
BC Spaceman

Lying on English beach waiting for the Digger meal, under the Burrard St Bridge, 
usually only meant sand in your shoes and over cooked rice. Hot days in the sun could 
warm you to your soul, but the damp of Vancouver fills you with the smell of dead fish. I 
was using a beached log for head rest. There were other young people standing, or laying in
a loose huddle of like minds surrounded by the more mature street cultured pearls.

Nights on the street selling Georgia Straight Newspapers to the curious and the out 
of towners were more illumining than the average Vancouver light day. 1967 was a time of 
experimentation, reality was plasterscène. Some were swimming, some were surfing; some 
were over their heads, while others were simply lost in space.

Those early days of maturity made every new event a complete surprise, a day never
seen before. These were the heady days of heads and freaks against the besotted machine. 
Moments like this I would learn are the beginning place. It is not boredom it is the turning 
of the page. I looked down the beach and saw another group approaching. One of the group
limped along on crutches. Where are you from, I asked? “Winnipeg,” came the reply. I 
assumed he didn't start the trip on crutches, but no he had. He performed other conjuring 
tricks too. His story began in the middle after his, across country. He had been sitting with 
a crowd down in front of the City Hall building. Nice seats and close to the street of dreams.
Their usual conversations of teenage angst, conspiracies, and utopian wet dreams 
entertained the kooler.

 Their reveries were interrupted by a tall man with a white dog. Both he and the dog
had one green eye and one blue eye. He talked too, but not of this world. The 
Winnipeglegger said the conversation focused on outer space. Not just the near outer space,
but that and even the outer outer space. He was so out there that even his imagination ran 
out of space. 

Lack of belief changed to legend when the spaced man stopped in mid-sentence and 
turned and walked away. So deliberately tangential were his movements that no one looked
at anyone but the person beside or in front of them. When everyone regained their grip on 
the earth and looked around the space the man was disappearing around a corner. As they 
rushed in pursuit they rounded the space-time continuum to find thin air. A search of the 
bushes left only mystery. This was held out to me as proof that we are not alone on space 
ship earth. A reality crippling assumption, leading further away from, here and now, I 
heard the piper and knew the song.

Time passes with such assurance that its quality deserves immortality, but here I am
years later and I can only remember ghosts. I do remember selling underground 
newspapers on warm sultry nights in Vancouver. "Get your Hippie smut!" Vague memories
of very strange night people and clearer memories of very vague people still haunt me. I 
have been educated to assume nothing.

I was young enough to have a grasp on boredom. Now, I have lost the ability to 
understand it. I see wonder in every mote of dust. Youth is something to not lose to the 
mundane and to that direction I sought hitch hiking. Hitching a ride was a seeking of other 
lives, little passages of interest and dismissal. I heard the stories of soldiers, sailors, and 
bureaucrats. Some sounded the same and some poked you in the eye.

It looked like a rare but not unusual ride. I did occasionally get picked up by a 
woman; it was the sixties after all, but usually not.



She was young, too young to be tired. While I said where I was going, which was just
a place to return from; she seemed too exhausted to care. Too bored in my estimation, since
that was all I could observe. I decided to cheer her up with some of my tales. She didn't 
care about the spaceman no matter how I drew out the plot. She finally looked over at me 
and said, "I know he is in the back seat." When I looked over the seat there was a man 
laying on the back seat and a white dog lying on the floor. How I had missed them getting 
in was disconcerting, the radio was not on that loud. Nevertheless, there he was looking at 
me with one green eye and one blue and his best friend held a matching set. "Too much is 
never enough," he said. He said that quite often during my hike. He looked so ordinary. He 
could be a political analysis, a bartender, a dentist. I still thought long hair meant outside 
the box. He was definitely not a boxer, but she was his handler.

I sat with rapt attention and luck tumbled the story out
fairly quickly. I breathed again when I figured out the whole
thing had been planned. She had been waiting with the engine
running for the mad dash.

I rode on for another fifteen minutes and heard the
dedication of a true waster of life and time. His happiness was his
own. He swam with seals in the park after hours. He
experimented with various drugs in a recreational way. He was
happy, but she could not afford a smile as she dropped me and
turned back to her charge. It’s lonely in outer space, in a vacuum
no one can hear you laugh, the last laugh is on us alone.
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