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Introduction

The theme of the writings presented in this collection is history,
sometimes fictions but mostly opinions based on the interpretation
of facts—real events, real people, real places and ‘real’ ideas.

Included in this volume are 30 short pieces—six flash fictions and
24 nonfictions. (The last three are new in this newly expanded edi-
tion.) The nonfictional writing consists of book reviews along with a
few letters to North American political leaders, which, realistically
speaking, may have only ever been read by a junior staffer.

The subject matter of the nonfiction is largely political and the topics
broadly fall under the category of governance and freedom within
the state and sovereignty in international relations. There is a fair
bit of history and political theory in the books as well as in the re-
views. Their accounts and explanations are shaped by facts and
opinions, and, of course, values. The same applies to the reviews.

Writers from every age have thought of theirs as something special
in the history of humanity. We're no less presumptuous. To hear us
go on about it, one would think that most human history of any con-
sequence has been recorded from the modern era. What we judge
important now may be reassessed hundreds of years from now.
We’'ll never know how. What we do have are artifacts that give
some sense of what some people were thinking and doing during
our time. To the future ‘us’, it may be laughable, grotesque or—pity
the age—viewed with envy.

Below the level of political labels, there lies something much more
fundamental to our species. In Rebellion, Robert Kagan expresses
this pithily: “Once they [immigrants] attain these goals, however,
their fervor for liberalism has often faded. “I've got mine” is among
the most basic of human sentiments.” Not for a minute do | believe
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Kagan’s remarks to be limited to newly immigrated folks. He’s talk-
ing about us, our kind, our species. And as you read these authors’
works for yourself, you will find that there are many other ‘senti-
ments’ that we have in common irrespective of race, religion,
language and a host of other identity markers.

This collection does not presume to be a definitive, comprehensive
or even necessarily representative body of artifacts. It is an eclectic
accumulation of interpretations of how certain people live and think
in this part of the world—North America—at this time as collected
by a curator of no particular renown. And with the exception of a
short story by Italo Calvino and a sociopolitical treatise by Hannah
Arendt, that time is the early 215t century.

A list of the titles and authors of the texts reviewed follows on the
next page. It is hoped that this will be helpful to the reader in choos-
ing what, if anything, to read beyond this Introduction.

The author’s short fictions in Part One constitute his contribution.

Peter McMillan
Oakville, July 2025
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The Good Samatritan (September 2024)

Walter wasn’t looking forward to the walk. It was warm, very warm,
and the moist air was thick. It would be raining soon. He hated
walking in the rain—not so much walking in the rain but having to
clean up afterwards. Maisie was a big girl and she had long hair
that trapped all the wet and grit from the sidewalks and road, and it
all had to be washed out before he let her back in the house.

They'd both come up with the name when they bought their first car
together, a sporty, low budget Mazda. If you met it on the road it
looked like it was smiling at you. 'Maisie' just seemed to fit. But
Maisie didn't last too long. During a heavy early summer thunder-
storm, an overhanging maple branch fell on her in the driveway.
Totaled. Devastating. She'd been so much fun to drive, Walter kept
saying, but Bob never liked driving a standard and was pleased
they had an excuse to buy a new car—this time with an automatic
transmission. It just made so much more sense, Bob said, when he
was driving to work in stop-and-go traffic.

The new car was actually an old car—a Subaru. Walter hated it and
refused to name it. He'd always named his cars—something he
picked up from his granddaddy on his Mom's side. He'd always
called his car 'Lizzy' no matter whether it was an Oldsmobile or a
Toyota Corona hatchback. Said he'd always named his mules the
same back when he farmed the red clay in Blue Springs. Walter
had a different name for each car. There was Ethel (hardly original)
and Gertrude (where'd that come from?) and then Lizzy (the little
white Corolla, his 'toy motor' that reminded him of the old dark
green Corona his granddaddy and Ralph used to take to the Fort
Gaines Lake to go bass fishing. But this one went unnamed.

'‘Maisie' was the one name that he had really liked, and when they
picked up their new little girl at the airport that name just seemed
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perfect. No matter that it was a hand-me-down. Maisie was part of
a compromise. Bob got an automatic transmission and Walter got a
puppy. Some people don't think dogs smile, but they don't know
dogs. This little girl—only 15 pounds at the time—had the cutest,
goofiest smile even at 10 weeks. Maisie . . . a perfect name.

Every rainy or soggy day was a full bath day, and that's what Walter
dreaded. But that was part of the bargain, too. If there's to be a dog
in the house, the dog's got to be clean.

Ever since the pandemic, Walter had been working from home, and
now though his job had changed a couple of times, he was still
working remotely. Taking care of Maisie would just never have
been possible before.

Three years and 60 pounds later, she was still a handful—a Peter
Pan puppy—and as an adult with a fully developed long nose and a
long narrow pink tongue about six inches too long she'd crack you
up with her smile. But things had changed at home. Bob had
moved out.

Walter and Maisie kept their routine, but they got relaxed with it.
Maisie didn't get full baths as often, and Walter didn't shave every
day. On those days when he wasn't on camera, nobody even no-
ticed.

In her fourth year, Maisie presented with horrible environmental al-
lergies. Her paws were raw, itchy and red at their worst after
walking outside. Walter tried a number of meds but nothing was
working. That's when he had to step up and be Maisie's caregiver.
He'd doctor her paws daily with diluted Chlorhexidine or give her a
footbath in Epsom salts, rub coconut oil on the skin between her
pads and toes and put socks on her overnight. This went on for six
months—through the hot summer and a snowless fall and early
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winter. She was such a good patient, but he wasn't always the good
doctor, and he always regretted it later. Once the ground was finally
covered in snow in late January, the skin healed and the fur grew
back in.

By the end of the following year, a new vet and a new treatment
had brought Maisie's allergies under control. The verdict wasn't
pronounced until the end of that summer, and it had been another
long summer, as Walter had been doubtful that they’d ever find a
long-term treatment.

By the time Walter and Maisie stepped off the driveway and onto
the sidewalk, the rain started coming down in buckets. A full bath
day for sure. No shortcuts today. The girl had to have her walkies.
The ancient posties’ motto was his: “Neither snow nor rain nor heat
nor gloom of night.” And so they went, through the park across to
Sunset and back by way of Sawyer and Sandalwood. Only 45
minutes today, and she was on the deck getting a thorough down-
to-the-skin bath with oatmeal shampoo. It was a three-towel job.
Followed up by the hairdryer (set to cool) to dry between the toes
and pads—a tip he’d picked up from another dog walker back dur-
ing the bad days.

* * *

Rarely was there anything unusual, let alone exciting, going on dur-
ing their walks. Dog walking banter is inescapable and often
painfully drawn out—much more for Walter than Maisie for whom
most of the chatter meant absolutely nothing. However, squirrels in
the park, and their constant chatter were always exciting for Maisie.
Seventy-five pounds of solid muscle could yank your limbs out of
joint if you were caught daydreaming. And it also happened more
than a few times with little yappy dogs and the occasional off-leash
dog—sometimes with and sometimes without the owner—but most-
ly with the ubiquitous Golden Retrievers.
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Around the corner, a new 4,000 square-footer was going up. Mad-
ame Merde’s house knocked down and carried off in bits in just two
days. Kind of ironic to see a colossus being raised on the grounds
that were home to someone for more than 40 years. A grand mon-
ument to some new homeowners’ forever dream . . . maybe. Two
houses down in the opposite direction, is the first big box house in
the area. This is the gas house, so monikered because the first
owners were executives with a giant engineering firm. That was on-
ly 10 years back and there’'ve since been four different sets of
owners, and none of them REITSs.

The sound of Spanish marked this new build on Madame Merde’s
ruins. Lately the government had been mining human resources in
Central America on behalf of the booming housing industry. There’s
a seemingly endless supply of cheap and disposable labour that
can be flown in and out on an as needed basis. Once in a while,
and then only for a day or so, you might see a union organizer’s in-
formation notice posted in multiple languages on a construction
fence. These notices never made to the litter stage as so much else
did.

Just as Walter and Maisie were turning the corner, the guys, six of
them, were raising the first wall. For no particular reason other than
idle curiosity, Walter stopped to watch. The wall was slowly and
steadily raised to about 60 degrees . . . then it abruptly went in re-
verse slipping on the concrete foundation and crashing down. Five
guys were left standing there, dazed. One guy pulled out a cell
phone and was talking to someone—more with his hands than his
voice it seemed. The others had moved to the far side of the house
and were looking down at something.

It was the sixth man. He was down. Not moving. The Spanish grew
louder and frantic. Walter yelled across, holding up his cell phone,
asking if they needed help. The guy on the phone ran over and
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