd and he’d drifted, more 

agile and anonymous without them.

Sweating in his camo jacket, hood pulled tightly over his 

face, he made slow progress along Queen St. towards Yonge, 

pausing at each shattered window, the little piles of crushed 

plastic water bottles on the pavement, discarded pamphlets for 

upcoming International Socialist talks bounced in the wind like 

tumbleweed over the sidewalk. Everywhere were torn bits of 

banner, soggy placards soaking into puddles of beer. Someone 

had spray painted, “HI HAVE A NICE DAY,” the letters 
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dripping yellow, the handwriting incongruously aggressive; on 

another plywood barrier, someone else had written, “FREE 

BYRON.” 

Jonah was the last man on earth, save for a huddle of 

drunken teenagers in baseball caps, whooping loudly and 

kicking their sneakers through the broken glass, nearly 

knocking into him as they passed. He pressed against the wall, 

head spinning. Years later, he’d endure this practice-run 

apocalypse for real, but for now, he shivered despite the June 

heat, endured the sensation of someone walking over his grave.

He turned up Yonge and ran smack into a small 

contingent, waving signs branded with the raised-fist IS logo 

and chanting as if they hadn’t gone without sleep for 24 hours 

and counting, as if everyone hadn’t just endured a day of loud, 

sometimes violent marching, as if everyone wasn’t tired, and 

scared, and sick of lentil stew, and hanging on because they 

were even more afraid of waking up to find that their friends 

had been snatched up in the night.

“The People! United! Shall never be defeated!”

“Whose streets? Our streets!”

Jonah let the chants wash over him, and he would have 

kept moving, if he didn’t catch the dissonance in their voices. 

He heard the familiar voice before catching sight of him, the 

drawl at first indistinguishable from the crowd’s chanting, then 

just slightly off, louder and brasher. “The People! United! Are 

easier to catch!”

It was Ian, flanked by two plaid-draped girls who’d joined 
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in on his variation, one on each arm, giggling and swaying in 

their scuffed boots as they shambled behind the larger crowd. 

He had every bit of the swagger that Jonah remembered from 

their pipeline protesting days a few years ago. Without his coat 

and scarf weighing him down against the cold, he seemed freer, 

laughing his way through Armageddon.

Ian froze in front of the trashed, spray painted facade of 

Zanzibar, catching sight of Jonah where he stood across the 

street. He turned to whisper something to one of the girls and, 

glancing up the street as if he expected a car to somehow 

careen through the barricades, loped across the road.

How long had it been? They’d kept in touch on Facebook, 

and he’d known, vaguely, that Ian was in town for the protests, 

or maybe here permanently now, but the sight of him still sent 

the bottom plummeting out of his stomach. Ian scrutinized him 

like a cat calibrating a precision strike on its prey.

Then, “Joe!” and he was being swept into a loose, long-

armed hug that should have seemed weird, but it was the end 

of the day, the sky fading to flat grey as the storm rolled in, it 

was the end of the world, and everything was weird, the city 

smashed to pieces and rebuilt anew.

“Wasn’t sure you recognized me.” His voice was muffled by 

Ian’s pointy shoulder. The open display of affection from 

someone he barely knew these days—or, more to the point, had 

briefly known in an intense and all-consuming way, the way 

you do when you wade with a near-stranger into the stuff that 

makes history—was odd, awkward. But not unwelcome, 
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exactly, and he made no attempt to pull away until Ian did, 

though his hands still gripped Jonah’s biceps.

“You don’t live here now, do you?” Of course Ian 

remembered him, though Jonah could see him filing through 

his mental records to place details. If Ian had been semi-famous 

at the pipelines, he was a bona fide minor celebrity now, and 

the ability to match name to face and conjure a fact or two 

about them was a necessary adaptation for survival. He looked 

the same, sharp angled under a spill of red hair that a flat-cap 

failed to contain. His accent, which Jonah had found all but 

incomprehensible when they’d first met, had been battered 

down by the city’s heavy sledgehammer.

“Just in town for the summit. You?” 

“Another, oh—” Ian made a production of checking his 

cell. “Seventy-two hours or so, if I don’t get busted. There ain’t 

much of a point in staying, and the lease’s expiring.”

Oh. Vasai Singh’s apartment. Ian had followed her here to 

study under her, but she’d died—unexpectedly, and the cause 

of death had never been released, despite no shortage of public 

interest and media coverage of every aspect of her life—last 

year, and had Ian moved in with her? It didn’t sound normal, but 

then, what about MAI was ever normal?

“Uh.” Ian had spoken about her, sometimes at great length, 

at the camp. Jonah had never entirely understood what she’d 

meant to him—sometimes he spoke of her as one might a 

mother, sometimes as a boss, and sometimes, unsettlingly, as 

one would a lover. “I’m sorry. About Vasai.”
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A shadow fell over Ian’s face, the edges of his broad smile 

quavering. He recovered just as quickly. “Yeah,” he said. 

“So’m I. So what’re you up to, what do you do now, who’re 

you here with—”

A cry from the contingent ahead of them brought the 

reunion to a grinding halt.

“Cops—” They both spoke at once. The stragglers from the 

march up ahead suddenly turned and ran in their direction, 

yellow-jacketed bike cops in pursuit.

“This way,” Ian hissed, and bolted.

“What about your friends…?” But they were out of sight, 

and Jonah was already stumbling after him. Ian was fast, and 

his stride would have outpaced Jonah, if Jonah hadn’t spent 

the last six months back home and bored shitless, running 

every morning and evening in the hopes that he would 

somehow grow to love the monotony. They sprinted down the 

block, Ian’s hand almost brushing his, almost grabbing for it, 

and he hadn’t felt this exhilarated, this alive, since—

He didn’t want to think since the pipelines, didn’t want to 

admit that he’d done nothing but a half-assed degree and a 

handful of local pickets in the years that Ian’s star had steadily 

been rising. Hadn’t wanted to think that he was one of those 

guys who posted six hundred pictures a day of his baby on 

Facebook and told himself that he’d done something with his 

life. He wouldn’t admit that he’d dragged Blythe here, leaving 

Laura with her mom, to try to eke some sort of meaning out of 

what remained of his youth. He wasn’t quite that pathetic, even 
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surrounded by kids not much younger than himself who 

worked as busboys and baristas just to afford the Greyhound 

fare to the next battle.

He ran, and Ian ran, until the breath hitched in his lungs 

and he heard Ian wheeze, still laughing, hand trailing free to 

sketch, with Sharpie, on the layers of band posters and drug-

and-cartoons film festivals stapled onto plywood.

Through the blood racing to his head, Jonah realized what 

he was doing, what the approaching sound was, the clop of 

hooves against cement, the heady animal scent as a line of 

mounted cops approached. The Sharpie lines glowed blue, 

shimmered, and then Ian was pulling him into the wall, the 

wood chip and solid brick melting and reforming around them. 

He fought for a breath, then two, and it took Ian whispering, 

“open your eyes” to make him realize that, in terror, he’d shut 

them.

They stood, face to face—or, at least, his face to Ian’s 

collarbone—in a space that his mind wanted desperately to 

rationalize as a hidden passage beside the wall. But no, they 

were somehow inside the wall, in the space between its atoms, 

suspended between a reality where the wall existed and 

another one where it did not. Ian’s breath was audible, forced 

through besieged lungs. 

“Can they see us?” Jonah whispered. Ian shook his head. 

“Hear us?” A shrug. It was almost a relief, that asking about 

any of it was forbidden, not by Ian’s rules, but by the danger 

they still hadn’t left behind them.
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Ian’s nose was bleeding, and he noticed it at the same time 

that Jonah did, lifting a pale hand to wipe at it. The blood left a 

long copper streak between his index finger and thumb, and 

Jonah pushed down the sick temptation to lick it clean. His 

mouth wanted desperately to rebel, to betray him, not just with 

its actions, but he wanted to ask every question that he couldn’t 

have asked over Facebook. Were you there, when she died? Did the 

pipelines change you, reach down through your throat and rearrange 

your very being, or were you always the same, will you always be the 

same, I thought Blythe was the one constant in my life but what if she 

isn’t, what if it’s you? Are you okay, not just Facebook-okay, not just 

the defiant, dismissive chuckle when they interview you on CBC, but are 

you resilient enough to not be crushed under the boot of a world that 

hates everything that you are, did you come here for hope, like I did?

He said none of it. Years later, he’d question what might 

have happened, had he spoken, had he done anything but 

stood deer-in-headlights frozen, in a space that shouldn’t have 

existed, breathing air that somehow circulated between 

molecules of brick and plywood and pink insulation, Ian’s air, 

conjured from whatever Devil’s bargain he’d made with the 

universe.

Probably it still would have turned out the way it did. The 

future was always less malleable than people wanted to believe.

He heard the clopping of horse hooves, impossibly loud 

and impossibly close, louder, even, than the wheeze of Ian’s 

breathing or the raggedness of his own. They seemed to pause, 

as if sensing the presence of their targets, occupying the same 
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time and space as a brick wall, and then they receded, in search 

of something easier or more obviously criminal.

“Hey, so.” Ian’s voice was a decibel below its usual dull 

roar, practically a whisper. “We—anyone who miraculously 

remains un-arrested, I mean—were headed up to the Imperial 

to obliterate the tragic memory of this day. Wanna come?”

Blythe would be pissed. Abandoning your sick wife in the 

name of global justice, debt amnesty, and sticking it to the 

surveillance state was all well and good, but he knew perfectly 

well how much Ian was capable of drinking in a night, and the 

limits of his own capacities in that regard, should he happen to 

find himself dragged out to a bar with a bunch of Toronto-

stranded Newfies. But Blythe was the one to abandon him 

first, and he had just been hiding in a wall, and besides, she was 

already probably asleep on the chipped hardwood floor of the 

collective house.

“Yeah,” he said. “What the fuck. Why not?”

Ian stepped out of the wall as if it was nothing more than a 

shimmering curtain, and Jonah followed with trepidation, 

convinced that any moment he’d be squashed beneath the 

pressures of the regular laws of physics. He touched the wall as 

he stepped back onto the sidewalk, trying to reassure himself of 

its solidity. He half-expected to draw dust into his lungs with 

each gasping breath.

The street had been quiet before; now it was well and truly 

deserted, all the little anarchists tucked up for the night in their 

jail cells, or else fled the war zone of the downtown core for 
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less fraught shelter. Jonah tried not to think of whether 

Damon had been arrested, tried not to think about  the girls 

who’d been marching with Ian and sharing in his jokes, flat on 

the sidewalk with their arms wrenched behind their backs. 

They’d been pretty far ahead. Probably they’d gotten away. 

Probably, they were waiting up at the bar.

Ian looked out at the wreckage and said, “One day, we’re 

gonna win,” and in that moment, in that tangled foreign city 

that would never feel like home to either of them, Jonah was 

naïve enough to believe him.


