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Time is not recyclable

“In knowledge imagination serves the understanding,
whereas in art understanding serves the imagination.”
- Immanuel Kant
&
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Preface
&
Despite two people taking very different paths through life, it is possible for them to reach the
same conclusions using different reasoning. For example it is common for brothers to live
different lives through their life: one taking a somewhat domestic path to provide security and to
lay down roots, and the other brother taking a path of swashbuckling adventure and reckless
irresponsibility to provide inspiration and enlightenment by creating an original life philosophy.
These were the two extremes that logically lead to the distance that grew between my identical
twin brother Doppel and me when he was overseas working and traveling for more than fifteen
years. I on the other hand remained in Toronto working at a local newspaper trying to save
money and build a life. Varying degrees of success kept me there longer than I expected all the
while knowing my brother was off on some grand adventure. I both ridiculed and envied the life
he had chosen, causing me anxiety and some distress when viewing my own life and
accomplishments compared with his. But when an opportunity arose to visit him, I seized it with
alacrity.

Most people believe they’ll live out their lives ‘til old age but it doesn’t always work out that
way. And this truth is seldom reflected in the study of philosophy. This book addresses this
issue, particularly as it related to my brother and me.
I might want to begin by establishing the reasons for this document. Firstly, I wanted to capture
my emotional journey with my brother during our time together to try to find solace from our
time on motorcycles in the mountains of Taiwan, as well as the intellectual journey we took
together. The other reason was to record the main points of a book Doppel (as I called him) had
written (and not published) himself. He said it was a summation of his journal entries that he
called The Viking-Poet Handbook. I read it all in one night and dismissed it as mad hyperbole,
but somehow and for some reason I didn’t know, it lingered in my mind and pried into my
thoughts. It upset me at first; causing me to be more forceful in my dealings with others.
Like me he had been a philosophy major at university, but unlike me he had kept with it, reading
the big names and applying their ideas to his life to see if they were valid and sound or not. In the
process he developed his own life philosophy he called Zeitqualia.
It was when I informed him he would be having a visitor in Taipei that he immediately sent me a
copy of this self-written book The Viking-Poet Handbook.
The book was never meant to be published. It was Doppel’s personal effort to come to grips with
who he was and what he believed. It was the supreme distillation of hard-earned conclusions that
began when he was studying philosophy at university. He had always been a bit of a maniac so I
wasn’t that surprised that it was an extreme attempt at being a disciple of Friedrich Nietzsche.
But I would also say it was Pirsigian – an effort to establish a system of morality (like Robert
Pirsig) that bites holes in the traditional moral commandments of our era. Most of all though, the
handbook was brave and honest, and that’s why I liked it.
Of course he had sent it to me so I would read it and discuss it with him, which was all right with
me since I did want to understand it. I also wanted to know how he had come to believe in it. I
wanted to hold a mirror up and see my own true thoughts on the matter.
The Viking-Poet Handbook was a collection of philosophical insights with interspersed poems
and aphorisms, and was about fifty pages. He warns in the Forward about the content of the
handbook:
Distanced from academic argument, I labored ahead and discarded all that was unneeded,
digesting all that fit into my own web of belief. Truth expressed herein is seen and understood
and adopted for the betterment of self despite the currents of injustice and delayed fruition in our
zeitgeist.
When I first read these words, I could tell he had been reading Nietzsche. We both took an
existentialism course at university so I knew the language and could sense it in the undercurrent
of his tone.
Wisdom was the main theme in the opening chapter, but there was a ruthless undercurrent to the
sharpness of his words. It was like an enter-at-your-own-risk feeling that cautioned you to go on
carefully, making sure you didn’t miss a step.
It started out with these lines:

An artificial handle holds until you splash literate,
First instinct shoves the fruit of spent skepticism aside,
Liberation from the overseer reminds the soul of empowerment,
And all of life’s conundrums land into an open palm.
Some understand but don’t do,
Some want to do but are unable,
Some begin with an open field,
But loose balance from the middle.
Confidence comes from fullness,
Centeredness springs from balance,
Experience dictates endurable perspective,
But talent wins all wars.
Maybe my twin brother had found that life in Taiwan was a fit for him, and this book was his
song of celebration of that discovery. Maybe Taiwan had given him the space to become who he
was without the hindrances of western morality and conventions. My feeling was that having that
Yamaha 135cc motorcycle of his had something to do with it. After seven years in the mélee of
Taipei, if you read some of Nietzsche’s more empowering work you can end up in a pretty
extreme corner with a severe need for expression.

PART ONE
Taiwan, Republic of China, 1999

Chapter One
The Earthquake
&
He had changed. I could see it in the strength of his person but I couldn’t tell what it was that had
changed. Something in the eyes. I hadn’t seen my brother since he left for Asia seven years ago
but I could sense a new aspect to him, and since I was his identical twin it bothered me that I
wasn’t able to identify what it was that had changed.
It was certainly in character that he didn’t meet me at the airport. Just wasn’t his thing. Think he
said he was teaching. But I found his apartment up in the mountains just on the outskirts of
Taipei, a penthouse with balcony. Rustic. Concrete. Paint peeling just like the other buildings
around it.
“Stüffle! Long time, bro.” Brotherly hug. “Look at you, all clean shaven and clean cut.” Doppel
had long hair and a goatee, almost a hippie. They must be pretty desperate for English teachers if
he has a job. Or he’s a damn fine teacher! He wore Birkenstock sandals and a stained t-shirt, his
shorts cut-offs that were once beige and pleated dress pants. He had become part of the local
culture and had dispensed with the clean-cut button-downs and polished presentation of the west.

“Well it’s all relative. Never seen your hair so long. Look, you have some white in your beard.”
He seemed taller somehow, bigger. Had more gravitas.
“Must be thirsty after that always-lovely twelve-hour flight. How many movies did you get to
watch?” Shook my head.
“A couple. Crappy Hollywood formulaic fluff. Read instead and then slept, but those earphones
hurt my ears.”
“Argh! Gotta toughen ya up a bit, non? Taiwan is full of earphones that hurt your ears. Lots of
things are barely functional, just part of life here.” Stepped into his top-floor apartment and it
was a mess - an organized mess. He had Pingying characters plastered to the walls in an effort to
learn Mandarin. No TV. Nothing but a couch, a desk, a functional kitchen, bathroom and
bedroom with a mattress. Very no frills.
“Never seen so many scooters and motorbikes in my life,” I said. “Seriously, I saw a family of
five on a scooter.”
“Sounds about right.” Smiling at the culture shock.
And so it went that night during our visit, but after a number of beers and talking, I was
preparing for bed when an earthquake hit.
“What is that? A subway going under us?” I said.
“It’s an earthquake. They happen all the time here. No big deal.” Casual. But I was riveted to the
couch amazed at what an earthquake felt like. After about ten seconds the shaking gained
momentum and sent the fear of death into me because it felt like the apartment began to sway.
“Shouldn’t we…” I ran to the doorway at the balcony but was convinced the apartment was
about to buckle. I grabbed the threshold but went back to the couch because it felt like the entire
balcony was about to crack and fall five floors down to the street.
“It’s a long one, man. Wow!” The shaking lasted twenty seconds, the last ten seconds were really
rough.
“You’re saying that was normal?”
“I enjoy the earth shaking under my feet.” He was hardly rattled from what I was to learn the
next day, was one of the world’s worst earthquakes of the year.
“I think at about the 15-second mark that I thought the house might cave in!” I said.

Chapter Two
The Rescue Mission
&
Tired from the plane ride I slept-in the next morning. Doppel had gone to work but was back
within the hour.

“Von Schöngait, everything is shut down because of the earthquake,” he said. “No work today or
tomorrow for me. Schools are closed because the city has lost power, so there’s only one thing to
do.” Using my nickname for the first time in years, I knew he was up to mischief.
“And what’s that?”
“To take a road trip.”
“Road trip? What are you talking about? And what do you mean there’s no work?”
“With the schools closed and no one out on the streets, it’s a chance to ride into the mountains
and try to help out with the rescue effort in Puli, which is where the epicenter is. Puli I reckon is
about 200 kilometers south from where we are here in Taipei. It’s right in the middle of the
island.”
I looked outside noticed a complete lack of traffic on the main street. In fact there was an eerie
silence, which contrasted with the non-stop buzz I had been exposed to since landing in the
country.
“Um, you’re talking about motorbikes right? Well I don’t have one.”
“Well you’re in luck. I have my old one sitting out there that I haven’t sold yet. Works fine.
Front shocks are a bit stiff but it runs well and it’s comfy.” Like Doppel, I rode motorcycles but I
hadn’t been on one in many years.
“Does it have valid papers and a license plate?”
“It does have a licence plate, yes. But I don’t think they’ll be any cops out there ‘cause the streets
are closed. The highways are closed. Besides, they don’t pull over foreigners here. I’ve been
pulled over maybe five times since I’ve been here and every time when they see I’m a foreigner
they’ve let me go.”
“And why’s that?”
“Because they can’t speak English and don’t want to lose face. Besides, it’s too much paperwork
for them.”
I wondered how long it would be before power was restored, but it didn’t matter. Doppel was
one of those guys who didn’t think about tomorrow. He was a man who saw only the day in front
of him formulating a way of making the most of it.
“I must say it would be cool to take a trip on the bikes together.”
“We’d probably take the Central Mountain Highway right through the mountains. Good ride, but
there could be some aftershocks.”
“But it’s closed?”
“Yep, but no problem. If they have put up any roadblocks we can ride around them on our bikes.
I spoke to someone who was also at the school this morning and heard that there is an
international rescue effort underway. We could help the rescue crew that is supposed to be
landing today in Taichung. Most of the crew is from Europe so it would be fun to see some
Europeans for a change. It might be a good adventure. What else are we going to do?” What was

funny about what he said was that I knew he was more interested in riding the highways as the
aftershocks hit rather than rescuing anyone trapped in buildings in Puli. He was always after the
adventure first, before the rescue.
“I can’t think of any reason why we shouldn’t,” I finally said. “Any idea of the severity of the
quake?”
“I heard it measured 7.6 on the Richter scale,” he replied.
“7.6!”
“Not small. Apparently there have been over a thousand deaths reported.”
It was only then that I realized the seriousness of this Act of God. It might take a couple of days
before things were up and running again.
“Your old bike is safe?”
“Of course it is. You in?” For a moment I didn’t know why I was resisting the opportunity.
“Yes, count me in.” What else am I going to do, wait to die?
“Bring warm clothes. It could be a few days, this trip. You never know. Bring that book I gave
you so we can talk about it during the trip.”
“The Viking-Poet Handbook?”
“Yes. But by all means make sure you bring enough warm clothes. Mountain riding can be
chilly.” September in Taiwan was hot. More hyperbole?
“Do you have an extra jacket?”
“I do. Do you have a decent pair of sunglasses?”
“I do.”
“Good. Crucial piece of equipment. And I think I have some gloves.” Doppel packed all that we
required for the road trip: compass, sleeping bags, gloves, bungee cords, map, wool sweaters and
other items. Motorcycling in Taiwan had taught him what we needed. I watched him pack the
items neatly into his knapsack.
“Actually I heard from another dude when I parked my motorbike that the body count is higher
than a thousand. It’s something like 1500 dead right now.” Just then, as we both stood in the
apartment, an aftershock hit. It lasted for four or five seconds.
“That’s creepy,” I said.
“There may be a lot more of those before the trip is through. Should make the riding more of a
challenge.”

&

Once packed and outside at the motorcycles, I admired his bike. Doppel had just purchased a
second-hand Yamaha DT 175, and on/off road motorbike with knobbies and big front fender.
“Snagged it for a steal,” he said. “This American teacher left the school and gave me the bike to
sell but I kept it ‘cause it’s so much fun to ride. I shot him some cash but he didn’t care. But
seriously, that bike you’re on is great. I’ve ridden it for seven years. Very reliable.” It was a fullsize bike but it was only 135cc. But it fit well.
“Power interruptions have happened before from past earthquakes and typhoons, and they tend to
take a few days to get back online, so my intuition tells me that it could be the rest of the week
before I have to return to work.”
“Sounds good bro. I’ll be following you.”
“I’m glad you’re here my brother,” he said, eyes sparkling in the sun, his hidden youthfulness
now emerging in the light. “Ready to push off?” I wish I could have seen us from a distant
perspective: us twins, tall and strong, standing there in this foreign land about to ride through a
battered and scattered road through the heart of Taiwan’s mountains.
“Yes, all set.”
We rode through the empty streets of the capital. Market stalls were desolate except for skinny
dogs nibbling at leftovers from the previous day. Streetlights were without power and stores
closed. It was surreal. Finding a gas station open, we filled up and then left for Highway 112. In
minutes we were outside of the city, forest patches thickened that spread out over the growing
steepness of the mountain steppe. Rocks and broken branches littered the road. Doppel stopped
at the end of a bridge and waved me over.
“Listen, there will be lots of fallen branches and debris on the road so let’s take it easy. Stay well
behind me so you can see what’s coming up, okay?”
“Will do.” Swift current below the bridge could be heard above the engines, its water cold that I
could feel against my cheeks. I was wearing an old helmet but Doppel wasn’t. He had attached
his helmet to the strap on his knapsack so it dangled beside him as he rode, sufficiently out of the
way but there in case the police pulled him over.
“This road leads to the Central Mountain Highway which should be closed so the traffic will be
non-existent. So let’s relax and cruise baby!” The sun was reaching its midday arc.
“Wait. I need to take my sweater off.” I put it into my knapsack that I had bungeed to my back
seat. I then glanced at my watch. “Yes, it’s time. Let’s do it bro!” I let out the throttle and rode
beside him.
“There are people trapped under fallen buildings in Puli and they need our help!” he yelled. We
set out on the highway riding south for the epicenter.

Chapter Three
Time Beef
&
At the foot of the mountains were a labyrinth of intermittent riverbeds carved out over centuries
to handle the spring runoff. My engine hummed like mechanical poetry up and down the
meandering mountainside road, past waterfalls and fallen rocks. There were no foothills to ride
up; Taipei was built amongst the steep mountains that defined the island. The road just started
penetrating the exposed rock of the mountains within minutes of leaving Doppel’s apartment.
We splashed through puddles as we followed a river with water the color of sand, taking snug
turns and rolling through tunnels, cool and shaded. Low clouds kissed the green slope of
mountain range too steep for the foot of man but covered in trees. The toxic tongue of the city’s
exhaust didn’t reach the flourishing fauna here in this part of the country.
I trailed ten yards behind Doppel along the spine of Isle Formosa through shantytowns like Tahsi
and Fushing and across bridges and past temples nestled in nests of bamboo and palm trees.
September in Taiwan was a time when the vegetation was dying and the rich smell of fall was
thick. I sensed a laziness in the mountains as if now resigned, waiting for the cold of winter to
arrive, a resignation to the inevitable, which made me feel like we were moving into the
forbidden shires while no one was looking. Eerie. But thrilling.

After a few hours on the road I saw the first open crack in the pavement from the earthquake. We
stopped to look at it where a steep creek ran into the river we had been following. The scene was
so beautiful it had to be savored.
There hadn’t been one vehicle on the highway.
“I think the rocks are the most dangerous thing right now,” said Doppel. “But you can benefit
from my lead. Just follow my path and it will be safe for you. Don’t forget I know these roads. I
come up here after the pubs close just to ride.”
“I can,” I said, laughing. We walked to the fissure in the pavement and had a smoke. “Mini San
Andreas Fault.”
“There should be more of these the closer we get.” The terrain was rugged and ancient, and there
were whispers in the ethers that I could sense but not hear.
We refilled our water bottles in the mountain stream and splashed our faces. Drying in the sun
only took a few minutes so high up. My hands were already stiff from the throttle and the
maneuvering. I was used to pushing pencils, not handlebars up mountains dodging fallen debris.
As we were drying in the sun I spoke thus:
“So about your little book you did. It’s all pretty hard core you know. All that stuff about Viking
morality.”
“What? The Viking theme? Or should I say, the philosophical importance of an exploit to a
Viking?”
“Yes, that’s what I was thinking. That voice.”
“Well, I used that because the Viking character symbolizes all that is healthy in man. He is in
touch with his hearty instincts and is not afraid to affirm his own morality onto the world he sees.
And besides, we happen to be a Vikings only we’re living a thousand years after our heyday.”
We both stared at the glistening water in the river.
“Have you read it?” he asked. “The whole thing?”
“I’ve read it, yes.”
“And?”
“It ticked me off a little actually, to be honest. Some of these rules you have for members of this
Viking-Poet Club seem a bit… a bit polemic.”
“Well, if you read it out of context it might seem that way. Like if you flip it forward and read
parts without reading the parts before, because the whole thing evolves like one long equation in
a series of deductions.”
“You mean like Wittengenstein’s Tractatus?”
“Yeah, a bit. All I wanted to do was to distill the wisdom of life. That’s it. And how the getting
of wisdom enhances our ability to enjoy the art of living.”
“Sounds pretty innocent, but some of those passages aren’t. They’re forceful.”

“One should never write in the passive voice.” He grinned. Always been like that. Didn’t ever
respond cowardly to suggestion or innuendo. Or ridicule veiled as honest feedback.
Restless on the deserted road, Doppel rock-hopped up the fast-moving creek with me following
behind him. Out of breath after a short distance, he stopped. Took out a smoke and lit it as he
stood on a stone with the running clarity of water underneath his feet.
“This is beautiful dude,” I said. “Didn’t know this country had such beauty.”
“Here, give me the handbook for a moment,” he said. I rustled it out of my jacket and handed it
to him. “Here, read this part.” He held up the book as if it were the Bible.
Opportunity and circumstance provide the template;
Situational pressures test the fat of successful employment of the Golden Mean.
The delicate application of wisdom is the Mean’s actual progression that begs no fanfare
because wisdom has its own indigenous humility.
Wisdom ceases to be a medal or trophy once it is attained;
Indeed it becomes a primary guiding force in life, like extra IQ.
The wise carry an extra stick to fight all that wisdom dislikes.
Having that which commands respect is something that forever removes the wise from the
ordinary.
Those who have wisdom look for this Mark of Cain in others,
And those who have yet to solidify that insight shun the wise,
For fear of exposing their foolishness,
And their unfounded notions of close-minded epistemology.
Wisdom, in short, is that which separates all men from each other,
And places them either at odds with or in sync with others and the evolution of self.
Hearing about wisdom beside the waterfall was surreal, but it deserved a reply. I stroked my chin
and looked up.
“I’ve always looked at wisdom as the conquering of one’s natural antagonism towards the
passing of time.” Doppel nodded.
“Yes.”
“Once the insight into what is wise and what is foolish is attained, all decisions and actions
adhere to the bird’s eye view of time. This affects how one governs their life because they exist
in a new frame of time reference.” The sound of water was the only thing I could hear for a
moment as he thought it through.
“And why does man have a natural inclination of antagonism towards time?”
“Because time is finite: it’s the most expensive thing a man can spend. It is the one thing that we
cannot control and yet is passing all the time. And because it can’t be controlled, it is regarded
with a mild form of resentment.”
“Well, yes. I can see that.”

“Most importantly, the bigger decisions involving one’s destiny march to the sound of a different
drum. Employing a time-friendly frame of mind encourages the calmness of a sage; an ease of
being that is based on a fear that has been overcome. All becomes attainable in the wise man’s
world. Each action is deliberate and calm and done with purpose. That fear of missing out and
making mistakes is quelled so a peace of mind can rule with foresight. The philosopher-king can
finally take his throne and conduct life in adherence to what will be tomorrow and in the years to
come.” I hadn’t ever expressed this idea before, and I was thankful I had someone in this world
who wasn’t afraid to listen to my preachy words.
And also put his philosophy training into practice.
We walked down to our motorcycles.
“Sounds like you have a time beef with your idea of wisdom,” said Doppel. “Maybe that’s a
difference between us? I think I’ve always had a benevolent relationship with Lady Time for she
is the master of all things.”
He started his motorbike with one kick and grinned, slipped it into gear and let out his clutch,
leaving me there in the dust.

Chapter Four
The Art of Motorcycling
&
Back on the highway and taking tight corners twisting up the mountain, we rode beside what was
becoming a gorge. Valleys and lagoons tantalized the eye, artwork of geology’s hand was
fingerprinted in every curve. The smooth hum of the engines became almost tangible as my fourstroke Honda climbed up the mountainside like a snake slithering and weaving. I relegated my
helmet to an out-of-the-way position attached to my knapsack strap the same as Doppel, the wind
now flowing through my hair.
As I rode there were two things on my mind: Doppel’s ‘Viking Exploits’ and the proper
functioning of my motorcycle. Of more importance was the engine not breaking down, but I was

more fascinated with the ‘Exploit Chapter’ in the Handbook because this was precisely what we
were doing right now: an exploit. I recalled some passages. ‘For the Viking-philosopher an
exploit is like candy: it’s a piece of knowledge to be unwrapped upon perpetration.’ This was the
line that was ricocheting in my mind. The deeper I rode into the Hsientun Mountain Range, the
more I ruminated about what this meant.
‘Exploits call forth the best in the Viking, inviting a chance to see hidden abilities and dormant
gifts. For a Nietzschean Viking, another exploit inches him closer to the much-coveted notion of
objectivity. For the Religious Viking, it is an opportunity to toy with fate as well as come into
contact with God. For the Viking Scientist, it is an opportunity to test hypotheses and witness the
laws of nature in play.’ Each line throughout the chapter simply opened another door inside my
head.
‘For the Loner Viking, an exploit is a time of reflection-and-mulling while laughing-and-doing in
a peaceful silence. For the Carpe Diem Viking, the given adventure is always an once-in-alifetime occurrence special for its uniqueness. For the Bored Viking, it is the ideal slot of
experiential time to explore new colors and regain the magic of novelty.’
Ah Doppel, what have you done? So crazy and extreme, and yet the truth resonated deeply
within my brain.
Let me say that the Handbook was an attempt to define those qualities most desirable to be
admitted as a member of the Viking-Poet’s Club, so there are chapters set aside to outline what it
is to be an acceptable candidate. It explained the moral code that best exemplifies that which is
held highest to the Viking. It is the moral ideal, like Nietzsche’s übermensch but more
adventuresome and poetic, without the needless politics.
It was a document that expressed the morality best suited for character to flourish and achieve in
this world.
Both being fans of Schopenhauer, I knew it was his own World as Will and Idea.
The club motto was “Live your life like a work of art.” Yes Doppel, this was true. And this was
art: this motorcycle mission in the aftermath of what would be remembered as the 9/21
Earthquake (because it happened on September 21, 1999).
Doppel’s accumulation of knowledge and his nurturing of ideas had led him to need form of
expression. His seclusion in the mountains was a retreat from a dangerous societal collectivism
that stunted originality and flourishment of the individual. So to ensure the survival of his own
soul he had become a man of solitude in a foreign country where he didn’t speak the language.
This work was the result of this life apart and in the mountains. It was him screaming from the
rooftops to those who screamed within for meaning in a world void of excellence and
individualism.
I was jolted out of my revelry and ruminations by the aftershocks that rumbled under my wheels
again and again, moving around my back tire as if it was momentarily flattening. It was
dangerous not because of the movement of the earth and losing control of your motorcycle, but
because of the falling rocks. The greatest potential for disaster was after an aftershock beside a
rocky mountain slope. On one occasion a rock whizzed by my ear so close that I could hear it.

Still I didn’t put on my helmet, but it was enough for Doppel to signal and pull over just out of
reach of the rockslide.
“We’ve been working the engines for four hours so we should giv’em a rest.”
“Sure,” I said. “My brakes are losing their grip a bit. A few of those corners were kind of scary.”
I could feel the red burn on my cheeks from the sun. I chose not to share my close call with the
falling rock that just missed my head moving as fast as a speeding bullet.
Doppel relaxed on a rock facing the valley. The roar of nearby waterfall seemed to shake the
stone that I sat on.
“I’ve been thinking of the Viking Exploit chapter of your handbook.”
“Yes.”
“Some of your points have taken root in me and I cannot seem to shake them loose.”
“Such as?”
Looking at the Handbook, I selected a few of the Viking passages and read:
“’For the Old Viking, an exploit is a time to recover lost youth through the timeless thrill of
challenging adventure.’” Shook my head and smiled. “’For the Artist Viking, it’s a bouquet of
multi-colored images in symmetry, mise-en-scene and the angle of light. For the Adventurous
Viking, it is an opportunity to push the envelope, cover new ground and graduate to the next
level.’ Wait,” I said, “isn’t an ‘Adventurous Viking’ a synonymous double whammy?”
“It’s true. Yes, it is.” His eyes opened a little wider for a moment when he looked at me. “I think
you’re the only person who has ever read my book.” Didn’t seem to bother him in the slightest.
“You could say it’s sort of growing on me a bit.”
“You mention the Viking exploit?” He raised an eyebrow now keen to disseminate. “Exploits are
the Viking’s bread and butter. Both meaning and art are rich when the Viking undertakes an
adventure. A crucial source of personal identity and self-esteem, exploits provide the means for
acting on healthy instincts. They are actions where he makes his own rules and acts under no
overseers other than God, or Odin in this case. I would say that the freedom of how to execute an
exploit feeds the creative need of the beautiful blonde beast, to quote Nietzsche. The exploit is
his vehicle to express that which he considers play.”
“Yes, I’m gathering that.”
“See? Even for the Morose Viking, an exploit is a time to try to get at the root of his sadness
while pumped up about the playfulness of the adventure. And for the Student Viking, it’s when
he can procrastinate and still better himself in mind and body, and forget about his exams.”
“You’re a strange guy Ace.”
“No matter how you slice it, an exploit is always a chance to improve your situation. It’s a bluechip positive. Without the playful flourish, the child within the man becomes dormant; without
the lightness of spirit, actions are perpetrated with lead shoes. The spirit of poetry is demoted to

the mechanics of war and cold execution. Without the exploit outlet the man soon becomes sick
in spirit and unable to smile.”
“And what about our present exploit? How does that fit in?”
“In every way I’ve mentioned. It is, in a word, a healthy road trip. It is in the art of perpetrating
an exploit that the Viking can realize his full potential.” He took out a smoke. We both listened
to the engines creak as they cooled down in the mountain shade and breeze coming through the
valley.
“Turn it to page 38,” he said. “‘Road-tripping Rules.’” I flipped it to the list on page 38. I hadn’t
read the full list but was confident I was aware of all the equipment needed for such a motorcycle
trip.
“Shall I?”
“Yes. These are the tools required for a motorcycle exploit properly executed.”
I read like a student to a professor:

Road-Tripping Rules

passing trucks wide berth
– tops and bottoms
wool socks
heat

au naturale music
bring a bulky jacket

and volcanic ash
Never climb when you could be one gear lower

ss on your watchstrap

“Question. Eye tackle?”
“Well, yeah, eye tackle, kind of like wedding tackle.” Still, I was perplexed. “Eyewear.”
“I must admit, there were a few items on the list I hadn’t thought of.”
One thing I didn’t know before I came to Taiwan was how his motorcycling had become a
source of great meaning. It was as if his riding was a composition and he was the composer. I
had always loved riding ever since Doppel and I had minibikes as kids growing up. Like life
itself, motorcycling was a thrill that could only be experienced alone. Doubling someone on a
motorcycle trip was cumbersome and took away from the ride. Alone on the bike one could
follow their own way without infringement.
“What you should have in the handbook is an overview of what you need on a motorcycle
journey to make sure your vehicle doesn’t break down.”
“So it doesn’t break down. Hmmm. Such as?”
“If I were to have a list, the primary item of top importance is oil. This is the oil that lubricates
the walls of the two-cylinders that enables the pistons to work at their most efficient and reduces
friction on the cylinder walls that directly cut down the heat generated by the pistons.”
“Well, yes. Overheating is indeed a potential problem along the peaks and valleys we’ve
traversed across the mountain range already.”
“Also, oil quality is a factor,” I said. “Instead of half-miling it, go to the Honda dealership and
buy the factory type four-stroke, two-cylinder engine oil that was made for this specific engine.”
“Yes, good point. I see you have found an exploit that interests you.”
“Just as important is the oil for the gears. Lubricating the transmission from the copious gear
shifting we’re doing to negotiate these peaks and dips. Simply put, without sufficient gear oil
riding a motorcycle could turn into a truly painful experience.”
“We should add this under ‘Viking Motorcyclists.’ I might have missed that grouping.”
“Of other primary importance,” I went on, “is having the front and back brakes tightened. A
small wrench is required.”
“And we shouldn’t forget oiling the chain.”
“No, we shouldn’t.” I drank some water and looked across the valley and saw a corner in the
road a few kilometers away.
“Also, with constant turning, especially downhill turns, tires need to be filled up to a firm
pressure. They shouldn’t be too low so the tire could actually fold or crease during the pressure
of a turn, or too high that it would pop if it hits a pothole or bump in the road.”
Doppel swung his arms around, getting the stiffness out of his body. “Go on,” he said.
“The clutch should be tight so as not to strip the gears.”
“Indeed.”

“Other things of consideration are the tightening of the steering column, wheel alignment, and
effective front mirrors, functioning lights and blinkers.”
“Of course.”
“I don’t know about you but my back tire pressure is the one thing I’m aware of most right now
because of the aftershocks. It feels like it’s loose, like riding on bubble-gum tires, especially
when I’m taking a corner and the aftershock hits. A loose back tire could cause the back wheel to
shift onto the rim causing a possible tire blowout. The fact is that I may have a slow leak. It’s a
pretty old bike. How old is this baby by the way?”
“Twelve years old. Seen a lot of action.” Having a possible slow leak made me think of the
possibility of becoming stranded on the mountainside with a flat tire and unable to speak the
language. I kept the concern in the back of my mind because there was a fine line between
worrying about something that in fact may never occur and being cognizant of a potential
occurrence.
“Well, do you think you have a slow leak then?” he asked.
“It’s a possibility I’d say, unless there have been many aftershocks.”
“There have been many dude.”
“Pretty hard-core.”
“Well, riding requires clarity of the moment and sharpness of perception. And this is hindered by
anyone who worries about unrealized phantoms.”
“I see your point, certainly.”
“These are the demands of excellence in motorcycling.”
“And enjoying the smells and colors and mountain views.”
“Very important point, yes.”
Self-contained and easy to maintain, the motorcycle was my instrument to write the verse of my
adventure. It was an entity of freedom without glass windows cutting off my immediate intimacy
with the world. The smells and temperatures intermingled with side winds that disheveled my
hair was the ‘why’ of motorcyclists. I knew from the look in his eye that Doppel too was in his
element on a motorcycle because like his life, the danger was indivisible from the ride. Doppel
had come to regard danger as the ingredient that enhanced the thrill. Without danger an exploit
was flat, like life without death. He thrived on danger as a reminder of his mortality.

Chapter Five
21st-Century Man
&
I rode with one eye on the road and one eye on the old villages and pagodas we passed, the steep
precipices enticing a fever of recklessness within me. Fresh mountain air and a sprinkle of rain
against my face, I carved my corners through hazardous civil engineering and saw why the
Portuguese called Taiwan ‘Beautiful Island.’ Everywhere I looked it was a scene of natural
beauty. No pollution. No traffic. No buildings. Only Mother Nature’s portrait of a peaceful
mountainous island. But the road was now showing severe signs of earthquake debris. Despite
this Doppel and I cruised through damp tunnels past barking dogs and swift streams. The
obstacles on the road didn’t slow us down because we rode in third gear, dodging the rocks and
broken boughs with poise. I witnessed Doppel’s riding prowess and realized he had become an
artist on his motorcycle, that he used it as an instrument to enhance and evolve his person, his
spirit and everything related to the nurturing of his soul.
A Robert Browning line came into my mind:
My stress lay on incidents in the
Development of the human soul,
Little else is worth study.

This was Doppel’s primary dictum, and why he chose to spell out the moral code for
membership to the Viking-Poet Club. For example, in the Handbook he writes that it is strongly
recommended to locate in a foreign country so that a new culture forces you to adapt yourself to
your new environment. This begins the process of tapping into your instincts. Viking-Poet
members choose books over television, art and philosophy over science and technology, and
continually strive to build their knowledge about all facets of life. A member should have the
inherent equipment to survive in all corners of the world without the help of others so that not
one place but rather the planet itself is your home where you are comfortable in all geographies.
He states that top-level task of all members is to earn wisdom upon completing an exploit in
which he has freedom of movement using self-sufficient means.
Execution of all exploits must be done poetically.
And while endeavoring in an exploit, members should remember the Viking-Poet Club mission
statement: “Become who you are!”
I slipped it into fifth gear going down a hill and curving through a small village passing a huge
temple painted with green dragons, and Gods holding their long beards in their hand. We stopped
there to refuel.
“Anything you want to say about exploits before we move on to the next chapter in the
Handbook?” I asked.
“Well, yes. Some basic stuff,” he replied. “First, what is an exploit? It is an act or a deed,
especially a brilliant or heroic one, from the Old French word esploit. In Latin it is explicitum,
neutral past participle of explicare, which means to unfold. The verb of explicare is explicate: to
make clear the meaning of; explain. To unfold.” He spoke as if he were a hippie professor as he
stood beside his Yamaha DT 175. “So you see an exploit is an action whereby something unfolds
that also explains, perhaps something about the character or the nature of the deed. Regardless, at
the end of every exploit is something gained and explained.”
“That’s not in the book.”
“No, I didn’t put definitions in the book. It’s too time-consuming.”
“Anything else?”
“Well, yes. Every exploit needs a primary objective that serves to satisfy one of man’s natural
instincts. When perpetrating the steps toward the completion of your primary objective, it should
be executed with the utmost incorporation of your own style that can be interpreted as ‘poetic
motion.’ When completed each exploit should yield wisdom - a moral or aspect of enlightenment
that you can apply to the rest of your days. As an absolute master you should tackle exploits that
yield insights that you can use to paint your canvas.”
“Life as a work of art. As in painting on a canvas?”
“Indeed. Strong strokes of the brush.” When his tank was full, he screwed on the cap and parked
beside the temple. There was a large sculpture of Buddha in the middle of the temple with
incense burning.
“What I call the key to the Viking-Poet Club that all prospective members are told is: all
individuals are given the same opportunity to live a life that is extraordinary.”

“Yes, that’s key.” The temple was one of countless temples that were built into almost every
nook and cranny in the landscape since we had left Taipei. This country had the highest templeper-capita rate in the world I was to eventually learn. And sitting beside the Buddha I was still
intrigued with picking Doppel’s brain.
“What’s the first principle?” I asked. “I think I remember reading that there was something about
a first principle.” We stood beside each other looking at Buddha.
“The marrow of strength is born from the healthy expression of instincts. That’s the first
principle, though I like to think it’s to promote one’s originality at all costs.” He looked like he
was making a comment about a pebble in his shoe. “See, there is an art to be had in all aspects of
living, so that all Viking seekers are artists in how they do what they choose to do. Flourishment
of self comes from the self-affirming enjoyment of overcoming obstacles that litter our path.”
“That’s very proactive of you,” I said. “Doesn’t it also say somewhere that the first warning to
members is: always beware of time-stealers.”
“You did read it. I was hoping you had.” He smiled at me with such sincerity it shook me to the
core. I was glad I hadn’t watched that film on the plane and instead read the whole Viking-Poet
Handbook.
“What exactly is a time-stealer then?” We both moved into opposite corners of the temple
courtyard, he stroked his chin and pondered a definition.
“Time can be defined as a period during which something (as an action, process or condition)
exists or continues: an interval comprising of a limited and continuous action, condition, or state
of being; a measured or measurable duration. So you could say a time-stealer is something that
takes away potential action.” Doppel seemed to find this of interest. “I suppose one could also
say time is a unit of duration as a basis of poetic meter.”
“I would say it is the length of the period required for or consumed in performing an action,” I
added.
“Ah! In the words of Henri Bergson: ‘…life is a matter of time rather than of space, it is not
position, it is change; it is not quantity so much as quality; it is not a mere redistribution of
matter and motion, it is fluid and persistent creation.’”
“An exploit as a creative endeavor.”
“Exactly!”
“Speaking of rescue action as a creative endeavor!” We both bowed at Buddha at the same
moment.

&

Out on the road the turns were tight because as the landscape didn’t allow for wide berth, tall
bamboo shoots sprouted outwards into every given space, especially into the path of the

motorcyclist. Now, deep into the Central Mountain Range the steepness was a sight of awe. In
the middle of nowhere was a village built around a creek with small homes supported by
concrete stilts dangling over the water. Vegetation thick off the road, ferns so tall they looked
like palm trees; even the most zealous jungle trekkers couldn’t penetrate this foliage. But it was
the roar of the water under the overhanging concrete homes that made it so unique.
Down the road and over a ridge we found an odd sight. Nestled atop one of the tallest mountains
was a university, a colony of academia perched in the middle of the range. We rode up to the
school but couldn’t see anyone.
“When one yearns for peace and quiet, quiet can be very quiet,” he said. “For someone who is a
tad scared of heights, this has to be the highest university in the world.”
“It’s a far cry from the atmosphere of a big American school with its fraternities and pub
crawls.”
“This is monastic solitude.”
Hua Fan University was built in the plain functional style indigenous to the Chinese of Taiwan,
resolute in its purpose to indulge in the art of teaching. What was most striking was its
remoteness.
“What do students do up here?” The dorms were quiet and halls barren, a stagnant pond
unmanicured, like a ghost town. We sat on the small terrace and looked out to the expansive
mountaintops.
“Recently built, it’s here for the overflow of students from the island,” said Doppel. “It’s for all
those students who didn’t get into one of the big ones around Taipei. Only 30 percent of those
who graduate from high school get into post-secondary education. There simply aren’t enough
schools.”
“I guess you’d either excel in this noiseless setting or go crazy.”
“That’s why the keen ones study English, to try to get into one of the under-attended schools in
the West.”
“Or this one. Leave it to the Chinese to build here. They seem to be a very determined race.”
“No one can ever accuse them of not being industrious. May not have the cream of the crop but
they might nurture a philosopher or poet or two. Hiking could enliven the instincts.”
“Indeed.”
“’Life is short, but truth works far and lives long; let us speak the truth,’ to quote Schopenhauer.”
“Didn’t he also say ‘symmetry is rhythm standing still’?”
“I’ll take your word for it,” said Doppel. Identical twins who both studied philosophy at
university, and were still chewing on its aphorisms and nuggets of wisdom, even here at the top
of a mountain at an abandoned Taiwanese university.
“You mentioned instincts. How exactly would you define ‘instinct’?” I could tell definitions
were tough for him because he took them so seriously.

“Instinct is a natural or inherent aptitude, tendency, impulse, or capacity. As an adjective it’s to
instigate, to incite; impelled by an inner or animating or exciting agency; profoundly imbued
instigation; to implant as animating power. Instincts are largely hereditary and unalterable.”
“A blueprint for behavior.”
“That goes back millennia. Sure. The instinct in man is what governs our behavior during our
earliest years of development. And it should continue to aid in more complex decision-making in
adulthood. It’s a suitcase full of inclinations that contain an entire system of built-in action. An
integral part of our biology.”
“And you argue in your book that the repression of instinct is the source of all psychological
problems.”
“True. Man today, who I refer to in the book as ‘the 21st-century man,’ epitomizes that
repression of instinct. Ignores his instinct; thinks it’s base.” He shook his head. “That really gets
my goat.”
“Yes, there’s a chapter about that in your piece.”
“The 21st-century man thinks mountain bikes are for children and thinks anything to do with the
‘spirit’ or ‘philosophy’ is a form a mental instability!”
“Ignores all that he doesn’t understand,” I said.
“And hasn’t read a novel since high school.” Doppel nodded.
“Most measure their lives as a countdown to cashing in his pension.”
“Fluent in the games people play with each other using deception and manipulation.”
“Always follows rules. Believes everything he reads in the newspapers.”
“Completely unable to understand the ‘NOW’ in time.” This one made us laugh finally.
“Lives in constant fear of the unplanned, like a typhoon.”
“Or earthquake.”
“Avoids debates. Distrusts those of higher education.”
“Has never gone through the metamorphosis of boy to man.”
“Does not have any opinion that differs from the general consensus. Prefers to follow rather than
lead. Acts primarily to please others.”
“Regards his time as something to get through and endured rather than to be valued and
enjoyed.”
“Measures all activities in monetary terms first, and thinks instinct is the urge of lust.”
“Believes Affirmative Action is fair.” That broke him up. When he was laughing it was the first
time the deep sadness of our separation hit me. How I had missed this! Seven years!
“Sounds like we both know who we’re talking about.”

Just then a helicopter flew overhead.
“It’s flying in the direction of Puli,” he said, checking his compass on his wristwatch. “I think
we’re close to Wushe.” The sun was now falling into the western sky.
“Where are we staying tonight?” I put on my wool sweater.
“Who knows? We’ll play it by ear.”
We eased out the clutch at the same time but he took the lead.

Chapter Six
The Havamal
&
The sky darkened fast after six in the mountains with no sign of life I could see.
Seven years ago Doppel had made a choice to get away from the world of the 21st-century man,
a decision that led directly to his current state of existence. He quite seriously regarded himself
as belonging to a different epoch in history, closer to the sea-faring Norwegians a thousand years
ago than the soft-bellied TV-watchers of our current age. So many men today have been lured
away from a passionate life of action, which has caused the 21st-century man to have withered
limbs and a sickly pallor.

It had always saddened and frustrated Doppel to see so many of his old friends fallen weak in
their indolence.
I think the root cause of Doppel’s choice not to conform to the 21st-century sickness had its birth
when he came across the idea of time utility. He realized that if he had fame or fortune or both,
time would still be the most valuable commodity in his life. He didn’t want to be on his deathbed
looking back on his life seeing things he didn’t do. Each person is given the opportunity yet so
many fail to see the wisdom in seizing time to experience the riches life has to offer. He had
declared war on the fool’s life, and in doing so had discovered the poetry inherent in time. And
that, he believed, was the key that unlocked the gates to wisdom.
Doppel had evolved into a philosopher - not an armchair philosopher but a man-of-action
philosopher.
As I face my own life decisions and the opportunity cost of security over adventure, I can now
grasp the profundity of his choice. I hadn’t utilized my time like him. I hadn’t spent it wisely.
And this, more than anything pained me about my own life. It was the tragedy of my life. Where
my brother would be riding a motorcycle in Asia I would be watching a hockey game in Canada
with friends. Doppel hungered for the cusp of the blade to remind him that he was living
dangerously, a reminder that he was still alive. Boredom and normalcy were always and shall
forever be the pillars of his bane.
The fog began as a brief patch of low-hanging cloud that kissed the cheeks of trees but soon the
small cloud patch blossomed into a blinding mountain fog. The darkened upper reaches two
kilometers above sea level presented us with our most challenging element to overcome: lack of
visibility. I wasn’t able to follow my headlights to the road so to ride at all I had to look straight
down at my front wheel to check for the centerline. And debris. There were no street lights up
here so far away from civilization. Without any traffic the risk was reduced to either riding off
the road at an unseen corner, hitting a fallen rock or getting my wheels caught in a large gap in
the pavement.
I heard Doppel downshift in virtually zero visibility. I slowed too but instead of being scared of
crashing I was filled with zeal. By using the sound of my engine bouncing off the rock on both
sides of me, I navigated my bike through the dense fog along the top of the pass. It was one of
those unforeseeable situations on a given road trip that called for an off-the-cuff solution.
Something in my stomach began to sing with the danger all around me.
Then we hit a tunnel. I slowed down to second gear sticking my legs out to feel for the sidewalls
in the tunnel, looking at the growing dusk light near the end of the tunnel. In the tunnel was a
separate world void of anything other than the dampness of the concrete, the smell of spiders and
bugs, and the danger of a fallen piece of debris. When I finally exited, I found Doppel pulled
over at the tunnel’s mouth.
“That was serious,” he said.
We walked down the road enjoying the stiff joints warming after prolonged intensity.
“Better on this side.”

“I was thinking we could throw down a sleeping bag just over there.” He pointed above the
entrance to the tunnel. To me, from what I could see under the full-mooned sky, it was the right
spot to stay the night. There was nowhere else.
And we were miles from any mountain village.
“Could be all right,” I finally said. We both climbed around the entrance to where there was a
flat area protected visually from the road and with some grass. It didn’t take us long to set up
camp because the temperature was falling. I put on all my clothes and used my knapsack as a
pillow. I could see my breath.
“Do you know what the Havamal is?” I recognized the word only from a reference to it in the
Handbook.
“Some type of book?”
“You could say that. It’s the Viking Bible.”
“C’mon. The Vikings had their own Bible? Is that what you’re saying?”
“Yes, that’s what I’m saying. Not many people know about it, which is surprising considering
how common a word like ‘Viking’ is.”
“So, what does it say?” It was a few moments before he spoke again:
“All doorways, before going forward, should be looked to; for difficult it is to know where foes
may sit within a dwelling.
Givers, hail! A guest is come in: where shall he sit? In much hast is he, who on the ways has to
try his luck.
Fire is needful to him who is come in, and whose knees are frozen; food and raiment a man
requires, who o’er the fell has traveled.
“That’s how the three verses go in The High One’s Lay.”
“Fire, I’ll say!” I shivered in my coat. “And how do you know these lines?”
“I studied the Havamal for years. It’s full of tales like the book of the prophets in the Old
Testament. So many examples of Viking character.” Wind blew around us stirring the trees.
“Do you know more?” Again there was a silence before he spoke:
“Water to him is needful who for refection comes, a towel and hospitable invitation, a good
reception; if he can get it, discourse and answer.
Wit is needful to him who travels far: at home all is easy.
A laughing-stock is he who nothing knows, and with the instructed sits.
Of his understanding no one should be proud, but rather in conduct cautious.
When the prudent and taciturn come to a dwelling, harm seldom befalls the cautious; for a
firmer friend no man ever gets than great sagacity.
“Those are the first five verses I know, but there are other ones more applicable to our
enterprise.” I gave half a bagel to Doppel and then curled up in a ball, shivered in the growing

wind until I warmed up. The ground above the tunnel entrance was hard, and I was suddenly
aware that the mountains had snakes.
“Anything in there about your Viking-Poet?” Despite my fatigue, there was no way I was close
to falling asleep. There were no more helicopters, only the swirl of the wind coming from below.
“There’s some stuff about the fool that I can remember.”
“Does that mean even Vikings sought wisdom?”
“Very funny.”
“Is plundering an exploit?”
“A miserable man, and ill-conditioned, sneers at everything; one thing he knows not, which he
ought to know, that he is not free from faults.
A foolish man is all night awake, pondering over everything; he then grows tired; and when
morning comes, all is lament as before.
A foolish man thinks all who on him smile to be his friends; he feels it not, although they speak ill
of him, when he sits among the clever.
A foolish man thinks all who speak him fair to be his friends; but he will find if into court he
comes, that he has few advocates.
A foolish man thinks he knows everything if placed in unexpected difficulty; but he knows not
what to answer, if to the test he is put.”
“How do I know you’re not making all this up?” Doppel had always had the better memory.
“Look it up if want to. It’s pretty easy to remember because that’s how it was handed down for
centuries. Only recently did someone bother to write it down in Norwegian. It’s easier to recall in
that kind of verse.”
“Yeah but why do I think you’re saying the verses that only apply to me?” A laugh from Doppel.
It was the first time in years that I heard my brother truly laugh from the gut. That baritone laugh
brought me back to our childhood, a cadence peppered with scheudenfreuden. I heard the
laughter go on for some time before it stopped and the dull hum of mild snoring began. I tossed
and turned most of the night feeling the earth moan in countless aftershocks, trying to figure out
whether Doppel had called me a fool.

Chapter Seven
The Rockslide
&
In the morning we huddled around Doppel’s map. I noticed his hands were swollen and bruised,
knuckles a shade of rotting green. He saw that I was looking at them so he put on his riding
gloves.
“If this tunnel is the one I think it is, the turn off is right there.” Pointed to where a road faced
west.

“That road there? We were so close!”
“Without any traffic we covered a lot of distance yesterday,” he said. “How are you feeling
today?”
“My ass is sore.”
“Yep.”
“But other than that, I’m groovy.”
Yesterday we had been keeping our eyes sharp for a fork in the road where we would need to
turn west to reach Puli. In the back of my mind I wasn’t surprised at the coincidence that the road
was basically 150 feet away from the tunnel. A serendipitous coincidence! And it made the
previous day’s riding a work of art on its own. It had deposited us right at the turnoff.
My hunger was almost violent. Brought alive the taste of simple food. To have such deep hunger
meant that I could savor the bread and nuts I had in my bag as if it were a five-course meal.
Under the early morning sun it was a feast that filled our stomachs and put a smile on our burnt
faces.
After eating it was still too early to begin riding so I took out the Handbook.
“It says here in chapter three that all members should live their lives based on the second
principle of Viking-Poet philosophy: ‘Experience is the source of all knowledge, and knowledge
is a catalyst for spiritual health and a queller of ignorance.’”
“Well, yes. Opportunity is a door waiting to be opened to life’s hidden secrets and kernels of
wisdom. Since one’s degree of wisdom is the measure of all things, this means a full-time
adherence to justice of the soul for the Viking-Poet.”
“And thus the antithesis of phoniness.”
“Indeed. Members soon become aware that truth hardens them - makes them less soft because
truth can be harsh - so they should be reminded never to lose their compassion. The ability to
maintain compassion even in trying times of extreme difficulty is the one quality that
distinguishes Viking adventurers as men of noble character. Members must understand the
wisdom: Everyone arrives into the world and leaves the world alone, everything else is a gift, so
they should regard all the special things that life offers as a gift, and as such never expect
anything from anyone.” I mulled over his words, and then he said: “No offence.”
“None taken.” This, to me, was revealing as his twin. He had truly gone it alone for all these
years while I had just considered him on vacation. He had purpose whereas I had just remained
the same - in a type of domestic stasis.
“A further deduction is that all Vikings should know that their greatest moments throughout their
lives can only be experienced alone. Besides, it’s easier to move when unaccompanied by
others.” He smiled. “No offence.”
“So you’re saying that when a Viking-Poet goes on an exploit, he is best to do it alone?”
“I see that was a part of the handbook you overlooked. Chapter six: The Solo Nature of the
Exploit. Viking-Poets tend to be solitudinarians – a person leading a solitary or secluded life. To

be alone is to achieve. To be with others is to celebrate what you have not achieved. That’s why
members are encouraged to always have their own mode of transportation, motorcycle or
mountain bike or what-have-you, and are encouraged to develop fundamental skills required for
cartography and its derivatives.”
”Speaking of which, where exactly are we?” We both surveyed our morning view. A steep
incline went down to the valley to the west where the turn off was.
“I think we’re close to Sun Moon Lake, which means we’re close to the rescue mission in Puli.”
“Okay, so are you up for it?”
“For what?”
“The rescue?”
“I’m ready. Half of life is just being there, so we’ll play it by ear when we get there.” Doppel,
always the philosopher.
We let our motorcycles warm up in the chilly morning air. In the morning light I saw the tunnel
had a distinct Japanese style with alternating red and white brick weathered over the years. A
plaque hung over the entrance. The weathered writing on it was certainly not English.
“Maybe a couple hours it will take us?” I asked.
“About that, maybe less.”
We heard a helicopter in the direction of Puli, a cue that had us both easing out the clutch
heading for the turn off. The road was much worse here. Incredible we hadn’t hit a loose rock the
night before riding into the tunnel. Steep slopes showed fresh scars of rockslides littered with
massive fallen trees revealing a path of destruction.
At a lookout point with a gazebo we stopped. The earthquake had created a four-foot high crack
in the concrete foundation of the gazebo, the roof had crashed down into a heap of splinters in
utter defeat. Built for the view for a small mountain lake, I sat down on the edge of the opening
in the earth and drank some water. The tremors were now hitting every minute or so.
“I can feel the aftershocks better sitting down,” I said. A dozen recent rockslides on the mountain
slopes across the lake was a testament of how close we were to Puli.
A tremor hit that caused the deep thudding sound of falling rock across the lake demolishing
trees leaving a deep brown path to where rocks splashed into the water. Rock slamming rock
echoed off the surrounding mountainsides. A thick cloud of fine brownish dust hung over the
path of the rockslide, standing as a proof of God’s exploit.
Doppel sat down on what was left of the gazebo.
“Big pieces.”
Another big tremor hit but this time a different mountainside was the scene of an avalanche. An
entire side of the mountain sheared off a layer of rock. Watching the avalanche we witnessed a
barrage of rockslides from the surrounding peaks, as if we were at an exclusive avalanche party.

Aftershocks continued unabated at semi-regular intervals, shaking rock from the mountain like
ice hit by a hammer.
“Behold, the hand of God.”
“Never have I seen such a sight,” I said.
“Standing proof of Odin’s exploit.”
Fear spiked through me thinking the fissure would open up suddenly, so I walked to safer
ground.
“Behold the result of extreme pressure by the earth’s crusts,” I said. Such a contrast. I thought of
my twin as he sat on a piece of rock that could break off at any moment and fall into the lake. So
passionate in his ways. Stubborn but driven.
“As you see it.”
The pile of rocks by the cliff was now the new shoreline.
“Did you see in the code that it states that if a member believes in a Supreme Being, and is
respectful and honest in all matters, a Guardian Angel will watch over them?” A helicopter flew
over us and turned to follow the river leading west. “Comes in handy while adventuring in
foreign lands where littering on the roads with unexpected red herrings is a somewhat common
thing.”
“I think I did see that.” I thought about the impact that had on my brother. Since earthquakes,
typhoons, tidal waves and avalanches were all deemed Acts of God, Doppel didn’t have the same
degree of fear as others. As expressions of the Supreme Being’s power, he regarded His acts as
exploits that were full of beauty. Hardly rattled from one of the world’s deadliest earthquakes of
the decade, Doppel found himself enjoying its power under his feet, admiring its execution, and
digging His show of power. I found the rumbling of falling rock soothing as well, and liked the
smell of newly churned earth, but as much as I tried to savor it there was fear in my gut.
“It’s almost like a symphony,” he said, twisting his head to watch the dust rise from the foot of
the rock face. “A symphony of forces.”
Seeing it this way, the awesome power of God began to impress me rather than strike fear into
me. I breathed deeply and looked at the carnage at the foot of the cliff and soon begin to see it as
reorganized to God’s liking.

&

We went slowly on our motorcycles. Huge broken trees laid on the road amid volumes of fresh
earth that had dislodged from the crest of the hill. A minute later right after another tremor, a
rockslide started beside us. I could hear the rocks tearing through the mountainside smacking
trees. Rocks pummeled the pavement in thuds just behind me. We were like bowling pins
waiting to be struck down by a flying rock. When I thought I should wear my helmet a small
stone flew by my leg and hit my bike, another one whizzed past my ear. The earth was still but
broken rocks fell until only dust rose from our feet.

After riding through the stretch of exposed rockslides, Doppel came over and patted my
shoulder.
“Ah huh! That was intense.” Laughing, I could see it was more than just watching for him. He
was following the loose stones and broken rocks falling down the slope crashing onto the road,
the magic of it hanging in wake of dust.
For me being involved in a rockslide so close up was palpable.
“It’s a privilege to witness another exploit by the Hand of God,” he said as if half-crazed. “My
kinship with the white-bearded wise man has never before been so full of bounty.” He was in
solemn awe.
“The ancients, yes.” My legs were shaking.
I walked to my motorcycle and we rode towards Puli.
I eased out my clutch trampling fresh debris under my wheels, loitering dust stuck to my
sunglasses. The thought of a well-aimed falling rock made me consider putting on my helmet but
my faith in God’s relationship with me vetoed the idea. I knew that He wouldn’t strike me down
in this manner, especially with Doppel at my side. It was too unbecoming of Him. I had not
deserved such a fate. But for Doppel, the enjoyment of the ride trumped his safety concerns
because of his faith in God.
Or Odin.
We followed the road to Puli until the pavement in front of us caved in where there was a
waterfall. The small arched bridge had caved in and landed in the swift-flowing creek and
waterfall below it. There was no connection to the other side of the road. The concrete had
simply cracked and dropped away.
Doppel and I looked at one another and did a quick evaluation whether it could be passed using
skill or daring.
“It’s impassable,” I said, watching the rushing water careening between the rock-covered road
with force.
“Hmmm.” The flow of the waterfall over the crumbled concrete was impossible to cross on foot
or in a vehicle. Worse still one could easily lose their footing trying to cross. And from the sound
of it, the waterfall fell a long way down.
“It’s a sight worthy to halt our quest to help the rescuers,” he said with a sigh.
“And an example of why the main roads are closed,” I said.
When we reached this impassable spot about 30 km from Puli, Doppel wasn’t disappointed
because God/Odin was guiding us to an unknown destiny somewhere else, perhaps towards the
east coast and the Pacific Ocean.
“I interpret this as a sign to follow our contingency plan, which takes us to the other side of the
country through a world-class national park down a gorge to the sea. We just go the other way at
the turn off this morning.”

“Not a crappy plan B,” I replied, liking the sound of riding to the Pacific Ocean through a gorge.
As if on cue, a flurry of black and white butterflies fluttered above us. It was strange moment.
“That’s a high concentration of butterflies,” he said.
“A butterfly colony.”
“We were not meant to reach the epicenter. Time to remount our iron horses and buck outta here.
It’s a dead-end with no other way around. Besides, I know a girl who lives in Hualien. Vikings
have girls in every port, didn’t you know?”
“I didn’t see it in the book.”
“Not everything needs to written down. Thought it was one of those things that everyone knew.”
We turned our motorcycles around and headed east for the Toroko Gorge.

Chapter Eight
Toroko Gorge Tunnel Riding
&
Riding east across the great divide gave me a chance to see why those people who spoke out
against motorcycling were incongruous with Doppel’s philosophy. Sitting in front of his

electronic window to the world, the 21st-century man is half-scared of dangers in the world
because he doesn’t use or trust his built-in instincts. This separated Doppel from others. Those
whom Doppel called his friends were people who showed interest in his way but who weren’t
able to dedicate themselves fully like he had. They were tempted by the comforts of technology
yet aware of the gulf between the malnourished souls of the weak and the power of a man in full.
Overlooked by many but seen by few, Doppel looked at himself as a mountain among hills of
sand where the sands of time tested again and again the foundations of all.
I was beginning to see now that Doppel was the last of a dying breed who represented all that
was good in man.
Growing hot in the mountains, we took a long corner that curved for a minute and came to vast
space stretching to the horizon. The mountain range ran perpendicular to the valley along the
Central Mountain Highway, cut by a small river in the valley below. This was Toroko Mountain
Valley. It was along this river that I was to know the terrible power of erosion.
And thus the unbeatable fury of time itself.
The vast gulf between mountain ranges narrowed. Descending farther and deeper into the valley
alongside Toroko River, the mountains bore the scars of erosion that had cut putty-like mounds
of rock. Narrower and narrower we hit a stage dominated by tunnels. Every couple of minutes
we hit another tunnel in a succession of engineering mastery. For miles a wall of rock stretched
upwards at virtually an 80-degree angle. The civil engineers had simply decided to go through
the rock instead of carving out a roadway around the side. Weaving through a labyrinth of
tunnels deep in the gorge with no traffic, my motorcycling became a flow of rhythmic
maneuvering as I leaned into corners through road-caves with walls of rock above, downshifting
and braking in a scissor-kick motion - mastering my mastery on my flying horse.
Doppel pulled over in a jut in the road right beside the roaring mountain water.
“Look at the water,” he said. White putty-coloured water splashed down the gorge.
“It’s gray.”
“It’s like mud. These rocks must be like sandstone or something.”
“Or clay. The engineers only have to carve out each tunnel as if from butter.” The water was
high so we were splashed by the mist.
“The erosion is visible,” he said.
“Small amount of water and an awful lot of time.”
“Actually my brother, it’s an example of how a consistency of purpose, using time as its friend,
has divided and conquered the impassible heights of solid rock that rendered 73 percent of
Taiwan uninhabitable. Before us is an example of persistence and how it can overtake that which
appears beyond conquest. It fits into my life philosophy of time utilization so cleanly. The value
of persistence in the attainment of your goal. It’s carved into the mantle of the land for us all to
see.”
“With all its Wagnerian excess.” The vastness between rock and swift gray water made me feel
small.

“It is a small stream’s victory over the granddaddy range in the South China Sea. Shows how
time can be employed to achieve an end. To seek an end by means of time. To exploit time for
your own purposes. A purpose for which time is used. This is what Toroko Gorge is to me.
Persistence is the trump card. A dream that takes twenty-five years, not two.”
“What if you don’t have much time? Like a year or two? What you would choose to do would
change, don’t you think?”
“Well that’s the six million dollar question. Would you? Maybe priorities due to time constraints
would change but fundamentally there shouldn’t be a change in what you do. Because you
should be doing that thing you like to do the most.” He was exactly right. And to see my failure
on that was the cruelest tragedy of my life.
“There’d be a Bucket List wouldn’t there?”
“Definitely. That would be the fun part.” This - motorcycling with my twin brother in a far-off
land - was part of my Bucket List I wanted to say.
Back on the misty road in the heart of Toroko Gorge, the canyon walls were loud from the
splashing clay-infused water running past us. The edges of the tunnel entrances were rounded
like they were clay putty. I trusted the tunnels; they had been done with skill. This was a riders’
paradise. There were some rocks on the road, but with the absence of vehicles, it was like a gocart track complete with deadly corners and long tunnels as if it were a science fiction film set.
Doppel pulled over again beside the raging river.
“It feels like we’re in a dungeon with that rock there,” I said.
“I don’t know how many more hours of daylight we have in here though. The sun is already
blocked off.”
“We have time. This is great riding.”
“The tunnels should continue until we hit the opening at the sea near Hualien.”
“It keeps going on and on.”
“Which is good for us.”
“A lot of taking corners you can’t see.”
“Makes for a more challenging moment when choosing the line of turn.”
“With some various hits of fallen debris.”
“From the earth’s turbulence.”
“Not knowing whether the rock will cave in on top of us.”
“Due to the heavy pull of gravity,” he said.
“The engine vibration just enough to crack a hairline fracture in the rock.”
“And the weight of the machine along the pavement.”

“Puddles.”
“Hit them.”
“Pebbles.”
“Lightly over them.”
“Is this all in your book?”
“No, it’s experience talking.”
“And fractures?”
“Lightly over at an angle - like a hop.”
“Rockslides?”
“It’s just one big piece of rock.”
“Flooding.”
“All the roadways are above the water line so far.”
“Darkening light.”
“Good point. Switching from the sunglasses helpful.” I changed eyewear but he didn’t.
“Anything else?”
“The time to ride is upon us.”
Our engines on, we eased back in the saddle. All downhill now, we both sped faster twisting
around corners through long passages. In one long tunnel I was in fourth gear when rocks
blocked the inside lane. Doppel took the corner in the oncoming lane to have more lean around
the sharp corner. The dividers in the tunnels were larger than normal because it was so dark
inside the long, turning tunnel. Crossing back into the right lane Doppel’s front tire hit the metal
divider dead on, forcing the shock absorbers to max out. His handlebars were pushed to the side.
I saw, just in a split second, how he regained his direction and landed the front wheel back down
in line with his line of movement.
It sounded like he had hit a curb.
Doppel slowed down and then abruptly stopped at the side of the road outside the tunnel.
“It’s clear that the Great Master in heaven wanted me to understand that one should never
jeopardize functionality with any accessory that didn’t contribute to its efficient execution,” he
said, pointing to his sunglasses. “I shouldn’t be wearing these sunglasses in these tunnels.”
“These tunnels are so dark because they’re so long.”
“Exactly. Only now with them off, I can clearly see the size of the centerline reflectors and the
danger they pose to the operation of my motorbike. It was an act of folly and a blatant violation
of the Viking code. It almost took my life.” For someone who embodied bare-bone practicality
over gadgets and non-essential equipment, Doppel should have been wearing his eyeglasses like

me. He was old school Viking, preferring to innovate with a matchstick and paperclip rather than
GPS satellite and a grenade.
We were about to push off and continue riding when he realized that his front tire was flat from
the impact with the centerline reflectors. He looked at me and nodded at the justice of it all.
“Clearly there should be some punishment for my faux pas,” he said as if confessing to someone
over my shoulder. “And it is just.”
Didn’t need any time to decipher the moral of this brush with death.

Chapter Nine
Slumber beside Toroko River
&
I learned that one of the ‘Rules of Engagement’ for the Viking-Poet was the purposeful
avoidance of all forms of outright charity. For Doppel, being given something he felt he didn’t
deserve, was an infringement upon the integrity of the project.
As he put it:
“A completed exploit can never truly be regarded as one’s own if any form of charity has been
accepted.”
“Why?” I asked him.
“Because it ensures purity of the will.”
For the immediate situation he faced, it didn’t mean he would walk the 15 miles into the next
town. Rather it meant that he would have to be the primary cause for each needed step during the
challenge of fixing the tire, so he waved down the next passing vehicle and went to a gas station
a few miles down the road, where the waters widened and there was a bridge. He refused the lift
from me on the way back, preferring instead to get a double with the mechanic.
Purist indeed.
It didn’t take the mechanic long to change the tire, but it did cost Doppel more than was
reasonable. He stoically took the punishment and paid the price.
Back on the road, we moved cautiously through the tunnels that were now dark. The instinct to
find a place conducive to comfortable sleep was one that Doppel had exercised before. With my
brother’s Handbook in mind, I’m sure it was one of man’s oldest instincts. Like the previous
night, the choice of where to spread out his sleeping bag was a decision that would contribute to
his quality of being. An unfavorable choice could lead to many problems such as insect bites,
encounters with people who can see you from the road or possible arrest by the Toroko Gorge
National Park Ranger. Survival over the millennia would have selected those men with a welldeveloped sense of safety and prudence with regard to this natural instinct, so when Doppel
reached an opening beside the river where rocks and sand spread out from the river to trees that
formed protection from anyone looking from the road, I followed him on my motorcycle down a
small path leading to a secluded, sandy shore.
“Good choice,” I said, surveying as much as I could in the darkness, illuminated by only a
shimmering moonlight.
“Private enough from the road. Should be okay.”
After eating and relaxing, I looked up at the full moon. Cold sand soothed my stiff and sore
hands as I sat cross-legged across from Doppel beside the river, the chill from the mountain
water felt against my cheeks. There, in the silence with only the sound of passing water, I relived
how many different branches of skills intermingled at the demand of the terrain that we had just
conquered.

“Good day riding,” I said. “Be thankful you didn’t spill.”
“True. I am thankful. There was a moment there when I was thinking of hopping off the bike.
But without the helmet it could’ve been sloppy.” He spread his sleeping bag on the sand by some
rocks.
“So many turns. So many tunnels.”
“Well if an earthquake hits then we should be pretty safe here.” Lying there I reached a state of
relaxation that took my gaze to the stars. There beside the sounds of the flowing water under the
moon, another aftershock struck. It started and then stopped and then went on for ten seconds,
but wasn’t as strong as the one two days ago. I lay there on the shaking earth savoring yet
another display of geological turbulence.
“It must have something to do with the apocalypse,” he said, unmoved by the earthquake.
“We may have wiped out if we were riding with that one,” I said.
“Speak for yourself. I think we’re among the most fortunate anywhere in Nature’s kingdom here
on earth right now.”
“Yes, your instinct for location is sharp.”
“That’s our a priori apparatus we are taught by society to repress. The screams of awakened
instincts all come from the same ancient cellar of being. Choosing location? That was merely the
adventure instinct: the urge to find ever better qualia.” The word ‘qualia’ was one I hadn’t heard
before, but I let it go for now.
“While you’re spouting bout instinct, how may I ask is the best way to call forth an instinct?”
Twin philosophy talk before slumber under the Taiwanese moon. Surreal.
“Wasn’t it something Dad always used to say to us when we were kids? The light that emanates
from the magic of fires awakens the sleepy instinct. Looking at fire. That’s the way to stir the
cellar of instincts. Stare into a campfire.”
I was surprised he remembered the saying. That was over 30 years ago.
“You’ve become quite a philosopher,” I said, enjoying the understatement.
“And as a philosopher with both life experience and strength of conviction, I have an inclination
to buck authority, particularly with people who impose their authority in such a way that disrupts
my flow of equilibrium. The man of originality marches to the sound of his own trumpet, not
because he wants to but because if he doesn’t he’d be a phony. A philosopher can’t even fake
being phony.”
“Nice one.”
“And this is the reason why the philosopher will always fail under the yoke of another. It will
always end in failure. He needs to be the king of his own domain and resist any force infringing
his time-and-space kingdom.”
“And as a philosopher, instead of being flexible, you’re stubborn.” He knew I was referring to
the insistence on his own transportation to the gas station because of his flat tire.

“In certain situations arising from social convention, Viking-Poet philosophers occasionally find
themselves forced into corners that create confrontations usually resulting in questioning,
misunderstanding, refusal to submit, and ultimately bad blood. The character of the philosopher
is too penetrating to be assaulted by custom or convention.” In a roundabout way he was saying
he was stubborn for a reason. But in his own head, it all made sense. He was the painter and how
he lived his life was the canvas.
“Heaven must be littered with countless one-colored and incomplete canvases,” I said earnestly.
“With canvases that lack any value.”
“True. And it reveals the sad truth that so many miss it, their canvas that is.”
“It’s a shame.”
“It is actually. Death can be so untimely.” With tremendous gravitas these last words were
spoken.
“Like today in the tunnel.”
“Life could have been snatched from me.”
“Would you rather know your time of death? Or not. I mean if you had the choice.”
“I bet you didn’t know my twin brother that to free myself from the worry of death, I believe I
have a Guardian Angel looking over my shoulder during times of acute danger. There have been
lots of close calls with the Grim Reaper but I’ve survived each one in a manner that strongly
suggests divine intervention. The split-second impulse to straighten my front wheel today - just
within that microsecond - so I could ride over those reflectors at that angle was a reflex from that
Guardian Angel. I usually don’t talk about it but you happened to be there today and saw it all.” I
did see it. I was witness to a true brush with death. As Doppel said, it could have become sloppy
because he wasn’t wearing his helmet.
“And how did you come into contact with your Guardian Angel?”
“It was an offering from the White-Bearded Father in Heaven and it was not meant to be flaunted
in front of others. I promised all mention of my divine protector would simply be bad form. But
wisdom has taught me the importance of passing down my knowledge of life to those willing to
listen, so now you know why my fear is miniscule.”
There was a splash in the river near the rocks beside where the river widened and trees grew.
Wildlife here in the mountain wilds of this beautiful and dramatic country. The cold water
emanated its chill into my sleeping bag.
“I’m glad you’re still alive brother,” I said.
“Well, I’m happy to have another day to ride. This exploit is not over yet. Remember, for a
Bookworm Viking, an exploit is an occasion to come closer to the cleavage between real life and
the created worlds of the imagination.”
“And for the Dreamer Viking,” I replied, “wasn’t an exploit a time to live out his dreams and
build on new dreams from the new stimuli?” My brother grunted. And then I heard the
unmistakable sounds of deep slumber.

It must have been the feeling of being so warm and snug there beside the small rocks of the river
and the smell of nature that caused me to despair. If wisdom had taught Doppel the importance
of passing down his knowledge of life to those willing to listen to encourage the rebirth of the
Viking-Poet, how much effort was required to enlighten those who had become dead already?
I fell asleep under the full moon dreaming not of flat tires and punctured shock absorbers but of
the smooth hum of the ride in the Grand Canyon of Taiwan.

Chapter Ten
The Earthquake Puppy
&
When I awoke I saw the towering wall of rock stretching hundreds of feet to the sky all around
me, I knew I had made it to God’s country. I sat up looking around at my home for the night, the
morning air pungent and invigorating with moisture and the smell of foliage. I went to river’s
edge where the rock face retreated on both sides and widened into a flat area, the early light of
the canyon rising when birds were busy looking for food and dew made the grass sluggish. I
worked the stiffness from my left knee and my clutch hand and looked down river speechless by
its picture-postcard setting.
“To think of what we would have lost if we stayed in an apartment this weekend,” said Doppel,
who had walked over. It said something about his Carpe Diem Viking-Poet Philosophy, like the
cold fact that we had traveled over 900km through mountains and tunneled-paths in the gorge
just to be here without seeing one other vehicle.
It made my surroundings even more special that it was.
“Yes, it would have been a loss.”
“Opportunity cost and all that. Better for the canvas. And better for one’s objectivity.”
“How’s that?”
“Objectivity is derived from a multiplication of subjective experiences. The more varied
experience that is accumulated, the better one can be objective. The more objective, the better
time utility.”
“That’s very Nietzschean of you,” I said. I knew this was part of Nietzsche’s idea of objectivity,
but he had applied it yet again to his notion of time utility.
“In the context of Western thought, there is a massive oversight many academics have in
factoring in the centrality of time in their philosophical arguments,” he said, eyes puffy and
without the elixir of coffee to spur on his neurons. But he was talking to me and I was his
identical twin so there was no early morning censorship. If he felt like being philosophical at
seven in the morning beside some river at the mouth of a gorge, then that was cool in my book.
“The problem with rules with regard for time is seldom addressed, Henri Bergson being the
exception.”
“Bergson, yes.”
“Think of the few students who truly studied philosophy, not to regurgitate for good marks, but
to learn it well and apply it to their lives. They made the time to learn. They became philosophers
precisely because they recognized how time can be manhandled.”
I had sat down on a rock and was now putting on a fresh pair of wool socks. A feeling of beauty
for more than just my feet.

“I can see you have thought a lot about this,” I said, enjoying his words. In the morning light he
looked unusually pale but there was what appeared to be a very specific sunburn on his upper
cheeks around his eyes, almost like a rash. Must have had a bad sleep under the stars.
“As far as I see it, it was Kant’s fault. His a priori intuition of time and space had been
overlooked ‘as a given,’ which caused scholars to construct their theories on a foundation that
did not move, that is, had zero consideration for the finite nature of time in every individual’s
life. This was particularly revealing when seen in terms of a young child, old man or man in his
prime but afflicted somehow and crippled in some way from the gravity of time.”
“Or the gravity of disease or affliction.” I thought of Doppel’s discolored hands.
“Every thinking person can recognize that they don’t exist in a vacuum of time immune from the
demands of life. Truth is a function of time.” Doppel sat across from me changing his socks too
and that was when I spotted a puppy coming out of the woods covered in burrs, ears back and
wagging its tail. Helpless, abandoned and alone in the world, the puppy was struggling to survive
in an environment where it could easily perish. I pointed.
We were both speechless.
We looked around for its master but found no one. That’s when Doppel went up to it and began
patting it. The thing was so excited that it couldn’t remain still. The puppy fell over and lost its
balance from wagging its tail so hard. It was a girl puppy.
“It’s a unity of flapping appendages,” he said. It was canine demonstration to the warmth of a
kind hand.
“Goooood doggie,” I said, smiling.
“Perhaps the All-Knowing One in the Sky has His hand in this chance meeting?”
“Perhaps.”
“It was sleeping by the river like us.” Easy to see the combination of intelligence and curiosity in
its green eyes lit by the morning sun.
“I can’t take you home doggy,” he said.
“Take him home! A thousand kilometers in your knapsack?”
“You worry too much. If it’s meant to be then it’s meant to be. And if so, then there’s a way to
take him home with us. Good doggy.” Doppel’s compassion found fertile ground to focus on. He
picked some of the burrs off his coat.
“She’s a good doggy.”
“See, the allocation of time in terms of stopping to check out an old fort or to save a dying puppy
versus passing up the opportunity because it took away from the time it would take to complete
the exploit is an important decision,” he said, patting the puppy. “To have the wisdom from life
that can guide you to a decision that would weigh the loss of experience by stopping to explore
the fort or save the puppy, with the hour saved from not stopping, is crucial. It is this decisionmaking ability that should be nurtured for the sake of a richer and fuller life to combat against
regret from missed opportunities that we all must face when exiting life.”

“Combat against missed opportunities.” That was precisely it.
“It is where wisdom shows its worth.”
“So then you’d like to save the puppy?”
“Well, I don’t think it’s that easy. I want to go check out one part of the gorge we missed last
night in the darkness. It’s only about a half hour up the road, but I want to see it in the daylight.”
“So let’s go there first.”
He looked at the doggy by the edge of the forest.
“I’m making a deal with the Great Teacher in the Sky that when we return from checking out
that part of the gorge, I will consider it a sign from Him that I should save the puppy from
hunger, fleas and sure death.” Looking at the small animal from his motorcycle a few feet away,
he said: “It’s not the best looking doggy I have seen, but it does appear to have a lot of soul.”
After warming up the engines we left the little puppy there and moved back west up Toroko
Gorge about 5km where there was a place to stop and watch the water take a corner between two
tunnels and a bridge.
“Really it is quite majestic, isn’t it? I’m glad we came,” I said. “I don’t know about you but
whenever I ride through a place that’s unusual or exotic I always think I’ll be back again one day
but I never do.” I stood against the fence and was sprayed with splashing clay water.
“Nietzsche believed that man lives only one life – the only life he has – and that when he dies he
doesn’t go to heaven or hell, but lives his already-lived life over and over for eternity,” he said,
again with heavy gravitas in his voice.
“Yes, the theory about the Eternal Recurrence.” I remembered studying it at university.
“What do you think about that?”
“The afterlife is a tricky one.”
“What’s brilliant about eternal recurrence is that because you live your life over and over again
forever, the importance of what you choose to do in this life has much more significance than if
you believe in an afterlife where you can live again.” He took a deep breath and let the beauty
and majesty of the gorge fill him with joy. “We will relive this moment here in the gorge...
forever.”
When I put my hand through my hair I found it soaking wet from the spray. A drop of water fell
and then dripped off the tip of my nose. Doppel was right: this was a good brushstroke on the
canvas. Red swirls in the rock face like cherry cheesecake ice cream.
“The symbolism of a new front tire has not been lost to me,” he said, wiping his beard. “I
interpret this as a new chapter in the life stages of development.” Taking a bandana out from his
bag he wrapped it around his head. It was also his language to say it was time to move.
Following in the tradition of Plato’s notion of justice of the soul, Doppel stoically adhered to all
deals he made with the Creator. Therefore, when we again passed by the riverside place where

we had slept under the moon, he turned down the small path towards the river to see if the puppy
was still there. I could tell from his body English that he was doubtful he would be there.
“The dog could have gone anywhere,” he said, making a move to leave. But then he caught sight
of the little puppy emerging from a shaded area under some trees.
“Good doggy.”” I knew from the wagging tail and the pulled-back ears that Doppel would be its
master and savior. It was what God wanted him to have, found here at the farthest point we had
traveled. In Doppel’s world, the dog offering fit squarely into the spirit of fair play between him
and the White-bearded Gentleman in the Skies Above.
But by keeping his word he made with Him, Doppel now faced the puzzle as to how he was
going to transport the puppy nearly a thousand kilometers along the east coast of Taiwan beside
the Pacific Ocean across the mountains on Route 106 to his place just outside Taipei. After
considering the feasibility of carrying the puppy in his knapsack or balanced on his gas tank, he
calculated that the best place was balanced on his gas tank. I could only watch incredulously.

Chapter Eleven
The Will
&
When Doppel started the engine and put the puppy on his gas tank, the engine didn’t seem to
bother the puppy.
“Always be aware – us men of action – that coincidences are almost always a sign from God that
should never be overlooked because the messages are divine roadmaps guiding you to reach your
destiny - because He knows,” said Doppel, with a big smile of his face. “And never be afraid to
undertake an exploit that will test the mettle because even if the task is not as successful as what
you had hoped, there will be some light shed about the strengths and weaknesses of your will, of
which can be corrected and bettered.”
Doppel revved the engine as he held the dog on the gas tank with his other hand. The white and
brown puppy was completely attached to Doppel already, as he knew this man was saving its
life. How many days had the puppy been abandoned in the forest?
“Will she stay?”
“Hope so.”
When we began our return journey it was clear the puppy had no understanding of gravity and
inertia. Around one of the first corners along the Coastal Highway the puppy slid off the tank and
landed Doppel’s left thigh. After focusing so long on only his own needs, his reaction to catch
the falling puppy was hesitant, even half-hearted. The puppy dangled over the pavement on the
crowded highway clinging to Doppel’s lower thigh. I could see the puppy slipping off in slow
motion as I rode behind him moving around a corner.
“The puppy!” I yelled.

Slowly he reached across with his throttle hand and grabbed a dangling leg. He downshifted to
free his clutch hand so he could pick it up instead of pulling it up by the leg. I could see that he
needed to adjust his Doppel van Norman-centric perspective on life to include a puppy that now
needed his care. And it would be difficult for him to constantly alter the governing of this
excursion now to include a helpless puppy that didn’t know the basics of inertia or gravity.
The clouds rolled in as a storm looked immanent, but the biggest change riding was that there
was now traffic.
Doppel pulled off the coast highway to a temple pitched on a mountainside. There was no one
there but the temple was open.
“I’m naming her Howie,” he said, after she had sniffed around the Buddha and lay on Doppel’s
leg. The rain came down hard. The heated air turned moist and cool, welcoming to both of us.
“She seems to have taken a liking to you. Good you snagged her dangling over the abyss there.”
“Yes, it was fortunate.”
We took a rest under the temple as the rain poured down. We watched Howie dream, the
twitches and demonstrative body English as proof of its cognitive abilities suggesting that Howie
had faculty to learn and respect Doppel as a master.
“Caring for anyone other than my own hide will be a change of monumental proportion.”
“The word ‘parent’ brings with it a shard of fear, does it?”
“’Master,’ not ‘parent.’ Howie should be able to manage with laissez-faire supervision. I can
provide a home for her and housebreak her. But we have to make it there first. Looks like the
storm is here.” The sky was dark and the raindrops smashed against the temple as we watched
the clouds blow in from the ocean.
“Will Howie be a member of the Viking Club?”
“Well, what is the Viking-Poet’s Club? It’s a club for those brave souls who choose to live their
lives like a work of art through extraordinary exploits, which reveal the secrets of life’s mysteries
and answers to life’s timeless questions.”
“So that would include Howie?”
“Membership to the Viking Club is paid for with passion, creativity, dedication and a singlemindedness to pursue all that is offered to you through chance and circumstance as well as the
innovative utilization of one’s time and space in their zeitgeist.”
Howie kicked in her sleep.
“All persons-in-full who possess the equipment necessary to live a Viking-Poet’s life are above
their given epoch and instead stand outside their history so that convention and morality
indigenous to their epoch fall outside their scope of reference. The Viking-Poet lives among the
ancients. Their idea of good is different from that of the 21st-century man.”
“How so?”

“From Old Frisian, good means to unite and from Old High German means to fit together or to
hold fast. It means bountiful yield, having favorable character, genuine, promotes well-being,
beautiful, not small or insignificant, wise, noble and worthy. This is good for the Viking-Poet:
something that is either an end in itself or a means to such an end. It satisfies its intrinsic value
by promoting individual self-realization.”
“Your half-finished canvas.”
“Like empty time waiting to be played out. Brushstrokes come from the manifold of experience.
Colors come from how you express your soul. Texture is determined by your yield of qualia and
shading is an illustration of your level of fulfillment.” There was that word again: qualia.
“Your doggy is stirring.”
“The mind is a refuge full of elastic bands, plucked by the thumb of reason to echo pleasantries
in the ear.”
“The wind’s picked up. It’s coming from the east so we’re going to really get it on the bikes.”
“Time is the only thing that has met our ancestors. Probably the oldest thing in the universe.”
“Never stops moving.”
“And the unrecognized elixir of life.”
“How does one extrapolate this elixir?”
“Through will.”
“You know something? I’ve never really understood ‘the will.’ It’s an overused word in
philosophy that people use without really thinking about what it means.”
“What does it mean?”
“That’s the point: no one really knows.”
“Let me try. The biggest fundamental difference between me and the 21st-century man is my
complete mastery over my will, but it’s something that needs to be exercised regularly or it will
wane.”
“One’s will will wane?”
“Yes. The defining quality of the Viking-Poet is his expert use of his will. In fact the
extraordinary nature of my life has been the direct result of my will.”
“But I’m still vague on the whole notion of will. What the heck is it?”
“It’s a desire and inclination to act.”
“That’s it? Inclination to do something?”
“Pretty much, but it’s a bit more subtle than that. It’s a settlement of mental uncertainty or
indecision resulting in volition. It’s the total conscious process involved in effecting a decision.”
“It is your will to save Howie.”

“Indeed. The will is action directed toward a goal clearly known in advance and requiring effort
to overcome obstacles or contrary desires. It is the faculty of the soul to coordinate with the
intellect that determines rational choices in accordance with what the intellect has determined as
good or bad.”
Jesus, my brother the philosopher was on the top of his game. Very polished with his words and
definitions. A lifetime of devotion to the power of clean philosophy.
“But philosophers disagree whether it is a faculty of the soul or a faculty of the mind.”
“True, so it’s a faculty of the mind that is usually coordinated with thought and feeling that
determines moral actions in accordance with ideals, principles and fact. In The Viking-Poet
Handbook, the will of the Viking is a disposition to act according to particular principles, or to
conform in conduct and thought to general or ideal ends.”
For the first time his philosophy sounded a tad ominous, with words like ‘conform in conduct.’
“Your will to save Howie is conforming to the Viking-Poet code of conduct because of the
Handbook? Or would you have done it without the Handbook?” Did this man have empathy?
“I know you know the answer to that question. There was the character first, before the words.
The character lies in the will and not in the intellect. Nature has produced the intellect for the
service of the individual will. The old mistake of philosophers is to place the essence of mind in
thought and consciousness, but Schopenhauer believed the primary guiding force is not the
conscious intellect but rather the will: a striving, persistent vital force of action and imperious
desire.”
“Amazing you can still quote Schopenhauer here under a temple on the Taiwanese coast beside
the Pacific Ocean in the rain with an abandoned puppy sleeping on your leg.”
“It is, isn’t it? And I’ll go you one further. Nietzsche said of the will: ‘The will is the strong blind
man who carries on his shoulders the lame man who can see.’ It’s a clever notion that touches on
this idea that the will is somehow lacking in one of the senses.”
“That’s what I’m getting at: the will is taking action to get to a desired goal but it’s more than
that. It’s tied up with thoughts and feelings and moral judgment - disposition, choice, inclination,
passion, intention, determination. You could say it’s a summons of purpose.”
“The will is the commander of all the chess pieces on the board with the power to control,
determine and dispose. It’s that restlessness that constantly reminds you that you have to do
something, that omnipresent inclination standing just outside your door but that never knocks.
It’s that inkling that whispers in your ear too softly that makes you feel as though you had
something to do but have forgotten.”
“Yes, I see what you’re saying: like a persistent recollection of a recent event in which you made
an important choice but you still have yet to act on it.”
Doppel laughed at that one.
“It’s like the unsatisfied craving for coffee in the morning knowing there’s nothing holding you
back from getting a cup.”

I laughed at this one.
“Or like a mild suspicion that there’s a voice in your subconscious mind trying to tell you
something really important.”
“Hmmm. Morality targets the heart, not the intellect. The home of the will is the heart, not the
head. The Viking-Poet masters his motorcycle by imposing his will on it. The more exploits
achieved increases the power of the Viking-Poet’s will. It is fatigue of the intellect that disrupts
the will’s work. Will is the cause of all action, and force is the form of the will. Over time one
can see one’s destination at the end of the teleological line which the will goes forth to.”
The rain started to let up.
“Didn’t you bring up the word ‘ennui’ in the Handbook?”
“Yes, I believe I did.”
“And what exactly is it?”
Doppel surveyed the riding conditions from the view of the temple. The waves crashed against
the rocks in the distance where the tide was coming in.
“Ennui, that’s a Schopenhauer word. I mean he uses that to explain the will.”
“Which is?”
“Ennui is a feeling of weariness and dissatisfaction, languor or emptiness of spirit. It is life when
the will is dormant.” He kept his gaze out at the vastness of the ocean. “A biggy for sure that
one.”
“Aristotle would concur with that I think. He believed that pain is life’s basic stimulus and
reality, and pleasure is merely a negative cessation of pain. For Aristotle it was the fundamental
equation of existence. He believed the wise man seeks not pleasure but freedom from care and
pain.”
“That’s why the exploit is of such importance,” he said. “It keeps everything sharpened and
polished that keeps pain of ennui afar.”
“In the words of Heraclitus: ‘The unshaken mixture decomposes.’”
“Like a flower it blooms and soon withers so that the smell of bloom can never be attained
again.”
“Only those who take action while in bloom can say to have truly lived.” For a moment we were
both aware of the profound significance of these words. We were both in bloom and we could
smell the lush foliage of south Asia all around us intermixed with the smell of the salt water and
seaweed as well as the magic mixture of warmth in the air with the chill of the rain. Twin
brothers united here while saving the life of a helpless puppy, exercising our will because of an
earthquake.
“Well, yes. The will is there to maximize life.”

After the rain let up, the two of us cruised along the Coastal Highway back towards Taipei in the
north, Doppel balancing Howie on his gas tank, several times catching her as she fell off while
he took corners along the road.

Chapter Twelve
The Long Trek Back
&
Within the first 200 miles Howie learned how to sit upright on the gas tank, squinting into the
wind with poised balance and a confident posture. Howie had figured out the entire question and
had adapted to her situation by overcoming the issue of balance. I rode up closer to watch the
animal while Doppel patted it with his clutch hand, causing Howie to look back with love in her
eyes at the man who had saved her from death. But it preferred to look ahead into the wind to
enjoy the ride along the open road and open spaces beside the ocean just like her master. Doppel
and Howie covered mile after mile as a functioning team of two with their eye on the road and at
task at hand. Doppel spoke to the doggy as he rode, I’m sure explaining the philosophy of The
Viking-Poet Handbook in more detail to Howie than me. As the hours ticked by, Howie assumed
a posture of absolute aerodynamic confidence. People in the vehicles passing by stared at the
small puppy balanced on the motorcycle gas tank of a long-hair, bearded foreigner who was
wearing Birkenstock sandals and sunglasses. (I too was wearing Birkenstocks; both of were

twins when it came to footwear). No longer was Doppel taking corners in top gear so that Howie
was being pushed and pulled in different directions every time they went around a curve in the
road. It was if whatever Doppel had said to her, Howie understood.
It was a glorious day of riding - fresh air after the storm, the road smooth and well-engineered,
the air full of that stimulating salty hue, and the knowledge that we were returning to base. Each
mile we rode I felt as if it were a victory for both of us, but especially for Doppel, not only
because he had been able to enlighten me to his philosophy, but because he was rescuing an
abandoned puppy while balancing her on his gas tank for what appeared to be the entire way:
over 500 miles due north along the east coast of Taiwan. And I had so much to mull over
intellectually from what he had said to me but also I had so much to feast through my senses
intermixed with a strong sense of accomplishment, all contrasted against the knowledge that I
had seen the real Taiwan rather than the pubs and taverns of downtown Taipei.
Indeed Doppel’s philosophy was proving its worth no matter how unorthodox it might sound. It
was proving to be a unity of parts that worked.
We stopped at an old pier on the sea for a break and let Howie run around. That was when
Doppel took a photo of me on his old motorcycle. I have that photo framed in my home because
every time I look at it I am brought back to that magical four days of riding in Taiwan with my
brother.
An unexpected development arose as we turned off the Coastal Highway for Highway 106 over
the northern tip of the mountains just south of Taipei close to Doppel’s apartment. We were
looking at spending a third night in the mountains despite the fact that Doppel had work the next
day. We stopped at the turn off for Taipei as the sun was setting.
“If exhaustion hits, we may need to grab some shut-eye somewhere between here and Taipei. If
we do, it’s with the definite objective of me getting to work by nine tomorrow morning.”
“Sure.”
“As far as what constitutes a successful Viking exploit, the main criteria that determines a pass
or fail is that you make it to work on time Monday morning. If this requisite were not to be
reached, the exploit would be regarded as a failure despite the possibility of other experiences
along the way that might have a profound influence on our future course. As I see it, all that time
that doesn’t fall into the 9-to-5 worktime is my own time that no one else can take from me, so
arriving at nine o’clock tomorrow morning after a short sleep somewhere in the mountains would
be acceptable.”
“I see that it’s important.”
“Fair play is a must.”
Sure enough, the fatigue from covering the 900 km of riding during the day while balancing
Howie had caught up to him. Warning signs like heavy eyelids and a barely functioning clutch
hand soon tipped the scales for me towards a snooze. We found a short bridge over a creek
where there was protection from the wind just after a corner of a side road.
“The plan for tomorrow is a three-hour downhill ride without much traffic, drop Howie off and
then I go teach.”

“I guess we’ll both be doing that because I can’t ride anymore. My clutch hand is almost
paralyzed from wear and tear and I’m getting careless. Not a good combo.”
“No, it’s not a good combo. I’ve accumulated enough empirical data from my adventures to be
aware of the serious dangers that can arise from exhaustion. There is a line that’s crossed when
the Viking adventurer will find it difficult to enjoy his time as he rides home. He is more prone
to take a wrong turn or lose his clarity of purpose when pushing the limits of physical
exhaustion. Wisdom tells me this protected area here is a good call. I need REM. It’s the body’s
way of demanding a switch of priority.”
Sometimes, I thought to myself, in such a diminished strength, it is hard to see the poetry of
sleeping beside the road by an unused mountain bridge. We both lay down and slept. Howie slept
nestled against Doppel in his sleeping bag.
I was awoken after what seemed like five minutes. Doppel already had his motorcycle warming
up.
“We should beat the traffic,” he said. “Sleep well?”
“Yes, but not long.”
“Four hours was longer than I thought we’d need.”
The plundered booty gained from our exploit (Howie) stood out among the city traffic that
confronted us when we reached the outskirts of Taipei. The power was back on and life was back
to its fast pace, everyone rushing around on scooters getting to their places of work like a swarm
of worker bees. For me, that special feeling of bestowal is soon replaced with the city-mad state
of mind of traffic jams and indifference. But I am not alone.
I pull up to Doppel at a traffic light.
“Good trip brother,” he said. “His voice was full of meaning and exhaustion. I looked at the
strange red patches on his face below his eyes and around the top part of his cheeks, thinking it
strange hoe the sun had only hit part of his wind-burned face.
“That’s an understatement.” The Taiwanese stared at the little puppy sitting up with good posture
and ears back on the gas tank, as though it was now a connoisseur of road tripping on a
motorcycle.
The light changed and he darted ahead, soon putting his shoulder into another turn taking us
closer to his retreat in the mountains. What had threatened to be dangerous had in fact been
revealed to be a terrible beauty hidden in the lining of an earthquake, its aftershocks and the
resultant avalanches. We had seen how God Himself could paint the canvas, and that enriched us
both as we returned to our lives.

PART TWO
Kingston, Ontario, Canada 2000

Chapter Thirteen
Twins Reunited
&
Time passed quickly after motorcycle trip after the earthquake. The newspapers said that over
3500 people died in the quake, making it one of the worst ever earthquakes to strike Taiwan.
And they calculated there were over 1500 aftershocks that hit during our four-day trip. But
classes for Doppel resumed and we visited for the rest of the week before I flew back to my life
in Canada. Doppel spent his time reading and taking care of Howie, seldom picking up the phone
to call.
That following summer in August we were both invited to an old friend’s wedding. I had decided
not to go to the wedding but since Doppel was going to be there I decided to attend. I had called
Doppel before to tell him to bring gear to take a mountain-biking trip. I told him I would bring
two mountain bikes to Kingston so we could take a ride together. I told him to bring his ‘kit,’
which I knew he would like because it was definitely a Doppel word. I packed accordingly. The
wedding was fine and the party was festive. At the reception party afterwards, Doppel was his
old self, gregarious and loud, but he didn’t look well. He was pale, which made me subdued so I
suggested that we take a trip to see our father in Montreal the following day.

“It’s better to cycle to Montreal than drive because of the weather and because we have time,” I
said. The weather was perfect, with no rain forecasted. “A bike ride would do me good.”
“Nice one man. Mountain bikes this time rather than motorcycles.”
“You look pale. Are you okay?” I had to bring it up.
“I’m tired that’s all. My hands are a bit stiff from all the motorcycling I do in Taiwan but I can
cycle.” I saw it in his eyes. He could never lie to me because we are twins but it was plain that he
wasn’t up to par.
“It’s something I’ve wanted to do since I was an undergraduate here.” We were both graduates
from Queen’s University and had both majored in philosophy.
“Me too, remember? We used to talk about biking to Montreal?”
“I do remember that. We were sitting at the fort. So it’s something I want to do before I die, and
this seems like the right time. And with you it would be very cool man. We can ride along the St.
Lawrence River all the way there.”
“We’re here aren’t we? I thought you might suggest an overnighter somewhere, but to Montreal?
That’s 300 kilometers I bet. One way.”
“That’s about right. No rush. We go at our own pace. And we can revisit your philosophy
because I found it damn crisp bro. Damn fine.” Something in me thirsted for our childhood
together and the thought of riding our bikes together along Canada’s Mississippi River to see our
Dad was something I had to suggest we do. The wedding was like the 9/21 earthquake: it was the
excuse - or sign from God - that opened this opportunity for us both to have an exploit and come
together because time was passing and it scared the hell out of me that we would continue to live
apart for years to come.
Identical twins should be together, not apart. But we had both chosen different paths in life so we
both had to seize the opportunities when they arose.
“There are some things I want to add to the Handbook and you’re the only one who knows it
well enough to understand,” he said.
“Should I be flattered?”
“No, not really.” That glint of mischief in Doppel’s eye brought with it a flood of warm
memories that extended into the deepest times of my past. But there was something new in his
eyes that made my recollection of these fond memories muted. It was something akin to sadness.
“I’m not really in to more socializing after tonight,” I said, “so I was thinking we could leave
tomorrow morning. We can follow the old Heritage Highway along the St. Lawrence River and
see those old forts the British built last century.” Since I hadn’t seen him since Taipei I thought it
was a good opportunity to talk to him about our amazing trip through Toroko Gorge. But most of
all I was comforted by the fact that Doppel was back in Canada. Everywhere I turned in my mind
I saw more happy memories of our childhood together.
I retired early to my Bed & Breakfast and met Doppel the next morning as planned at Fort Henry
in the exact spot we had spoken about taking this bike trip 25 years ago. I was sitting on the

rocks on the shore of the St. Lawrence River where the mouth of the St. Lawrence opened up to
the open space of blue-green water and blue sky of Lake Ontario. Sparrows darted in and out of
fluttering branches, poised for prey above the water periodically diving to the water’s surface
and swooping their way back into the air. Pelicans tried to blend in with the seagulls but were too
conspicuous. Doppel arrived a bit late but that was expected. He was, after all, a master of his
time. I had both bikes with me and had asked a friend from the wedding to drive my car back to
his house where I could leave my car.
“The culmination of events that lead to an opportunity is one of the most inexplicable
phenomena that can happen to a man,” he said, “and when it does, one wonders if there is a
God.” It appeared as if he had drank his regular pot of tea.
“Like the earthquake?” I said.
“Si mi hermano. Perhaps the underlying symptom of fate is the timing of coincidence.” There
was more nodding. His hair was shorter and his beard longer. He pulled out a map and pointed
out the path along the easterly St. Lawrence flow.
“There should be a number of forts between here and Dad,” he said. “In a way, it’s the epicenter
of Canadian culture along the St. Lawrence, is it not?”
“It is actually.”
“And a long ride, no?”
“A beautiful ride, my brother. It’s maybe 280 kilometers east-northeast.” I was sweating already
in the August heat.
“Man, that’s a ride.”
“But you have to see Dad. It’s been too long. He’s 77 now.” I know Doppel hadn’t spoken to our
father in over ten years.
“So it’s more than another exploit?”
“Well, yes. But he has mellowed out over the years. Trust me.”
“The best exploits are the ones with the most meaning.” He stood up and sat on his mountain
bike. “Good you brought the bikes.”
“I’m assuming you brought the required equipment?”
“Yep, you?” I could only nod. I knew I was fully self-contained with my knapsack full with
tools, food, clothes, the Handbook, compass and an assortment of miscellaneous items. My tent
was on the rack above my back wheel, same as Doppel’s. I purchased a 4-fluid ounce bottle of
Phil’s Tenacious Oil for the trip, and had tightened the toe-clips so that the straps gripped my
feet snugly.
“I see you have the same rack as me. Smart call,” he said. “Panniers are overrated and
cumbersome. And anything on the front wheel drastically alters the performance and
coordination of the ride. Putting panniers on your front wheel defeats the purpose of riding a bike
at all, in my humble...”

“Yep,” I replied. “The quality of the ride is diminished.”
As we left old Fort Henry and the historic Royal Military College and rode toward Gananoque,
we reached the paved shoulder of the Heritage Highway - also called 1000 Islands Parkway after dealing with traffic. It was not that enjoyable but my heart was full of energy for what was
to be. Within the first hour I had settled into a triangular balance between the weight of my back
wheel, the weight on my back, and the weight on my front wheel through my arms, but there was
something off in the balance.
I stopped to readjust the height of my seat. It was as if my legs had shortened. Doppel did the
same. Micro-adjustments.
“Biking posture is crucial over the long run,” said Doppel, keen on explaining the mechanics of
his new vehicle. “Finding one’s equilibrium takes time. Seat height should be adjusted to
maximize energy output from the rider’s legs. In theory it seems plain but actually finding my
geometrical equilibrium in practice will take all afternoon today I reckon.”
“Yes, one’s coordination of hand and toe diminishes when ones seat is out of kilter.” Once riding
again with virtually no traffic on the old Heritage Highway beside the water, I took the step and
introduced his favorite topic: philosophy and philosophers. “Finding your range of balance is
Aristotle’s Golden Mean.” I knew Aristotle way more than Nietzsche, who was his favorite:
mine traditional and rational, his polemic and unconventional.
“You mean an optimum balance between too much and too little?”
“Well, yes. To quote Aristotle, ‘Thus a master of any art avoids excess and defect, but seeks the
intermediate and chooses this – the intermediate in the object but relatively to us.’” Amazing I
could still quote the silver-tongued master and student of Plato.
“Some are taller than others.”
“Just as some are more equal than others?” I replied. We both loved George Orwell.
“That’s funny.” It was good to see that ironic laugh again. Doppel was more stoic than before,
almost resigned. His speed on the bike was slower than I had expected. He was a man who was
not in a rush. He enjoyed riding on the paved shoulder of one of Canada’s oldest roads along the
main transportation route of the early settlers. The trees lined the water’s edge and the houses
were old, some Victorian and some old-fashioned farms still in operation. The smell of rich,
fertile soil filled the air intermixed with the powerful smells of the freshwater that raced by the
shores. Bales of hay and old broken-down fences were the norm. The nouveaux riches had not
yet taken over these old properties.
We had left at a late hour so the time to find a place for the night was soon upon us. Using his
special instinct for finding safe places to sleep, Doppel chose a place on the west side of the river
overlooking the northernmost point of Wolfe Island in the east. We cycled to the sandy tip of a
small peninsula where we watched the sunset and pitched our tents. It was a place where
sailboats anchored for the night that were passing through to the United States.
“That’s the same route I think Robert Pirsig did on his boat,” he said, pointing at the waterway
going around Wolfe Island.

“In his second book, yes.” Lila. We found an old campfire by a tree on a flat beachfront where
you could walk a hundred meters out and still be standing. The sunset from just beyond the point
from where we were camping was immense.
“The orange ball reminds me of a Caribbean cantaloupe,” he said. The constant breeze from the
vastness of Lake Ontario kept us both cool in the summer heat.
“So what are these additions to your Handbook?”
“Just a polishing of it, that’s all. You’re scientific approach gave me an idea to round out and
balance my thinking. It’s good to see you again my brother.” Removing his sunglasses, the
wrinkles around his eyes were quite pronounced. He had done a lot of living in his 47 years.
“I wish we could spend more time together. It’s one thing that has really bothered me. So it’s
good we’re having another adventure. It’s exactly what I wanted to do.”
“Something always comes up, you know?”
“Well, we’re here, now.”
“True. Howie’s with my neighbor this week. She’s been great to have in my life. I genuinely
love my dog. She’s grown into a fine doggy.”
“My last memory of Howie was watching her sit on your gas tank as people slowed down to
stare at the crazy foreigner with long hair and a beard and a little puppy balanced on the gas tank.
You had it in top gear the whole way back.”
“That was fun.”
“It was an amazing achievement; that’s what it was.”
“It was a good road trip. I hope you learned something from it.”
“Yes, you could say that. It’s a great memory. As you would say, it was a good exploit.”
“Yes. Exploits purify the will. And philosophy is essentially experience and thought, not passive
study lacking in legwork.”
“The biking was a good call.”
“It’s the built-in trusted horse that’s always ready to take you where you want to go. The same
Viking-Poet principles apply on a bike as on a motorcycle. In fact the mountain bike may have
the upper hand in touring performance, even during long journeys.” It was only a moment later
when I fell asleep in my tent with my tent door still open.

Chapter Fourteen
Mountain Bike Maintenance
&
It was a good first night but when I woke up in the morning I lay motionless, trying to wake my
sleepy senses into gear. I was stiff, had difficulty standing up and then heard the sound of
shuffling sand. My tent was surrounded by hooves and the sound of snorting. I got up slowly and
saw a cow’s nose pressing against my tent. For a moment I tried to recall if I had seen any bulls
the night before.
I looked out from my tent and a big cow sniffed at me. I didn’t move. Moments went by until
one of them began to chew my tent. I yelled and gingerly ran over to the other side of my tent to
startle it. The sound of hooves woke up Doppel, who opened his tent. He glared at a big bull in
front of him standing in shallow water near the tents. The cows were looking at both of us with
their ears alert staring wide-eyed. I thought we might have a skirmish, but the cows soon moved
away except Doppel, who kept staring at the bull. It wasn’t until I approached the bull that most
of the other cows left. That’s when we both darted to the fence where we hopped over and
started to laugh.
Behind the cedar fence we were safe.

We watched the cows stare at us, puzzled. Then I had the sudden realization that all the cows
were the same.
“Look, all the cows have equidistant spaces between their eyes. Just a little too wide. And all the
eyes are exactly the same,” I said, looking closely at the herd.
“Oh, that is weird. See, the grain on their cowlicks on their forehead is also the same. Same ear
size.”
“Same fur quality.”
“All the same.”
“Genetically-engineered cows,” we both said at the same time. They all stared at us - all of them.
“I wonder if they’re all thinking the same thing?” Doppel asked.
“Telling from their expressions, they are.” The same guttural laugh came from Doppel.
Then it was Doppel and I who realized at the same time that we were thinking the same thing:
the cows were all identical twins like us.
But neither of us mentioned it.
We simply outlasted the cows until they buggered off. We returned to our tents, packed and then
cycled off.
We cycled all morning and soon I reached a buoyant balance of equilibrium. As we rode we
came upon a plaque on the side of the road. We stopped and read it:
As you travel along the Thousand Islands
Parkway, you will pass through an ancient
mountain range worn down & scarred by time.
The Thousand Islands were created when the
roots of an ancient mountain range were
flooded after the retreat of the last ice
age, 10,000 years ago.
“Ten thousand years is but a moment in the history of our planet, but many hundreds of lifetimes
to a Homo Sapien Sapien,” he said. “That’s why for this exploit, which may be our last for some
time to come, I want to add to the Viking-Poet Handbook - to enhance it.”
“Okay.”
“If we have the moral code of this philosophy, then we need to come up with the logical
structure of the philosophy - a logical underpinning as it were. I want to give you something back
for sharing with me your thoughts on this work.”
“And I’m guessing you have some ideas about this, do you?”
“Bug doctors love swamps. So yes, I do happen to have a few ideas.”
“Wasn’t there something in the Handbook about choosing an exploit with oxygen?”

“Yes. The best strategy for the Viking-Poet to use in choosing an exploit is that it has plenty of
oxygen for him the breath. Oxygen is that which feeds the Viking-Poet’s anima. That is, his
source of animation. His energy. That vital force within. As you can see, motorcycling and
mountain biking are the best forms of no-walled transportation for a maximum oxygen quotient.
But one must have a good machine. Yours looks okay.”
“It has served me well over the years.”
“Next stop I’m going to do some maintenance on this one I’m on.”
As I rode along enjoying the scenery, I could hear the well-oiled hum of the chain on my bike that soft, happy hum of an efficiently run derailleur and back sprocket. It sounded to me like it
was a similar hum of a Zen Buddhist working in the fields.
One of the things I discovered quickly about Doppel on a mountain bike was that he stopped at
every church he saw. There was a 19th-century Presbyterian Church beyond a dock on top of a
hill. It was made of wood painted white, in the style of the colonists settling Upper Canada only
150 years ago.
It was empty.
“I believe there is but one witness who sees all these extraordinary lives of adventure and poetry,
and that’s God. Odin. It is the omnipresent overseer with the long white beard who is witness to
this ancient club of men who have created masterpieces in how they have used their brief time on
earth. It is Him who kept the catalog of paintings in His library in Great Mead Hall in the Sky for
all eternity. It is in the eyes of both me and God that I paint my brushstrokes just as it is us who
judge how well we have lived while lying on our deathbeds. We are the judge. And God.”
“Why are you talking about death in a church?”
“Where else would you speak of death?”
“Why are you speaking about death?”
“I’m not really. But the deathbed scenario is important. We all have that moment to live.” The
way he looked at me so closely in the eye arrested me somehow, as if he had been thinking about
this earnestly for some time.
“Yes, I suppose you’re right.”
Outside Doppel put his bike upside down on its seat and handlebars, and began working on it.
“Here, use some of this,” I said, offering my Phil’s Tenacious Oil. Doppel loved an attentive
audience so I watched. And he spoke thus:
“Each part has a functional part of the whole.”
“A unity of parts.”
“Indeed. There would be two poles of thought approaching maintenance of a mountain bike. One
way would be to give yourself, say, one hour to work on oiling and cleaning the chain, derailleur
and crank. You would only have one hour to clean. The other way would be to clean and oil the
bike as you continually evaluate the performance of the bike, ensuring the brakes and gears are

tightened, brake pads in line with the rims of the wheels, tightening the chain if it needs it, and
any other adjustments that are required, regardless of time.”
“Roger that.” I too put my bike upside down with the seat and handlebars on the ground and
began inspecting.
“Seldom is high performance attained when maintenance is not maintained throughout use.”
Doppel first loosened the dirt on the chain and crank with Phil’s Tenacious Oil, working the
gears as his bike lay upside down. He discovered his back brake pad was worn to about 1mm
from the base on one side, so he took it off and repositioned it so the unworn side was now
closest to the rim, competent enough to last the 300km trip to Montreal. He ended up cleaning all
the dirt off the chain so that even the dirt existing between the links was scraped off. He used an
old defunct pen. When he was done I did the same with all three sprockets on the crank and the
chain.
We were like bike dentists, just like cleaning the plaque off the teeth of the crank and the chain.
After he was done, Doppel held up the small, 4-fluid ounce rubbery turquoise bottle of chain oil.
“Behold Phil’s Tenacious Oil in its purity of quality,” he said.
“Yes, it’s good stuff. They call it ‘slippery spit.’”
“How’s you water supply?” I noticed the red circles under his eyes when he handed me back the
bottle.
“Good. The road is flat and smooth. It should be good riding. We can use it to define the
apparatus I want to analyze.”
“Shall we?”
“Born poets sprout, like water and sun; nurture and warmth and Brussels sprouts,” he said into
the wind. Only God and Doppel and I heard it.
Back on our bikes we cruised like Chaucer except not on a horses. I began to see more easily
what Doppel meant by the importance of one’s perspective of time. If one’s conception of time
varies from individual to individual, it is likely the root cause of the difference between people’s
own personal philosophies, illustrated by the way Doppel rode his bike, as if he were spending
his whole time viewing the mighty waters of the St. Lawrence River or looking for a break in the
field where he would pull over and smell the grass. I was riding slowly anyway but he was
maximizing and savoring - an activity beyond the mechanics of riding.
When we approached the town of Gananoque, it was me who spotted a corner pocket on a
farmer’s field with a great view of the setting sun. I hung a right and we cycled incognito to
behind some shrubberies and small bushes. The grass had been freshly cut and the land looked
accommodating. We dismounted and began pitching our tents.
“Behold, qualia is the coldness of water refreshing my parched throat,” he said as I finished
putting up my tent. The sun had fallen behind the horizon swiftly. My muscles ached already.
“Qualia. I have heard you use that word in Taiwan. I don’t think I know what it means.”

“It’s a primary part of the piece,” he said. “Qualia is the key to the experience: the chocolateness
of chocolate; the redness of red; qualia is the hue of sweat under the hairline.”
“The chocolateness of chocolate,” I replied. “And the redness of red. Hmmm…” I lay on my
spongy mat beside the candlelight looking up at the stars savoring this moment with my twin
brother.
“A Viking-Poet needs his open spaces, his sounds of nature and his visual textures to feel a sense
of belonging.”
“Yes. Nature’s bosom.”
“He continually feels the urge to ride, to sail, to go on an exploit, to make the most out of his
short time on earth. This is what makes him restless: the diminishing availability of his
remaining elixir of life: time.”
“Yes.”
“Lost time is the crime.” He laid down on his sleeping mat and groaned from pain.
“Lost time is the crime indeed,” I said, mulling.
I blew out the candle and lied back under the stars, glaring at the dancing sparkles glittering in
the blackness while Doppel kept his light on in his tent. The array of sounds from crickets and
cicadas produced a symphony bringing me to sleep and drowning me in a dream.

Chapter Fifteen
Zeitqualia
&
I woke up late in the warm sun on the farmer’s field with my arms stiff and unbendable. Outside
my tent I see Doppel stretching his arms and legs after yesterday’s ride, trying to limber up for
the day but the way he moves suggests he is in more pain than me. His gait is stiff, his face is
flushed and his hands look like claws. He looks to me - at first glance - like an old man, aged
twice as fast as normal.
“Not used to the biking I see,” I say to him, addressing his physical pains, but he shrugs.
“Not getting any younger.” Flippant and laidback but perhaps concealing an old back injury or
something. “Let’s just move at a casual pace today, shall we?” He quickly puts on his cycling
gloves and packs his gear wearing them, but I see his fingers are still curled under the gloves.
“My hands are stiff as hell today.”

“Mine too bro.” It looks as if the very core of his limbs ache as if he has acid in his bone marrow.
Gently hopping on our bikes after a breakfast of bread, cheese and water, we pedaled along
Highway 2 just off the gravel shoulder on the pavement. It wasn’t nearly as busy as the main
highway going to Montreal so the cycling was good and relaxing. There were no trucks.
As we passed Gray’s Bay we heard honks from a muffled horn of a distant train. Its faint sound
was all Canadiana. After a couple hours of riding, Doppel saw a trail so he took it. I had no idea
where it led other than it pointed north so I followed. Through flowers our wheels rolled and
through vegetation chest high and white, all was momentarily frozen in a shimmer. For a long
moment time had become beautiful.
We whipped down the trail through the grass down the green and gray corridor at a comfortable
speed going east with a northerly flow. There was so much color that the bumps and sweat didn’t
disturb me. We pedaled until we reached the road again. There were no cars around.
“I think the town of Ivy Lea is just around the corner,” he said.
“Good off-road hit.”
“Yes. Did you know that in the theory of relativity there is no unique absolute time, but instead
each individual has his own personal measure of time that depends on where he is and how he is
moving?”
“But you see, there’s a subjective view of time.”
“Tell me riding off-road like that didn’t change time?”
“It became more intense. More beautiful.”
“More qualia, more color, more butterflies, more bumps, more smells, more memories than the
same kilometer we did before it. Just like time within the workplace is different from time you
spend on your bike. It’s quantifiably the same – one minute is one minute – but the experience of
time is different. They’re qualitatively different.” He put down his bike and walked in the waisthigh grass feeling the tops with the palms of his hands.
“Are you having a moment?”
“Well, I’ve come up with a word: zeitqualia. It’s what we just did: experiencing the flow of time
in all its color and texture. That’s what we were doing on our motorcycles in Taiwan. The
serious green of the mountains and the cool breeze of the wind and the rocks on the road; they
were all part of the qualia of the ride. It is the kaleidoscope of tactile images that penetrate the
veil of our senses when we are executing an exploit.”
“Zeitqualia. Right on. How’d you get that?”
“’Zeit’ is German for ‘time,’ and you know qualia: the Latin root of the word ‘quality’ meaning
the qualitative, experiential ‘feel’ of a mental state or process. For instance, the redness of a
visual experience, the hurt of pain, or the chocolateness of a taste. To maximize the zeitqualia of
an exploit is the task for our Viking-Poets.”
“I see you’re getting your words in order. Pretty soon you’ll have a complete and comprehensive
philosophy you can call your own.”

“Sure, after I’m dead I guess.” The mention of death on such a beautiful day and in such a
glorious place didn’t fit with the vibe. Everything around us was teeming with life. I began to
wonder if he was giving me hints that he was ill. I would keep my eyes open henceforth.
The sun was hanging over my right a bit, just shy of midday. Very few cars passed us as we rode
by a series of 19th-century country estates every few moments with the majority enclosed by
greenery. The windy air smelled of freshly produced oxygen, from the never-ending trees and
bushes bringing with it the farm-like aroma of soil and harvest. The wind picked up and was
coming in gusts southeast from the United States. My steady flow of motion was now
periodically slowed by intermittent gusts.
Cycling hour after hour and pondering Doppel’s notion of zeitqualia, I could see the logic in
what Doppel is saying though it must be a skill to master it.
A highway sign near Brockville signaling an historic site appeared. A quick calculation produced
the answer “yes” in response to whether we’d pull over to read it. We turned at the next sign not
knowing what the historical site was. Doppel spotted the arrow pointing to beside the water
where there was an historical plaque. We cycled over and read it:

THE BATTLE OF CHRYSLER’S FARM
1813
In November, 1813, an American army of some 8,000 men, commanded by Major James
Wilkinson, moved down the St. Lawrence en route to Montreal. Wilkinson was followed and
harassed by a British “corps of observation” consisting of about 800 regulars, militia and
Indians commanded by Lieut.-Col. Joseph Morrison. On November 11, Morrison’s force
established in a defensive position on John Chrysler’s Farm, and was attacked by a contingent of
the American army numbering about 4000 men commanded by Brigadier-General J.P. Boyd.
The hard fought engagement ended with the American’s withdrawal from the battlefield. This
reverse, combined with the defeat of another invading army at Chateauguay on October 26,
saved Canada from conquest in 1813.
The wind seemed to pick up the restless spirits on the battlefield. I felt the presence of death, not
knowing if they were spirits in the ethers or the stench of death coming from one of us. A feeling
of history here, as if the blood that was spilled was still fresh and the wounds were still healing in
the nourishing breeze. The 30-foot monument stood at the top of a small hill by the water and
beside the old farm of John Chrysler. There were now government employees serving as early
19th-century farmhands to try to re-enact this historical event.
I stood in the wind by the monument and read another plaque that was below it.

THE BATTLE OF CHRYSLER’S FARM
Here on the farm of John Chrysler, was fought one of the decisive battles of the War of 1812. On
11 November 1813 Lieutenant-Colonel Joseph Morrison, with 800 British and Canadian
regulars, militia and Indians engaged an American force of 4,000 under Brigadier-General John
Boyd. The open terrain was suited to the training of the well-drilled British regulars who after

two hours of heavy fighting, routed the enemy. This victory ended a major American thrust to
Montreal.
Many units composed largely of persons residing in the American provinces at the time of the
Revolution fought valiantly in support of the Crown, forfeiting their property and suffering great
privation. They and their descendants played a leading role in the rapid development of the
province. For this cause are known as United Empire Loyalists.
UN INCEPIT SIC PERMANET FIDELIS
AS LOYAL SHE BEGAN, LOYAL SHE REMAINS
I could feel it all in my heart as I stood there straddling by bike beside Doppel with my head
heavy with battle imagery from the War of 1812.
“The lay of the land here is perfect for a pitched battle,” said Doppel, looking across to the field
where it met the trees and the water.
“So much was decided right here.”
“And to think so many go by and never know it’s here. Thank God for the Loyalists.”
“There must have been cannonballs splashing at will. The imagery of a lead bullet in the thigh is
heavier than a bullet in the head for some reason,” I said. “All wounded know why.”
“Are you wounded?”
“Once wounded always wounded. A pain in the soul for the lost time between you and me. Our
separation. Too much time has passed. I always thought we’d have more time to hang out.”
Looking at his flushed face, for the first time I could see plainly in the midday light that he was
sick - and it made my heart break.
“We do. We have our road trip.” Could not hide the sadness in my eyes.
“I wish we had had more.” I looked at him in his khaki shorts and beard.
“But we are on one here right now. There is no other place I want to be right now than here with
you at this battle site beside the river. This is the final chapter in the Handbook. This is the
culmination of years of study and action for one to distill what it is to be alive.” For a moment it
occurred to me that his Handbook was his way of recording his life to hand down to others for
generations to inspire them in their lives - as a guide and roadmap - the fruits of his own toils and
travels. Selfless and tragic.
For a moment I couldn’t breathe. I was overwhelmed. He could see it.
“A tree withers that on a hill-top stands; protects it neither bark nor leaves: such is the man
whom no one favors: why should he live long?” I was too winded to ask for the footnote.
“Are you not well?”
“I am as well as I need to be for this tour along the major artery of Canada, and the early
highway of exploration to the New World. There are no philosophers here. See I am a

descendent of David Hume. ” His laughter was taken by the wind and flung to the towns
downwind.
“How’s that?”
“Because I believe the Scotsman’s words to be true when he said: ‘It is confessed, that the
utmost of human reason is, to reduce the principles, productive of natural phenomena, to a
greater simplicity, and to resolve the many particular effects into a few general causes, by means
of reasoning from analogy, experience, and observation.’ That is my work. That is how I see the
world. And to do this work one must live in the now. Human lives come and go but the first
principles of life’s conundrums remain.’” Doppel took off in an instant, like the blades of cut
grass on the field.
Back on the road dragonflies buzzed in front of me flying the same speed as me. We cruised
momentarily together, me and the dragonflies, passing inconspicuously along the hot August
pavement. One dragonfly faded to the left and then darted past me just missing my eye. I was
thankful I was wearing my eye tackle to protect from bugs and debris and UV rays.
At one point I approached a guy walking his dog who was using the entire length of the leash. It
all happened in an instant. I passed him crossing the railway tracks where the edges in the road
were chipped and deep along the iron rails. As soon as I rode around the guy and his dog, a black
Porsche came screaming by just missing me by a hair, all in a moment. The fumes of the squeeze
still hung in the thick air as I coasted on one pedal. I let my head fall forward and relax my neck
muscles and back. A surge of soothing blood rushed to my shoulders quenching a prolonged
pinch.

Chapter Sixteen
Mountain Bike Logic
&
We continued to tour in 17th gear, passing rolling green hills with wooden fences, cattle grazing
and some corn yet to be harvested. My mind was racing with thoughts - new thoughts of a life
without my twin brother - but I kept pushing them out in an effort to try to harvest the beauty that

surrounded me. I was trying to apply Doppel’s philosophy of zeitqualia. I wanted something
permanent from him I could keep always.
The road veered to the riverside again when we saw another plaque near Prescot. We were in an
area that had been flooded when the locks and canals of the St. Lawrence River had been built so
there were old 19th-century towns hidden underwater.
Just as we were getting into a flow, we came upon a historical plaque.

LOST VILLAGES OF THE ST. LAWRENCE
Construction of the St. Lawrence Seaway required the flooding of 20,000 acres along the
Canadian shoreline between Iroquois and Cornwall. Some of these lands had been settled by the
Loyalists in the 1780s. Between 1955 and 1957, 6,500 residents were relocated, many of them to
the new communities of Ingleside and Long Sault. Work crews moved buildings to new sites and
re-routed highways and railway tracks. Iroquois and part of Morrisburg were rebuilt on higher
ground. On “Inundation Day,” July 1, 1958, the rising waters of Lake St. Lawrence slowly
submerged the villages of Aultsville, Farran’s Point, Woodlands, Dickinson’s Landing, Wales,
Moulinette, Milles Roches and a farming community on Sheek’s Island.
“Strange.”
“Well, eerie isn’t it? The government decides on the seaway and whole towns are evacuated and
then submerged.”
“Still there now,” I said, thinking of the afterlife. A smile.
“Untouched except by protective womb of water.”
“Interesting. A womb of something protective.”
There were many plaques in the area identifying hidden towns underwater all along this
shoreline, but this plaque was different. We stopped to read it.

THE REV. JOHANN SAMUEL SCHWERDTFEGER
1734-1803
The first Lutheran minister to settle in this province, Schwerdtfeger was born in Burgbernheim,
Bavaria, and studied theology at the University of Erlangen. Emigrating to America in 1753, he
served as pastor of congregations in Pennsylvania, Maryland and New York. Much persecuted
for his allegiance to the crown during the American Revolution, Schwerdtfeger moved to Canada
in 1791. He settled here in Williamsburg Township and became pastor of a congregation of
German Loyalists, which had been established in 1784, and by 1790 had constructed the first
Lutheran church in what is now Ontario. In this site now lies beneath Lake St. Lawrence. Within
a few years he had organized Lutheran congregations in neighbouring townships. He died in
1803 and was buried in the old church cemetery.
“He died one year before Kant died,” said Doppel.
“Kant.” That was a philosopher I hadn’t thought about in 25 years.

“Sure. It goes Hume and then Kant.”
“That’s right, because it was Hume who woke Kant up from his ‘dogmatic slumber.’” This
seemed to trigger something in my brother. And I was all for him talking about his passion rather
than discussing his health.
“1803. If Kant’s academic vernacular is any indication of his zeitgeist, then the wind of logical
formulation was in the air.” He stood there straddling his mountain bike and raised his crooked
finger in the air as if he were a professor. “Manifest in the grammar of the philosopher’s
language back then was the objective of clarity, manifest in the writings of Kant and Hegel.
Hegel even went so far to bend the grammar to fit his idea of the world and to make language
conform to his worldview.” He smiled at me. “Their thirst was for a crisp logical knife.”
“They were also religious men like us.”
“Well, yes. So their language may have reflected that too. Perhaps Hegel’s metaphysical religion
was manifest in his use and abuse of the prevailing linguistic norms.” He reached into his pocket
and handed me his journal. A page was book marked.
“What’s this?”
“I wrote it the other night. It sort of illustrates this language thing we’re discussing.”
I opened it to the page where there was strange-looking poem written in pencil:

Philosophy
Abstract Architecture Arranged As Anthropological Arithmetic

The Philosopher
Aristocratic Animals Attaining Art
And Achieving Accelerated Aesthetics with Accent,
Assuming An Analytical Assessment And Analysis
Of All Action and Axioms.
I started to laugh!
After All the Axes Are Analyzed And Attuned,
Erudite Ants Attain the Always-Ascending Affinity
To Affirm the Affiliation of Ancestry And Affected Anatomy
In our All-encompassing Astuteness to Anchor
Our Already Anarchic And Apocalyptic Apple-pie Answers
Against Appropriate Appraisal And Aphorisms of Adventure.
“This is crazy!” But I read more:
All Apprenticeships Are Amphibious Amoebas
In An Aquarium of Aerodynamics,
Apprehending And Attaching Apperceptional Amendments
And Amassing Atoms of Action’s Arbitration Around
An All-illusive Apical: the Architecture of the Aphonic Absolute.

“Nice one.”
All Adjectives of the Anatomy of our Ancient
And Active Abstract Agriculture
Apply Anthropological Arithmetic to Accepted Astronomy
And Archaeology, Accumulating Amalgamated Ambition
And Ascension, All Assembling At the Academy of Arts.
“You, my brother, are a weird dude!”
“Indeed I am!” We laughed from the gut there by the river, me amazed at what he had written.
“That’s what it’s supposed to be to be a philosopher?”
“Well, yes as it were. You see, you must allow some room to bend the language, to bend the
grammar, to overcome the linear rules of the inherent logic in language. I suggest that the very
logical structure of a language is a mirror reflection of man’s innate logical apparatus.”
“That seems pretty heavy man. But you know what, I can see that. But I have to ask: what
exactly do you mean?”
“The rules of grammar for example, are lines of logic that show us how we naturally think. The
logic in language can be bent, or more importantly, is bendable.”
“So?”
“Well, so many of our logical systems in math and science that we use for analysis are simple
logical systems that are binary in nature. It’s either 0 or 1. That’s it. There’s no bending of the
rules. It’s inflexible by nature. Symbolic Logic we were taught in philosophy too. Linear logic is
characterized by parallel and perpendicular lines, but the logic we actually use in our daily lives
and especially on an exploit like this, has an inherent bending and declension in it. I believe it
would be fair to say that we do not ride in perfectly straight lines nor take corners at a
geometrically perfect angle. Rather we ride and a kind of flow and continual judgment of the
never-ending bumps and imperfections along our path.”
“No, I agree. We don’t ride in a straight line and at a constant speed.”
“As we ride we fill in the gaps and corners where linear logic cannot go. We use our intuition in
our logic. So when cycling, one must balance between the geometrically crisp logical model with
a wise spatio-temporal inflected logic. Our decision-making process as we ride is not rigid; it
takes into consideration the application of a linear system onto a non-linear world.”
“So then you’re saying there are two types of logic?”
“The two central types of logic I see are the traditional linear logic and what we could call
mountain bike logic.”
“Yeah, okay. I can see that.”
“For the Viking Mountain-biker, an exploit is a time to savour the mobile equilibrium and milk
the art of balanced motion and technique. For the Viking Mathematician, his exploit becomes a

matrix of numerology measurable in the language of math. For the Young Viking, it’s an exciting
opportunity to learn a new skill and develop the know-how and equipment to undertake
subsequent adventures. For this the Viking needs his mountain bike logic because it’s an intuitive
rationale that is logically inflected in nature. It enables us to see and read between the lines of
what binary logic leaves out.”
For a moment I knew I was witnessing Doppel’s genius - his passion project that had evolved to
such a point that he had created an insight hitherto never expressed before. He had studied
philosophy not for marks but because he sought the truth and in this seeking he had discovered
shortcomings, so he had created a comprehensive philosophy that took into consideration
traditional shortfalls in previous theories and had come up with something completely original.
Surely this was his legacy.
I looked out at the water and thought of the forgotten town that lay below the surface of the
water that was flooded by the locks in the St. Lawrence, and worried for a moment that all his
work might be forgotten and buried too. Pages in the journal in my hand fluttered in the air
currents around the top of the hill and I felt the urge to record his thoughts and write them out for
others to learn. I was connected to all this, I thought, because I am his twin brother and I, too,
studied philosophy but I had chosen a path without intellectual curiosity and earnestness. I had
chosen the lazy, easy life whereas Doppel had forged ahead and continued his studies ever since
he graduated 25 years ago.
I sighed and went to my bike. I stepped on my pedal and picked up speed riding down the hill.
Armed with my newfound mountain bike logic, I suddenly had the appetite for a challenge. I
considered Doppel’s idea. And I began to apply it as I rode. Cycling is sculpting a stream with a
subtle lean of the shoulder creating a new wave with only a slight of hand. Temporal orientation
is fundamental to a coordinated brake and turn, and a lane change, not to mention cracks in the
roads from the long winters. Mountain bike logic had to be temporal in nature. Just as I mountain
biked in a flow of space and time, the coordination of how we ride our mountain bikes is the way
we use our logic. Same with motorcycling. Same with sailing and the other vehicles of exploit
known to the Viking-Poet.
Amazing.
We had planned on riding farther for the day, but the sight of rapids in the St. Lawrence drew us
to a spot where we crashed for the night. That night I fell asleep after I ate. Doppel must have
dragged me to my tent.

Chapter Seventeen
Inspiring the Next Generation
&
We camped at the site of Iroquois, a town that was buried under the St. Lawrence River, hidden
by the water. I tried to spot some evidence of the village but couldn’t see anything. To know
there was a town there under the surface fascinated me. We were protected by trees from the
road but the morning was chilly in the covered inlet where I sat beside my tent. Doppel was off
somewhere on his bike so I walked to the water’s edge and ate some peanuts and drank some
water. I sat right beside the roar of the water and stretched out my legs.
It felt damn good to just sit.
I thought hard about how Doppel believed it was just him and God who saw the brushstrokes of
his life, and how it was just those two who judged him on his deathbed. It was perhaps the only
piece of knowledge that he was certain of when it came to the afterlife and reincarnation. He had
always had doubts of an afterlife ever since childhood. It was the undisputed foundation of his
entire belief system, and the reason why he was passionate about time utility. It was why he

believed in Nietzsche’s Eternal Recurrence - only the one life that is lived over and over for
eternity. Living just the one life had been his awakening. He saw that the size of his canvas was
equal to the amount of time he had to live, and that the colours he could paint on his life canvas
were left to him to find for himself out in the world. Doppel was sure the heavens were littered
with uni-coloured and incomplete canvases with very few that contained any degree of art.
Fewer still were fully painted and only a select few were hung at the pinnacle where all in
heaven could appreciate the poetically executed exploits of the exclusive Viking-Poet Club.
Doppel still wasn’t back so I left on my bike for a ride. There was little traffic and lots of birds. I
bumped into two kids walking along the side of the road. The bigger one said: “Good trip?”
“So far,” I replied. I told them I had started in Kingston. They looked at my bike and packs.
“No way you came from Kingston,” said the younger one.
Doppel appeared with a bag of food coming from a store. He stopped and joined in the
conversation. They said they weren’t from Iroquois so they didn’t know the area.
“He wants me to carry the pack with all the books,” the bigger one said to me. Looking at the
smaller boy I saw a flicker of fear and fragility. Glancing at Doppel, I could see that he saw it
too.
“Ah, it’s good for you. It builds character,” Doppel said back to the bigger kid. “Trust me.” He
nodded and winked at the kid. I saw that the kid got his meaning.
We said good-bye and cycled back to the tents. I sat hunched over some bread feeling weak. I
noticed his worn shoes, worn from action, and his bushy beard. He was a man who was seldom
concerned with cosmetic tweaking for the sake of what others may think or to conform to the
latest fashion trends, particularly when dragging a sharp razor blade across his skin only to go
through the same thing the following day, and the day after that and so on. HE always referred to
the Myth of Sisyphus to justify his beard - about that man who pushes a rock up a mountain
everyday only to have it fall down at the end of the day. ‘Same thing’ he always said about his
beard. Since becoming a real philosopher, who is more concerned with life’s truths rather than
all things trivial, Doppel had let his facial hair grow into its natural state.
“From adventure all wisdom springs,” he said, drinking a Coke. I could see him looking at the
circles around my eyes as I was looking closely at the red rash that was still encircling his upper
cheeks around his upper nose in the shape of a butterfly.
“Are you up for riding today? We could take a day off you know. Dad has no idea we’re coming
to see him.”
“Didn’t sleep well last night, that’s all,” he replied. “Well you certainly slept in.”
“Just a little stiff.” We packed up and sorted ourselves.
“Best way to work out the stiffness in weary limbs is by moving,” he said and was gone. I
followed at a leisurely pace into the new town of Iroquois where I bumped into the same two
kids. We were accosted by them so we rode to a picnic table. Doppel bought four Cokes and they
talked our ear off.
“Are you brothers?” the older one asked.

“Yes, we’re identical twins.”
“You have a beard and you don’t,” he replied.
“That’s because I’m a philosopher,” Doppel replied. “Did you know that once in Greece 2500
years ago there lived a philosopher who was convicted of a crime and was given a choice in his
sentence. Since he was a philosopher and beards were part of the pedigree of a philosopher, he
had to choose between three years in prison or cutting off his beard. You know what he chose?”
“His beard,” said the boy.
“That’s what I would have thought too but no, he spent three years in jail. He loved his beard
that much.” The kids looked to Doppel as if he was a favorite uncle, cool and mysterious, still
not understanding the story.
Finally Doppel interjected and asked the younger kid: “What do you want to be when you grow
up?”
“I want to be a race car driver.” The older boy laughed but Doppel kept his eye on the young boy
and said: “Go for it man. I can see you racing cars. I race motorcycles. You can do it.” Just like
that his eyes lit up when he smiled. His buddy had stopped laughing. The young boy, eyes now
bright, had had the last laugh.
They left and we bought some food and supplies at the local store before moving off towards
Cornwall. I feel rejuvenated jumping on my bike, I slipped the balls of my feet into the toe clips.
Swinging the toe into the clip comes from rhythm, angling at the bouncing revolution of the
crank to catch the entrance side of the pedal. Holding the bottom half of the pedal by the toe, I
momentarily caressed the top of the strap before the foot falls into the full pedal space. Even in
this there is a time factor at play so the logic must have a temporal structure.
It’s a skill of toe and timing.
I slowed because Doppel was falling behind. My focus on toe clips made me go faster. When I
looked back I could see Doppel kept fumbling with his toe clips. It looked like he was beginning
to lose control of his feet. For the first time it looked like riding was difficult for him and it
scared me to the quick. I rode very slowly until I stopped at the side of the road. He found me
waiting for him eating water and peanuts.
We walked our bikes to a small café in the village past Iroquois, leaving our bikes leaning
against the patio. When I walked into the café I realized I looked silly. I had my water bottle in
my left pocket in my knapsack so I grabbed the empty plastic bottle to fill it up. Sitting, I
stretched out my legs and relaxed. The warm, sweet coffee hit the spot.
“Hot today,” he said. I took out a brick of some cheddar cheese that I had bought in Iroquois,
broke off a piece and handed it to him.
“It’s the best cheese I had ever tasted,” I said. “The expiry date is something like six months
from now.”
“I must say it is very fresh,” I said. “How’s your bike running?”

“Very smoothly thank you. I checked the rack’s stems to see if they need tightening. Tire
pressure is near perfect. Both brakes are crisp. The axel has stabilized from flexing due to the
weight. When standing up to pedal, it puts a strain on the rear axle.”
“Sure.”
“The back rack, the rim and the axel should not be ignored.”
“I’ll make note of that.”
“Irony: the cornerstone of the Viking-Poet humor.”
“That’s not in the Handbook.”
“Many things are not. Like bike maintenance, though it should be. A mountain bike, if you think
about it, is really simple. An oiled chain is first on the list. I’m now a fan of Phil’s Tenacious Oil.
The chain is silent with that stuff. Secondly, the gears must be tight. One doesn’t want sloppy
gear changing with a loose chain that skips off the teeth of the back sprocket. When the gears are
loose the derailleur sits in between gears thereby putting strain on the chain. A loose chain
breeds skippage.”
“Yes, it does breed skippage.”
“Thirdly, one needs full confidence in one’s brakes in order to stop at the flex of a finger. The
strength of the brakes must be able to handle the mass of the moving entity. Checking the crank
to see if it rotates in all three crank gears is also important, as is adjusting the handlebars to suit
the posture of how you ride.”
“So this is your mountain bike maintenance?”
“Well, it is. The key concept when dealing in mountain bike maintenance is to keep the back
wheel clean and crisp. The art of maintenance lies in the cleanliness of form. Attuning one’s ear
to the intuneness of one’s bike is a learned thing; the crisp click of a gear change and the clean
braking without rubbing rims are an indication of a good bike.”
“The ear is the voice of mountain bike maintenance.”
“Yes, from experience I believe that to be the case,” he said. “I believe it was Hume who said:
‘causes and effects are discoverable, not by reason, but by experience.’”
“Indeed, it is the case here. As is why we know the sun will come up tomorrow.”
My leg was asleep from sitting so long but it took time for the feeling to come back. There was a
moment that I thought it would never return. I felt the urge to ask Doppel about his health
directly but I didn’t have it in me. He paid for the coffees and he waited with me, sitting quietly
at peace. Eventually I limped to our bikes and we were off.
There were no clouds in the royal blue sky of the late morning. As we journeyed alongside the
river, all I saw were islands of rocks, and red and white lighthouses in the middle of the seaway.
Small scraggly trees peppered the circumference of the rocky islands as if from a Group of Seven
painting. Looking south at the United States across the river, I saw a dark red brick building on
the island. There was a plaque where Doppel stood.

“What does it say?”
“It says that building out there on the island was a key safety port for the British during the War
of 1812, when they sailed up the St. Lawrence from the ocean with cargo.”
“I love it: Canadian history comes alive.”
We kept moving, the current almost ushering me along through its sheer force or movement.
Doppel might see the War of 1812 but I can’t shake the feeling that the Mohicans were the ones
who lived amongst this beauty and played hide and seek along the Thousand Islands. For miles
we passed exposed Canadian Shield rock and lighthouses at every turn. The landscape had
become a Lawren Harris painting. I let the beauty seep into me like a sponge. It was glorious this moment - cycling with my best friend.

Chapter Eighteen
The Bookstore
&
The sun was hot and we were both thirsty so we decided to go into the town of Morrisburg. We
rolled down the main road past the legion and post office. We could see the water from the top of
the hill where tall maple branches ruffled in the brewing gale. Victorian homes sprawled every
corner with turrets and bay windows and front porches and big front lawns with mature trees. We
picked up speed going down the hill where we could see white caps on the river. Then we saw a
sign:
YE OLDE BOOKSTORE
So we stopped.
“I’m a bit tired so let us rest here,” he said. We leaned our bikes against the limestone coach
house. When he dismounted his bike and drank some water, it looked like he was going to faint.
I grabbed his arm.
“Every individual has his own speed and direction,” he said, sounding old and wise like a sage.
“A higher speed does not necessarily mean better quality since each rider has their own comfort
level. It is at one’s natural speed when one may have synergy of parts, which of course would
have the highest quality.” He drank more water and breathed deeply. I thought I heard a rattling
in his lungs but he ignored it. “Since each individual is unique, each rider must find their
preferred flow.”
I let go of his arm.
“Let’s go in.”
The hardwood floors in the bookstore enhanced the old English motif with the antique desk and
ink stills on the windowsill. Old hardcover books covered the walls with unimposing grace. We
both gravitated to the philosophy section where I look for a book about Heraclitus.
“I see the staples of the old school here: Plato, Aristotle, Aquinas, and maybe a Descartes or a
Hume thrown in there but I’m stunned to see this.” He picked out a small copy of Nietzsche’s
Thus Spake Zarathustra. It’s so small it can fit into his breast pocket. “The Kaufman translation,”
he said. “Score.”
I realized I’m tired of philosophy so I browsed in the poetry section where I find more than a
dozen books on Byron. I looked for a copy of Walt Whitman but instead I spotted an old painting
in the corner of the poetry section behind another smaller picture leaning against the wall. When
I picked it up I see it’s a painting of a classic photo of Henry David Thoreau at Walden Pond.
“Thoreau at Walden, that’s also a score. Nice one.”
“Think I can fit it into my knapsack?” I asked.
“If it’s meant to be I’m sure there’s a way.” The words sounded familiar.

“I was wondering if this painting was for sale,” I said to the woman behind the counter.
“Yes, I believe it is.” When I mentioned that we were riding our bikes to Montreal from
Kingston, she asked me if I would like her to send it ahead to Montreal.
“That would be easier actually, in case it rains. Minimize wear and tear.” She said she
understood so I gave her the address in Montreal.
Outside, Doppel was sitting beside his bike reading through his ‘Portable Nietzsche.’
“You don’t look well,” I said, finally confronting him directly. “You’re pale.”
“Strange, I thought I had a burn.”
“You do but you’re pale too.”
“Is that possible?” He grinned.
“Seriously, what’s wrong?”
“Ah, I just need some more water.” He drank again from his water bottle.
“Let’s have lunch at that café. My treat.”
“I’m not hungry but I’ll take a Coke.” We sat underneath a Moosehead umbrella and drank
Pepsi. The sun shone off the bright white tablecloth that came through in waves surrounded by
the splashing aura of water. I ordered some chocolate milk too for both of us.
“Good choice chocolate milk. Taste and nutrition - double hit.” He flipped through his book.
“Not surprised you’re still on Nietzsche,” I said.
“After years of study, I’ve considered how each contributed a chapter to the development of
Western thought, how Hume had broken through and plainly said that all knowledge was unsure
because it was based on experience, and how Kant contributed one of the most extraordinary
sketches of how man thinks that had ever been attempted before. And how Schopenhauer took
the apparatus and built on it until Nietzsche arrived on the scene with his hammer and smashed
the edifice into pieces with undeniable style. But it was the anti-German German who had a way
of speaking to my soul unfettered.”
“I know what you mean when you say unfettered.”
“It’s as if it’s all a flowchart leading up to the best - the rebel who bent the rules and wrote
artfully as he put his finger on an endless string of insights that I can see plain as day. When I
first started reading him it was non-stop jaw dropping. I saw the Viking and the monk, and how a
true philosopher was difficult business but also the only choice for those who loved truth.
Nietzsche brought rock’n roll to writing philosophy. In him I found a soul mate that had been
dead for a hundred years.”
“Right around the time you went to Taiwan.”
“Yes, about then. It was Nietzsche who made philosophy interesting and almost single-handedly
stretched my mind to the point of permanent damage. I spent days, weeks, months, reading night
after night. I shut off my television and wanted to read it all. Those were sledgehammer days.”

“Yep, I can see that in you. Serious nihilism piece.”
I studied the same philosophy degree as Doppel at the same university and came across the
names he said but most of it had been forgotten, but in Doppel’s life their words were still
resounding and echoing in everything he did. It shamed me that I hadn’t retained more from my
undergraduate work.
With all this talking, I ordered another coffee and was busy stroking my unshaven chin. I looked
out with Doppel at the blue sky against the flowing water. A bright red and white sailboat passed
us with the swift surety of purpose. I open my Whitman and read some lines, remembering my
own university days as distracted with the voice of poets like Whitman and Wordsworth, Byron
and Shelley.
“I never cared for Whitman,” he said. I flipped back two pages and read him a line:
Long enough have you dream’d contemptible dreams,
Now I wash the gum from your eyes,
You must habit yourself to the dazzle of the light &
of every moment of your life.
I mulled over Whitman’s words for a moment in the breeze. A family sat a few tables away
eating cheeseburgers and French fries.
“Sporting some philosophy in there, isn’t he?”
“I believe you could say he is, yes.”
As I was thinking of wiping gum out of my eyes, I saw another forty-foot yacht sail by. I took off
my sunglasses and closed my eyes under the magnitude of the sun and heard melodious laughter
from somewhere. Doppel smiled. I kept looking for the source of the laughter. Then it
disappeared.
I paid for the coffees and we pedaled for Cornwall before the sun became too hot. The road was
quiet as we passed more islands. My twin and I biking side-by-side on the quiet road, very
slowly. Major zeitqualia. A Cessna flew overhead puttering under the hot Promethean sun. As I
changed from low to high gear, I adjusted my sprocket gear by millimeters, enough to rid the
chain from rubbing against the sprocket changer. In the back of my mind I thought this was the
final time we would ever ride side-by-side like this in such peace. Montreal was not far off.
“You have the older Deor full range adjustment gears that don’t click into place according to a
predetermined grid,” he said as we cycled side-by-side. “I can hear it.”
“That’s right. They don’t click. Fully manual. Not like the newer mountain bike styles.”
“The new ones you’re talking about aren’t as good as the old ones like you have. These new
clicking gears loosen from hard riding and from the flexing of the cables and of course the
bending in the frame. Loosening can be very small, like a few millimetres, so micro-adjustment
is crucial to crisp gear changing.”
“You’re right about that.”

“The stretching causes the gears to fall just off kilter so that the gears end up out of line with the
teeth of the sprocket. That’s why it makes that noise. It’s God’s reminder that the machine is not
in tune.”
“It’s God’s reminder that we all need tweaking to keep up performance.”
The river was out of sight. Only mature maple trees lined the road as we rode down a small hill.
“The new clicking lever-pressing type of gear changer represents the antithesis of artful poetry in
motion,” he said, still mulling over the importance of the braking system.
“With my old changer, I can make the micro adjustments,” I said.
“And thus achieve a coordinated flow.”
We spotted another historical plaque so we pulled over.

FORT DE LEVIS
Last stand of France in Canada. Fort de Levis, on Isle Royale, (Chimney Island), was built by
captain Pouchet in the spring and early summer of 1760. Its garrison surrendered after a gallant
defence, on 25th August 1760, to the British army commanded by Sir Jeffrey Amhearst. Siege
batteries were established on this point and on adjacent islands.
“That’s exactly 240 years’ ago today,” I said, checking the date on my watch.
“What are the chances?” We both savoured the coincidence. “The poor French lost everything,
even Pierre Radisson, their shining light,” he said, touching on one of his favourite Canadian
explorers.
“That’s right. Pierre Radisson. I remember, when you went tree-planting that summer.” The
summer of Doppel’s second year university he went north of Timmins into the bush sleeping in a
tent, swatting mosquitoes and planting thousands of trees. A marked change in Doppel that
summer. Spent time wandering on his mountain bike with his tree-planting beard looking like
Jesus in Vancouver, and then he went to Australia until he was struck down with arthritis in the
ankles and knees. That was when my brother became humble.
I never had that experience.
“So where do you reckon we are?” Doppel took out his map from his breast pocket and then
checked his compass. He rubbed his knee.
“Nearing Prescot.”
“Sore knee?”
“Right in the middle of the bone it feels like a bruise that seems to be getting worse.” He waved
his hand. “Old injury. I have lots of those.”

Chapter Nineteen
A Man-in-Full
&
I awoke in the corner of my tent wrapped warmly in my sleeping bag. As I began to move I felt
the stiffness settling into my limbs from riding. Walking out of my tent I was crouched over but
hopeful I could work out the soreness with riding. I took my time packing my tent, carefully
trying not to strain my tight back. Doppel came back from the riverside.
“Another beautiful day,” he said. He was limping a little bit.
“There’s something very cleansing about Canada’s summers. How’s that bum knee today?”
“Sore knee today but it should iron out. Pain is one of those things one has to live with.”
“Very Aristotelian of you,” I said. “I remember that year you couldn’t walk. I know you know
about pain.” We seldom ever discussed his arthritis during that year he couldn’t walk. But today
I wonder if the scar tissue in his knees and ankles bother him.
“It was more like two years.”
“Weren’t you on crutches for twelve months?”
“About that, but even after I ditched the crutches I was limping pretty badly for another twelve.
In the mornings getting out of bed was the worst time. Sometimes it took me a few minutes just
to stand up. But one morning the pain just disappeared. It was two weeks shy of two complete
years. That was exactly twenty years ago.”
“Has it bothered you since then?”
“The odd time, when I’m overtired my ankles and toes stiffen. It’s just like an old injury.”
“Ever worry it may come back?”
“Well, yes. If I were to become sick or run down, it could return but this time it would be longer
and more permanent. And I think more serious. But if that’s my fate then I accept it. We are all
lily pads partially eaten mid-summer by some insect that lives around the pond, eh?”
“Yes, we all get nibbled.”
“Pain reminds the Viking-Poet that he is living. And maybe through his exploits can attain
freedom from his pain. If he can immerse himself so deeply into his flow - his zeitqualia - so that
he loses his sense of pain, he could actually skim atop the earth using his momentum to
overpower gravity. Perhaps there is even qualia in his pain.”
“The pain’ness of pain,” I said, sounding unintentionally cynical. “So, this zeitqualia again, what
is it again?” Hand on my chin.
“It’s being in the marrow of the moment, the point zero of incongruity and the flight of least
turbulence. It is the full manifestation of being in the now - sliding on the wet ice of time.”
“Okay, but what I mean is, is it a sensation?”

“Yes. Kant calls it ‘intensive magnitude’ or a degree of influence on the sense. He believed
perception contains sensation and that a magnitude of apprehension causes increased intensity in
the sensation. By removing the translucent glass protecting you from ontological reality,
perceptions clear and you become in touch with the raw texture of adventure, the strategy of
conquering movement using mountain bike logic. It is the mastery of elements. There is a
synergy you get - a buzz - from the act itself.” He sighed. “So many choose not to undertake
exploits and they lack the essential zeitqualia elements in their lives. That’s the point.”
“So then this whole thing is a Crusade? You’re a Crusader?” Irony thick.
“You could say that. It’s a Crusade to enlighten those still slumbering, whose instincts are
drowsy, and who have forgotten the thrill of adventure. I care for my fellow man despite the fact
that my fellow man is sickly these days - from too much TV and whatnot.”
“Do you think I’m sick?” That laugh again; it felt good and sad to hear again. Most genuine
laugh I have ever heard, as if he were trying to stifle it.
“Not after our Taiwan road trip.”
Doppel was packed up so he checked the air pressure of his tires, tightened his brakes with a
quarter turn of the micro-adjustment screw. He checked the rack before he put his tent on it and
discovered one of the screws fastening the rack onto the back frame had come loose. So he took
out a square-head screwdriver from his tool kit and tightened it one-and-a-half rotations.
“I’d say this was the source of the rattling over the bumps yesterday,” he said. Since he was at it,
he put his bike upside down on its seat and handlebars and oiled the chain lightly with more
Phil’s Tenacious Oil. As he rotated the pedals the chain flowed smoothly almost without sound
or friction, the thick protective oil covering each link in the chain.
His Miele mountain bike was in prime shape.
“It is curious to find so many people today behind bars and locked in their jail cell by their own
hand,” he said. “One of humankind’s most comic traits is shown by those who self-censor their
own spiritual expression and development through the constant and perhaps uncontrollable
repression of their true person. It is a fortress of self-censorship that imprisons countless people
all over the world. They stifle their healthy instincts and true thoughts. It very well may be a
more punishing form of imprisonment than physical incarceration.” This was surprising to hear
from Doppel because I had never really thought he cared about humanity. Everything about my
brother revolved around him - not in a bad way but in a way that was contrasted with the vast
majority of others. Perhaps Howie had caused him to care for someone other than himself?
After I loaded the tent and my bag on the rack, I climbed on my mountain bike and began riding
along the smooth, freshly paved road by the waterway. For a while I wondered if that comment
about self-censorship and imprisonment was directed at me. I was the brother who had shut him
out. I was the one who chose the conventional life path. I had lost touch with my compassion and
with my instincts, so he saw me as sick - not quite a 21st-century man but certainly not a man-infull.
We both coasted with the current of the St. Lawrence getting closer to the Quebec border. The
eastern peach in the sky warmed the morning air as we cycled past cozy motels littered along the
Parkway near Maitland.

Then we stopped to read a plaque:

LIEUT.-COL. THAIN WENDELL MacDOWELL,
V.C., D.S.O., 1890-1960
Born in Lachute, Quebec, MacDowell moved to Maitland in 1897. He attended local schools and
graduated from the University of Toronto in 1915. During World War 1, he enlisted on January
9, 1915, in the 38th Battalion, C.E.F. On April 9, 1917, during the battle of Vimy Ridge, assisted
by two runners, he captured two machine guns, two officers and seventy-five men. With the
vision of the enemy obscured by a turn in a passage in the dugout, he was able to convince them
that he commanded a vastly superior force. His action eliminated a serious obstacle to the
gaining of his battalion’s objective, and he was awarded the British Empire’s highest decoration
for valour, the Victoria Cross.
I took a swig of water and let it all sink in.
“Sounds like our own Sergeant York,” I said.
“Good example of someone who thrived in the art of exploit execution. Remember an exploit is
when one can see one’s own worth, whether mediocre or filled with modest greatness.”
“A good war story.”
“Well, that’s it isn’t it? We don’t have wars to fight – not our generation. So this is our battle: the
choosing and the excellent execution of exploits.”
“Interesting worldview.” I was now very aware of how few exploits I had done in comparison
with Doppel.
“Well, without the outlet to exploit, a man with passion will implode from lack of use of vital
sensibilities that make him a man-in-full.”
“Addictions and whatnot.’
“Abuse like that, yes. Give a man a battlefield or playground; it’s the same thing. But
playgrounds can be truly unique, like the mountains of Taiwan or the rugged beauty of the St.
Lawrence Seaway. But exploit or war, it’s the same ancient codebook of behaviour that springs
into play. The important thing is to expend that energy so that the organism may grow.”
“A snowballing action.”
“Precisely. It snowballs, both in abilities and from the inner glow of accomplishment. Part and
parcel with the accumulation of creative achievement is the fervor and flush of what I call
infinite goodness. The outlet of expression is compassion you have for others. Over time the
snowballing glow spills over creating an urge to spread the goodness around. The act of giving is
poetic, so manifesting this action only adds to the richness of one’s brush. ”
“Howie.”
“Good doggy,” he replied.

“I don’t know how you did that.”
“Howie adapted quickly after that dangling episode off my thigh during the first hour of riding.”
“She did have excellent balance at the end.”
Doppel pulled out a photo of Howie from his journal and showed it to me. All those memories
from Taiwan came flooding back to me, which enlivened me riding until we came to the town of
Prescot. We were about halfway to Montreal.

Chapter Twenty
Loyalty
&
At the base of a shallow peninsula surrounded by a jutting log fence with sharpened ends was
Fort Wellington, a key stronghold during the War of 1812 between the British and the
Americans. Above the fence was a twelve-foot ridge where the British could eye anyone
attempting to take the fence. Halfway up the thirty-foot earth mound were more log spikes
jutting out of the wall at an angle designed to create the highest degree of difficulty. The actual
wooden building 30 feet up was quite small for a fort that had seen so much action.
Doppel read the historical plaque:

FORT WELLINGTON
The first Fort Wellington was erected on this site during the War of 1812 to shelter British
regular troops and Canadian militia defending the vital St. Lawrence River transportation route.
In February 1813 these soldiers crossed the ice to capture Ogdensburg New York. When
rebellion threatened Upper Canada in 1838 the fort was in ruins. Construction had scarcely
begun on the present fort in November 1838 when a band of Canadian rebels and American
sympathizers attacked; they were defeated nearby at the Battle of the Windmill by troops
assembled at the fort.
“Key location this fort.”
“It’s such a wicked design,” he said.
“It’s the artist in you.”
“It’s so simple yet effective. No turrets. Simple construction. Very crisp fencing technique.”
“Hard to believe there was an Upper Canada Rebellion in 1838. Such a seldom mentioned point
in Canadian history.”
“Unlike the War of 1812.”
“Which the Americans never mention.” Doppel’s laugh bounced off the pointed fence of the fort.
I walked over to another historical plaque near it and returned the favour of reading it.

COL. EDWARD JESSUP
1735-1816
Born in Stanford, Connecticut, he forfeited 500,000 acres near Albany, New York, by taking up
arms for the King on the outbreak of the American Revolution. He raised the Loyal (Jessups)
Rangers and served under Burgoyne. This corps was disbanded at the end of the war, its
members settling in the present Leeds and Grenville counties, and on the Bay of Quinte. In
return for his services, Jessup received extensive lands from the Crown. In 1810 a town site was
surveyed on this grant, which he named after Robert Prescot, Governor-in-Chief of Canada,
1797-1807.

“Loyalty. The primary underpinning of all.”
“Radical loyalist. He gave up half a million acres.”
“Loyalty to Crown, loyalty to purpose, loyalty to his brother,” he said.
“Sounds like he ended up with a fair shake from the King.”
“Unlike Radisson.”
“Along this stretch of boundary between Canada and the US is where all the crossing went on.”
“Makes sense. It’s just a question of crossing the water.”
“Or in the case of the British troops, crossing the ice to take Ogdensburg.”
“Which is right there.” He pointed across the water to the treed riverbank where the river was
wider. I welcomed the breeze.
“Do you know where the Battle of the Windmill is?”
“Wish my Canadian history was better.”
“We’ll find it.”
“Darn right we will.” He hopped on his bike and I rode beside him down the road. A car came
whizzing by me, missing me by a hair. Dust flew up in my face that gave me a surge of adrenalin
shooting through me.
“The bastard didn’t even give me an inch!”
“Ah, the 21st-century man. You’re bugging him by enjoying yourself.”
I picked up my pace and rode ahead of Doppel, sweat soaked into my socks as the sun warmed
my legs, unceasingly generating my flow. The heat fired my inner hue of intensity. We rode for
many kilometers. Way past the fort I reached another historical marker indicating a right turn to
see a windmill. I slowed for Doppel and we both headed down the quiet road going with the
current of the river. In a minute we came to a Dutch style windmill at the water.

THE BATTLE OF THE WINDMILL
After the 1837 Rebellions many fled to the United States where a few joined American
sympathizers in a new attempt to overthrow British Rule in Canada. On 12 November 1838 they
landed 190 men here and seized this windmill and nearby buildings. The local people remained
loyal, reporting to their militia units; in a few days, 2,000 militias and regulars, supported by
naval vessels, besieged the mill. Although British guns did little damage to the mill, the
insurgents, seeing no escape surrendered on the 16th.
Twenty rebels were killed and another 20 were wounded in the battle, while 15 soldiers were
killed and 55 were wounded. The captured rebels were tried. Eleven were hanged and 60 exiled
to Australia.
“The local people remained loyal to the King.”

“Four days it took for surrender,” I said.
“They were outnumbered ten to one.”
“It seems as if the militia was effective.”
“A trip to Australia to a new life doesn’t seem so bad. One exploit results in another exploit.”
There were white caps on the water in front of the windmill, where the grass on the field
shimmered in the wind.
“This was a crushing defeat to the rebels. It paved the way to a united Canada in 1840, which
then fostered the full biggie in 1867.”
“That’s what I’m saying: one exploit is the cause of another exploit.”
I sat down by a cluster of birch trees close to the sandy lip of the shore where scraps of wood and
shells were scattered on the gray sand. With the small green islands around the outer waters of
the bay, there was a sense that the clouds above were at full speed. Nature stirred and the
seagulls glided in the bantering wind. Doppel went into the woods to have a pee and for a
moment I wondered if in fact I was a 21st-century man. Had Doppel been trying to tell me
something all along?
I took out my Walt Whitman and read:
You are also asking me questions and I hear you,
I answer that I cannot answer,
You must find out for yourself.
Doppel returned and sat on the grass, exhausted. There were spirits here of the dead so we
hopped on our bikes and rode slowly towards the Quebec border.
At the top of a hill we could see the St. Lawrence snake northeast between rocks and trees near
Cornwall, then a national park. Manicured greenery had been separated from the mainland due to
the massive flooding. Doppel stopped at one of the picnic tables where there was a line of trees
marking the 45th parallel.
“I feel compelled to stop.”
“Why?”
“Because this is a mark on a map. And I usually take time to acknowledge points on a map. See,
I can pinpoint us to right here.” He put his finger on the map where the 45th parallel met the
river.
“Almost in French Canada.”
“Still in British territory,” I said.
“Not for long.”
“You’re right. Maybe only a few more kilometers to Lower Canada.” He nodded.
“For some reason I’m feeling weak today,” said Doppel. “So I wouldn’t mind resting.” He
opened his bag and put on a sweater before he lied back and watched the trees rustle in the wind.

I did the same.
Gulls caught in the breeze were motionless as they floated, most missing feathers but all sharply
watching us. Soon - within minutes - Doppel fell asleep, and then in his sleep turned on his side
towards me. Something in me welled up and started crying. Something old rustled inside of me,
as if we were again babies. I looked at my brother and he looked so weak and helpless. I felt an
overpowering sense of protectiveness and stayed there watching over him, his fingers skinny and
his face riddled with red splotches. But he lay there for hours turned to me sleeping. At peace.
Safe. Beside me - his twin.
He had never abandoned me. It had been me who had abandoned him. He had always been loyal.

Chapter Twenty-One
The Inflected Matrix
&
I dreamed I was riding my bike uphill turning left with the St. Lawrence wind coming from the
left. It felt like I was going sideways buffered by wind and gravity, cruising in 16th gear,
approaching the sun at 45-degree angle. With perfect traction, I slid into the turn with my rolling
wheels in a perfectly straight line, with my wheels straight, I fell into a floating turn.
When I opened my eyes Doppel was still lying beside me, turned to me, asleep. He hadn’t moved
an inch.
I laid there still beside him not wanting to wake him. I thought about our trip, knowing where we
were, sure for the first time we were going to make it to see my father. Two boats sailed by
upstream, one barren with no sail and powered by motor, the other laden with sails and a
spinnaker hanging off the mast.
&
Later in the afternoon after he had awaken, we ate some food. Actually, I feasted but Doppel
wasn’t that hungry, only thirsty. He was more interested in his book by Kant. He had had Kant’s
Critique of Pure Reason for years. He was obsessed with it and brought it with him almost
always, keeping it at the very bottom of his knapsack. I had never really cared for the book - too
wordy for me. And his ideas were so complex. I preferred simplicity in language and thought.
Immanuel Kant was neither of those things.
So I reached for my water bottle and for more food in my bag and feasted. For a moment I didn’t
know if it was dusk or dawn. Doppel was hunched over reading Kant’s Critique of Pure Reason.
“Good to polish up on my Kant.”
“Why’s that?”
“Well, because the guy is such an intellect!”
“Wordy.”

“Maybe, but with purpose. Has some good ideas about time.”
“Like?”
“He says that man has a natural intuition of time and space, and that time is quanta continua,
meaning it must be looked at as continual because otherwise time and space would just be an
empty point. An instant in the time continuum can only be a point, and a point in time by
definition is void of any length of time. Therefore points of time would be 0 + 0 + 0 + 0. Time
therefore must always be considered as duration.”
“I can see that.”
“Kant says ‘the continuity of time is ordinarily designated by the term flowing or flowing away.’
See, he’s got it.”
“But Kant never traveled more than 40 miles from his home over his entire lifetime. Not much a
Viking-Poet.”
“True.”
“So a point in time becomes an instant merely at the beginning or end of a finite duration.”
“The problem with that is that we are forced, it seems, to define the present as the end of the past
and the beginning of the future.”
“The now would then be void.”
“Exactly. So that’s why it must be duration. And for me in that duration there should be qualia.”
“How can we see both duration and points in time?”
“Ah! You put your finger on what I was just reading about. Kant calls it transcendental schema.
It is the magical function we have in the imagination that bridges between instants in time and
the sensibility of time as duration. He says this schema is the synthesis of perception with the
representation of time. It is the filling in of time.”
“What does the word schema mean outside of the world of Kant?”
“Schema is the orderly arrangement of parts, as in a philosophic system. It’s the rover force that
makes time, as defined as an infinite series of instants, intelligible as a quantum flow. He says of
this that it is ‘art concealed in the depths of the human soul, whose real modes of activity nature
is hardly likely to ever allow us to discover, and to have open to our gaze.’”
“That’s some heavy stuff there maestro.”
“Well, Kant never undertook exploits. That’s why it was never revealed to him. But it has been
to us. I think Kant’s transcendental schema is that faculty in us that is our mountain bike logic
that inflects, like I was talking about before. If this schema is a product of the imagination, like
he says it is, then it could be that sensible thing that bridges our sense perception and bends our
natural logical apparatus to that sense data in the natural world that we encounter when we, for
example, mountain bike.” For some reason I took his journal and sketched out what he meant on
a piece of paper and handed it to him.
“Is this what you mean? An inflected matrix.”

“Bro, that is amazing.” He wrote beside the diagram so he could fit it into his philosophy. “This
diagram - this inflected matrix - illustrates the logical system I think we all use in the world,
rather than in the staid world of linear logic. See, inflection is the key word here because the
illusion of a perfect match eludes even the keenest of logicians.”
“So when you use the word ‘inflection,’ what exactly do you mean?”
“Think of the word ‘flex.’ Inflection is an angle or bend, or a modulation in the voice. It is a
change in a plane curve from convex to concave. It’s a pattern of change in form undergone by
words to express grammatical and syntactical relations. To inflect is to vary the tone of pitch of
the voice, or modulate. It is to turn from a straight or usual course, and to bend. To inflect is to
give or recite the inflections of a word by conjugating or declension. It is to alter the form of a
word by inflection. Comes from the Latin inflectere, meaning ‘to bend.’”
“I think I understand-ish.”
“Exactly! The English suffix ‘ish’ is a great example of bending to match what we actually see in
the world.”
“Thus the bent lines in the sketch.”
“Nice one man! See, Kant believes that we don’t learn math, we discover math. He believes that
we are born with a logical system in our heads and that reading mathematics is discovering a
dormant language of pure logic. It awakens the logical system. If the logical system is accurately
represented by, for example, symbolic logic, then a logical system must be linear in nature. But
the way we actually intuit logic from the empirical world is with this organic, time-sensitive
bendable, mountain bike logic. And it’s this transcendental schema that Kant mentions that is the
bending agent.”
“As you said, fills in the corners.”
“Makes it all sensible.” The light in his eyes was positively electrifying. “Are you starting to see
my system?” I was about to say yes but I stopped.

“Here,” he said, “let me give you a bird’s eye view before the sun sets.”
He sketched in his journal:

Zeitqualia
(Enjoying quality in time by using mountain bike logic)
I
(Kant’s Transcendental Schema)
I
NORMATIVE LOGIC ---------------------------------------- INFLECTED LOGIC
(Binary)

(Language structure)

Syntax

Experience

Linear

De-linear

Static

Dynamic

“See, you have zeitqualia at the top. It’s the synthesis of both systems of logic and represents the
mastery of the perceiver (subject) over the empirical world (object). On one side you have linear
logic and on the other you have inflected logic. Linear rationale comes from proper syntax while
inflected logic comes from experience, namely the exploit. One is static in nature and the other is
dynamic in nature.”
I sat looking at this structure, shocked at its sweeping distinctions and clean divisions.
“Yes, now I can see your system.”
“See zeitqualia at the top is what we all gun for. It’s the buzz - the high - one gets from
motorcycling or mountain biking. Or sailing. Or whatever it is that turns your cranky. Even Kant
mentions it but not in name. Here, let me read what he says about that: He writes of the ‘quality
of sensation, as for instance in colors, taste, etc. is always merely empirical, and cannot be
represented a priori. Empirical consciousness can in inner sense be raised from 0 to any higher
degree, so that a certain extensive magnitude of intuition, as for instance of illuminated surface,
may become excited as great a sensation as the combined aggregate of many such surfaces less
illuminated.’ He’s tough to read but this is Kant talking about the degree of qualia in experience.
This ‘quality of sensation’ is my ‘qualia.’ It is a sensation of magnitude experienced through in
time.”
I was quiet for a while as darkness overran the orange hue of the setting sunlight. We were both
mulling over what was said as we both pitched our tents beside the forest where it met the fastflowing river. Our food was down to the basics and my stomach rumbled with hunger. I craved a
hot meal.
But after I had brushed my teeth and had slipped into my sleeping bag I asked Doppel a question
that made me restless.

“So what does all this mean?”
Doppel, too, was snug in his sleeping bag with his door open. He sat up and spoke after thinking
about it for a while.
“It means that if the fundamental logic of inflection, found in languages, is a mirror of man’s a
priori logical apparatus, then we could use that skeletal structure to create a better logical system
to analyze the natural world.”
Something happened after hearing these words. This one sentence tied it all together.
“Now I see it. Now I see why. Now I see what you’re doing. And man, that’s pretty damn
groovy bro.”
“So if we could ever apprehend and decipher and duplicate the inherent structure of logic in
language, then we would have a blueprint of our fundamental cognitive structure.”
“It also explains why symbolic logic has fallen short for so many years within the branch of logic
in Philosophy. I remember studying that 25 years ago.”
“Yes. It would show the form of logic we use in our daily lives. Mountain bike logic takes into
consideration the quantum phenomena not considered by traditional linear logic, like
undergraduate symbolic logic that is taught. The random oddities of an exploit cannot fall
outside of the domain of inflected logic. The dynamic of inflection allows the ride to become a
flow.”
“Sorry, what does it all mean again?” Irony.
“It means, my twin brother, that a mountain biker who sacrifices quality at the cost of time has a
lower degree of inner magnitude.” The delivery was deadpan. We both laughed, especially
Doppel who was quickly out of breath.
“What it means is,” I said, “if one has poor inflection one has a blind spot.”
“Yes.”
“Or is missing the middle part.”
“Yes. It means that having excellent inflection increase the magnitude of quality. It means, my
brother, that one’s rationale isn’t purely logical or purely poetic; rather our rational foundation
has the pillar of logic and the pillar of poetry that are balanced using inflection. It means, von
Schöngait, that one shoe is straight and one shoe is curved.”
Doppel had come up with his own system of philosophy as it relates to the Socratic project: the
art of living.
A wolf cried in the timbers.

Chapter Twenty-two
Experiencing Zeitqualia
&
It was a cold night. Nothing stirred. I woke up early and watched the fluorescent tangerine
balance on the horizon for a moment before the earth fell away. The ball of infinite goodness that
Doppel explained welled up in me as I beheld the sun. A sunrise is such a thing of beauty: the
life-giver arrives bestowing warmth to all that ask. I thought about it all, the good, the qualia of
beauty, and the mystical are all born from the same source. The faculty within us that receives
enlightenment: that is the divine in our soul. It is the home of wonderment for poet-philosophers
who try to define and describe, construct and deconstruct, like trying to grip a watermelon seed
between your fingers. So the poet-philosopher becomes an artist of imperfection - a connoisseur
of all that lies outside normative logic - the residue - the evidence of imperfection - and strives to
overcome the need for complete possession and absolute categorization. He is forced to live with
the enigma of ‘what is good?’ Labeling from endless analysis eventually becomes a game of
sticking the closest hieroglyph to a phenomenon - using blunt instruments trying to measure the
ethers of magic.
She is too slippery to capture and identify. But Doppel had made an attempt. And perhaps
captured the incongruity of how we face it all.
My identical twin brother came out of his tent and sat on the grass beside me.
“Slept well?”
“The knee is a bit raw today,” I said. “As always.”
He drank water and ate a bit of cheese and bread. He looked drained from yesterday. I had
nothing to share but the confidence of brotherhood as I ate silently beside him. Just being there
beside him bathed me in a blanket of love that soothed the sharp edges that were beginning to
sting me. This is it, I thought, this moment will never happen again. How does one immerse
totally in the moment? To exist as a point in time is to lose your duration, to cease to exist.
Maybe the non-quantifiable point is a smudge or a blur that lasts for an unknown moment, as I
held on to it then, not wanting my present situation to change. Was that happiness: not wanting
to change your present situation. If so I was happy there beside my twin brother. Our silence was
perfect. A perfect moment. A union of two souls bound by blood and chance, with no requisite
words to disturb. A language beyond logic, unspoken and without flaw, a sensation of security
and comfort, yet knowing it is, in fact, the final moment.
“It will be good to see Dad.”
“Yeah, it will.”
We packed and slowly coasted to a pedaling speed through the park. No one was around. The
pavement was already hot. There wasn’t a cloud in the sky. The top of my head felt like an egg
frying. My mouth was sandpaper so I stopped and quaffed all the water I have. I wrapped a
bandana around my frying egg Aunt Jehmima style, and then hopped on my bike and caught up
to Doppel feeling that sense of freedom that uplifts. An open road and flow, we didn’t stop until
we reached Cornwall.

“There’s a Mohawk reserve here on an island between Cornwall and the States,” said Doppel.
“Let’s check it out.” I knew better than to argue with Doppel about such a detour so we cycled
the kilometer to the bridge that lead to the Mohawk reserve in the middle of the St. Lawrence
River. I climbed in low gear up the crest of the half-kilometer long bridge when the protective
railings beside me disappeared. Ominous crosswinds created a very shaky flow. With only two
feet of space between me and falling off into a free fall to a very hard splash, and with the bridge
reverberating from passing cars, I gracefully reached for my brake. I cut myself a wide berth of
space away from the shimmering diamonds on the surface of the St. Lawrence below. I couldn’t
ignore the vacuous gusts and my slippery tires. I carefully lowered my weight as I slowed to a
stop but Doppel went on, passing me as I stopped. I walked my bike off the narrow bridge
walkway onto the roadway because the curb was two-feet high and two-feet wide. I had to laugh
at Doppel’s bravery balancing there 500 feet above the frigid waters of the river below,
negotiating the two-foot-wide sidewalk as the cars whizzed by him.
The guy had guts.
Coasting down the tail end of the other side of the crest on the bridge, I met Doppel at the
entrance to the Akwesasne Mohawk reserve. It wasn’t different from anywhere else except for
the number of dogs, so we kept riding right back over the bridge and back to the road leading to
Montreal.
With the sun nearly overhead a flow of adrenaline from the strength I felt flushed through my
limbs carrying me faster. I caught a swift groove along the thicker currents above Cornwall and
found myself at the top of a hill where the view was clear to the water. I felt the warmth of the
sun and smiled at the beauty of the moment. I coasted and savored then descended the hill,
accelerating and feeling exhilaration I hadn’t felt since I was a kid. My legs pedaled like pistons,
burned numb, drowning all history into the now. My pack felt like a bunch of feathers and the
stream of my cycle-flow didn’t even enter my immediate consciousness. I personified flexibility
between rider and machine as if it were an inflecting bike. That oneness existed forever in that
long moment of time.
After an indefinable period of time I emerged at the bottom of a long hill where I approached a
sign for another fort. I slowed my pace and turned for the fort knowing Doppel would find me.
Right after a small creek and a stone bridge I saw the fort. It was an eerie place littered with
stone ruins outlining the remnants of old foundations. By the waterfront there were two
blockhouses. They were tall, six-sided structures that were like turrets for riflemen. Both
blockhouses were perched at the point in the rapids. It was the range of sight to Montreal that
made it an ideal location.
Like the Battle of Chrysler’s Farm and the Battle of the Windmill, there were restless spirits
here.
I put down my mountain bike and went to the plaque.

COTEAU-DU-LAC
From 1778 until the mid-19th century, Couteau-du-Lac was the site of a British military post
which defended the passage and facilitated the transportation of supplies along the St.
Lawrence. It was of strategic importance to the defense of Canada during the American

Revolution and during the War of 1812 when its fortifications were added to strengthen its
position. In addition to the supply depot and fort, one of the earliest locks in North America was
constructed here in 1770-1780 on a canal which was in continued use until it was superseded by
the Beauharnois Canal in the 1840s.
Right beside it there was another plaque.

THE WAR OF 1812-1814
British Forces at Coteau-du-Lac
During the War of 1812, many infantry and artillery detachments, as well as several militia
corps, converged on Couteau-du-Lac. Some were assigned to garrison duties and took part in
the construction of defensive works, while others were only passing through on their way to a
farther destination of the Great Lakes front. In addition, many of the troops assembled at
Couteau-du-Lac had a mission to ward off any land manoeuvres made by the enemy between
Prescot and Montreal.
I could see the British muster in this place and the constant roar of the rapids is a natural
reminder of the New World. Barracks that could sleep over 200 soldiers, a hospital, two
blockhouses still standing after one was burnt by the rebels during the Upper Canada Rebellion.
I fell back on the grass near three canons and watched the birds scout for fish. The seagulls were
as plentiful as the water and the fish.
I heard Doppel’s bike approach.
“The Viking Wizard arrives.”
“Nice peninsula,” he said. “Those blockhouses look medieval.”
“Certainly they look Tudor in style.”
“There’s a spirit here,” he said, “more so than the other forts and battlegrounds.”
“It feels different here. It’s different territory.”
“The land of Jacques Cartier.”
I sat on the embankment and was warmed by the sun. I was still so tired that I dozed off asleep
and dreamed that there was a red bird on a nearby branch. Then I saw my brother across the
rapids by a thin island covered with trees. Swooping birds and splashing fish and the off-white
clouds roaring overhead created a blurred image. I couldn’t make out the face but I was sure it
was Doppel. He had the same facial geometry as me. Then the wind picked up and the birds
flapped their wings but didn’t move away. Finally a gust of wind rolled off the shore and pushed
him off the embankment into the water, splashing. When I opened my eyes I saw a red bird
flying away. The thundering sound of the rapids filled me with something I needed. The spray in
the air echoed a hundred past stories that spoke to the dragonflies and bumblebees.
Doppel was sitting beside me, looking at me closely.

“I’m glad we took this trip Stüffle,” he said. I told him I was too but it only let him become
aware of the sadness in my voice.
We returned to the road from the theatre of war and lumbered towards our last night in the tents.
Doppel selected a spot beside a tourist information center right by the road. It was safe and it had
soft, manicured grass. It started to rain just as we finished with our tents. I knew it was just a
matter of time before we would both be soaked.

Chapter Twenty-three
A Dying Man
&
We cycled to warm up at the crack of dawn and greeted the sunrise together for the first time on
our journey: the brilliance of an electrifying orange, sudden and assertive in the cold morning air.
Soon we came to a gray sign that read:

WELCOME TO QUEBEC
Manmade inlets were carved into the shoreline every couple of hundred metres, houses built in
clusters, remnants of the infrastructure from the Habitant days attracting pioneers with arable
land backing out from the river in the shape of long slivers. We passed old and new locks, some
decrepit and some in use, the road barren, chipped and bumpy and hard to ride. We crossed the
elongated bridge to the island of Montreal, past Beaconsfield and then Point Claire and Dorval.
The homes beautiful beside the white-capped river flowing towards the Atlantic. There were
only a few cyclists and a few walkers along the path where we stopped. It was there that I saw
the full extent of Doppel’s pain. He hobbled to a bench where he sat, choosing not to hide
anything anymore from me.
He had suddenly become an old man.
“We’re almost there. There’s the Champlain Bridge,” he said, pointing. Brave.
“We can see Dad today.” He took a deep breath.
“I’m afraid I have some bad news for you,” he said. “I’m ill. I have something similar to my
Reiter’s Syndrome but it’s a little heavier I think.”
“Okay.” I’m empathetic, expected something.
“It is a fatal disease that affects the limbs.”
“Fatal!”
“My cells are dying and my limbs and then organs will harden with scar tissue until my death.”
“What?”
“There’s no treatment and they don’t know what causes it. I’m sorry I didn’t tell you earlier but I
couldn’t find the right time. I actually flew here to Canada to tell you but our time was so good I
didn’t want to wreck it.” I looked closely at my brother and I could see it in his eyes. He was
dying.
“As I said to you before,” he continued, “my biggest regret is that we didn’t spend more time
together as adults. Always thought we’d have the time.”
“Me too. I suppose that’s why I asked you to take this bike trip with me.”
“I know bro.
I was speechless.
“I’ve accepted it. I mean, I wrestled with the ‘why’ but I’m past that now. I just don’t want you
to have a bird or anything if I croak without me telling you. But man, I’m pretty hacked up.”
“What’s wrong with you?”
“You could see that I was out of breath a lot. It’s as if my lungs have become solid, hardened and
now totally closed like a pistachio. Withered and dried. Hands in a permanent state of claw.
Wrists swollen and purple, skin scaly like a dinosaur. Knuckles gnarled, knotted. Upper back in
spasm. Headache. Ankles like balloons. I must have got this because I never went back for that

second tetanus shot when I was cut. Lock jaw with the lower left neck. Sinews under attack.
Knees red. Kidneys failing. Liver shot. Heart palpitations. Water in the elbows. Dude, it’s been a
downhill ride.”
“Does Dad know?”
“No. Haven’t spoken to him in seven years.”
“Not once?”
“No. Mom knows. I told her not to tell you though. I wanted to tell you. I don’t want you to be
devastated by this because I know how I would react if you told me these words. So be
comforted that I’m at peace with you and the world. I wish we had had this Handbook discussion
twenty years ago because I certainly think you would’ve chosen a different paths and done
different things.”
“Yeah, you’re probably right about that.”
“I hope you write it all down for others to learn and be inspired by it though. Expand the
Handbook to a book for humanity.” I looked at him but his eyes were dark and stormy.
“Okay bro, I will.”
“You promise?”
“I promise.”
“And if you can take care of Howie. She is the only one that has ever needed me, and I needed to
be needed.” That’s what it was, I thought to myself, I had stopped needing him since childhood.
It had been Howie that had changed him. She had enriched him emotionally and that’s what he
had thirsted for since we grew apart. The earthquake puppy was the missing ingredient in his life
to make him more balanced so he could complete his masterpiece.
Here, behold the man who had lived deeply but who was now dying. Behold the man who was
brave. Behold the man who had truly lived.

Epilogue
&
Later that day we went to see our father unannounced at his home. When he saw Dad, Doppel
suddenly lost his posture and became like a weak child, as if finally back to his roots - to the rock
who had nurtured him as a young boy. His chest seemed to crumple when he embraced Dad, his
strength dissipated as if air had been let out of a tube. He started to cry and then couldn’t stop.
His convulsed in Dad’s arms, unable to speak. Dad just held him, skin and bones, his body
hardened and depleted. He disappeared in his arms, no longer the man hearty with life and zeal
eager to take on life and the endless exploits that lay all around him. There, in the stillness of the
room, he simply passed away, like a leaf falling of a branch, a once mighty oak now dried out
and blown over by the wind. Even though I knew he was sick I still didn’t expect the end to be so
quick. He had risen to the occasion to return to be with me, cycling the long distance to be with

me, his identical twin brother and oldest friend. None of us spoke. My father and I looked at each
other in the eye, the sadness and tragedy evident in our expression. The loss I felt at that moment
can never be fully explained or described. A part of me died. The better half of my soul left me
void of that comfort and love I had carried with me from the earliest moments of my life.
Forever I would only be a fraction of what I was; of what we were together. I am less now. And
Doppel was now living his life over and over again for eternity in an afterlife that celebrated the
beautiful canvas that was his life, full of colour and new vistas from all over the world, memories
and images rich in meaning and variation from an original life of a man who lived earnestly and
with purpose and meaning who cared for life so much that he dedicated his free time to recording
his journey so that others who came along after him knew of his life and benefitted from his
knowledge and perhaps would be inspired by his life.
It is because of this I have written this record of my twin brother so that others might come to
know him. And his life. And the philosophy he was so passionate about.
THE END

###

Thank you for taking the time to read my book The Earthquake Puppy and Zeitqualia. You can
read The Viking-Poet Handbook as a companion piece to this work. I hope there is some
inspiration gained from the words uttered here.
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