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Once upon a time, there was an aging tower block in Toronto, a place where 
people would wait for their asylum applications to be processed, a place 
you’d hardly call inviting. The trains would rattle alongside, the police 
would wait by the lifts to prevent robberies and the netting before the 
balconies would flutter, a reminder for people not to jump. A place of hard-
ship perhaps, but also one of imagination, for waiting offers fertile soil for 
legends, fables and dreams. And so the inhabitants would repeat stories 
to themselves, just as they would repeat what should or should not be said 
at their asylum hearings. There’s the tale of the dog left to starve in an 
empty flat, the tale of the lawyer’s child, and the tale of the boy who woke 
up to find himself transformed into a bird. You’d think all these stories 
could make for a mesmerising film and you’d be right, but what sort of film 
would it be? An observational documentary, a family portrait they them-
selves help mould, a Kafka-esque fairy story, the making-of the same? But 
there are no clear explanations here, for it is also a place of infinite shift-
ing boundaries. If you want answers, you might as well ask the devil.
 James Lattimer
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they did not also come from a land of (mis)fortune. But the Trans-
lator did not translate these last lines. He left the family with 
tickets in their hands, and images of a birdlike creature swirling 
in their minds.

This is as much of the story as we have been able to piece togeth-
er. As we sit here, the sun is rising in the land of mornings, and a 
blind man stands outside the window. From his mouth he pulls a 
crumpled, forgotten paper, and he whispers to us: ‘A beautiful lan-
guage, like all languages perhaps… when spoken by foreigners.’

 Nicolás Pereda, Andrea Bussmann

The promised fortune

Tales of Two Who Dreamt is based on a fragment of a manuscript 
we chanced upon in the home of an archivist. It contained no 
mention of its author. We discerned a small note in the margin 
mentioning the difficulties the author appears to have had in 
translating it from its original language – a language whose or-
igin we too had little familiarity with. The title on the parch-
ment began with the words ‘A Personal Narrative From the East…’ 
Below we have pieced together the story as best we could.

An impoverished husband and wife from the East lived with their 
children in a small village at the foot of a hill. After they put their 
youngest child to bed, they went to their garden and sat togeth-
er on the mossy ground. Oppressed and overwhelmed, they took 
a small amount of pleasure in making out shapes in the evening 
sky, before falling into a deep sleep. A kind of strange occurrence 
followed, as often does when one falls asleep in unusual places. 
That night they dreamt a dream, the same dream. In their sleep 
they saw an ordinary man in a fraying suit. He held open his coat, 
from which he pulled out a single purple peony concealed in a 
pocket. He said to them, ‘Truly your fortune is west of the Ilhéu 
de Monchique [the westernmost island of the Azores, -ed.]: there-
fore seek it.’ 
In the morning they sold their few possessions and readied their 
family for the long journey ahead. They had to leave quickly and 
quietly, for their village was not a forgiving one and the authori-
ties would try to stop them. During their westward odyssey, they 
travelled through lands inhabited by all manner of strange peo-
ple and met with many hardships and dangers: storms, forests, 
beasts, and robbers. When at last they reached the land promised 
to them in their dream, they took shelter in a giant tower on the 
outskirts of an immense city. 
Exhausted, they were overtaken by the evening, and they all 
gathered together in a single room. Next to this room was an-
other room left abandoned by another family who too had sought 
their fortunes in this tower. Leaving hastily, that family had 
abandoned a chained-up dog. Sometime in the night the husband 
awoke to that dog’s persistent barking and a flood of smoke en-
tering their room. They fled to the corridor and into the arms of 
those who ruled this new land. 
The men took them to a place for questioning. After three long 
days the Judge entered and asked the family, ‘From what country 
art thou?’ The father tried his best to answer in the man’s tongue, 
but all the Judge could discern were the words east, dream, and 
fortune. Impatient and frustrated, the Judge demanded to see 
their paperwork. But they could not understand him or what he 
wanted. The Translator was brought forth. A large dark-haired 
man with spectacles and a sly grin on his face, he told the Judge 
about the dream the parents had in the garden. 
The Judge laughed and remarked, ‘I too have dreamed three times 
of a boy with the face of a bird who said to me, ‘Truly your for-
tune is east of Cape Spear [Newfoundland, -ed.]: therefore seek 
it.’ But I went not. Dreams are only the effect of confusions in the 
mind. I know the easternmost point of my lands is past the Cape. 
Under their civilised gaze they’ve claimed it as their own. But I 
know it sits within the West. So there, you see, it is all in the de-
tails. You’ve journeyed city to city with treasure-hunter momen-
tum on account of something seen in sleep.’ The Judge decided 
to arrange to return them to the place from whence they came, 
for he judged them to have only stories and no evidence to prove 
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