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Recently in this space, I was ex-
tolling the many virtues of the
second season of HBO’s Succes-
sion, which is now a big-time

Emmy winner. Among other points I la-
boured to make was the theatricality of
key episodes. The central characters,
none of them appealing, are put in con-
fined spaces to act out their awfulness.
No sooner had I pronounced than

along came a new Netflix series that has,
and I kid you not, been called “the worst
show on Netflix.” Thing is, it puts people
in one remote location and there’s a
well-known playwright involved.
The I-Land landed recently on Netflix

and critics and viewers outdid each oth-
er to express contempt. Such fierce reac-
tion was, well, notable. Makes one suspi-
cious, too. Involved in writing the series
is playwright and screenwriter Neil La-
Bute. Now, LaBute is probably best
known for his movie In the Company of
Men, which is about two obnoxious busi-
nessmen concocting a plan to romance
and then emotionally destroy a deaf
woman. It’s about really, really bad be-
haviour by toxic, misogynist men.
But his real prominence is his 30 years

as a playwright, with his plays, often
award-winning, including Filthy Talk for
Troubled Time and The Mercy Seat. They
usually dwell onmenwho either despise
or oversimplify women. They’re intense,
divisive works. As a scholar of his plays
has said, his work “causes its audiences
major moral discomfort.”
It’s in that context we must look at

The I-Land. Not in the babble of online
derision. The seven-part series – epi-
sodes are about 40 minutes long – stars
Natalie Martinez, Kate Bosworth and
lesser-known actors as a group of strang-
ers who wake up on a mysterious island
with no memory of how they got there.
It’s sort of like Lost with a minimal twist
of bare-bones psychological paranoia.
It’s not giving too much away to say that
it becomes clear from flashbacks the
characters experience that they are
probably all criminals who have been
deposited on the island as some sort of
perverse experiment.
Things get off to a rocky start. One of

the women says, “Maybe we’re on a
work trip, we’re all wearing the same
thing.” A man dismisses the idea. She
snaps at him. He says, “You know you’re
really confrontational, and you’re a real
bitch.” Certainly one of the male charac-
ters is a rapist. He attempts two sexual
assaults in the first two episodes. When
confronted by one victim, he says, “I
wasn’t trying to rape you. There’s no
such thing like that in a place like this.
There’s just sex and no sex. We didn’t
have any sex.” Chew on that as an exam-
ple of a LaBute-ian take in how some
men think.
Further, the characters immediately

begin playing power games with others,
making this less a half-baked riff on Lost
than it might be a perverse take on Sur-
vivor. It’s just that in The I-Land, some
characters have a knife or an axe at their
disposal and you know they are going to
be wielded against other characters.
By Episode 3, many clues about the

experiment are revealed and a different
kind of show, with a different kind of
action, is unfolding. We’re in sci-fi terri-
tory, but we suspected that from the be-
ginning.
Read the credits for The I-Land and it’s

allegedly “created” by one Anthony Salt-
er. Except this person doesn’t seem to
exist. He has no other credits, has no
presence online and many believe it’s a
pseudonym. That only adds to the mys-
tery surrounding the series. Certainly,
the very real LeBute was involved. He
wrote the first four episodes and direct-
ed the pilot.
What he’s done is make a fascinating

near-disaster of a series. The dialogue is
often flat, the character development is
thin and there are very odd sequences,
such as the one in which a central fe-
male character is filmed running down a
beach in panic, but it’s made in slow-
motion with grave attention to her heav-
ing bosom, as if Baywatchwas being par-
odied. You have to see it to believe it, the
peculiarity of such scenes.
And yet for all that, it is beyond doubt

strangely fascinating and it would be
wrong to write off the series and merely
heap abuse on it, as many critics and
viewers have done. It’s insanely structur-
ed and at times off-putting. But maybe
it’s not a near-disaster and it’s actually
an off-the-wall experiment that doesn’t
quite click.
It’s not run-of-the-mill drama and ac-

tually about something – how men be-
have in isolation and how women react
to them. One of the victims of the rapist
on the island actually tells another
woman, “What happened out there was
my fault, entirely my fault.” That’s a con-
versation-stopper. This bizarre series, as
idiosyncratic as it often is, asks the ques-
tion: “Can a woman and the audience be
persuaded to nullify that kind of atti-
tude?”
Buckle up, don’t be afraid of “the

worst show on Netflix,” because it isn’t
that, at all.
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On the December morning when Dad died
unexpectedly, I was thousands of miles
away. The rest ofmy family had beenwith
him inCanada, but Iwas living in London,

England, anddidn’t get aphonecall until itwasover.
Friends tried to comfort me in those early weeks

by tellingmehewaswatchingoverme. “He’ll always
be so proud of you,” they said; I would hear from
him in subtleways. I wished I could agree, but really
that just sounded like a nice idea for peoplewhobe-
lieve in that sort of thing. It’s not that I didn’t want a
sign from him – a vivid dream or apparition would
bewelcome–but IknewIwouldn’tgetonebecause I
was toomuch of a realist.
A close friend who’d known my dad for 40 years

received several “visits” from him shortly after his
death. In that foggy early-morning state between
sleep and wakefulness, she saw him sitting next to
mymom, brother andme, with his arm aroundme,
but none of us could see him. Only she could, and
she wanted to tell me he was right
there beside me. I thanked her for
sharing and felt a bit jealous, but was
resigned to the belief that experiences
like that only happen to spiritual peo-
ple.
Dad and I were incredibly close. He

taught me to appreciate the finer
things in life, such as music, literature
and good wine. He also taught me to
think critically and care deeply about
the world. I occasionally asked him
about religion, but never really knew
where he stood on thematter.
He was supportive when, as a child

preparing for my Catholic confirmation, I dragged
the whole family to mass every Sunday. He was
equally supportive whenmy brother and I chose to
abandon our religion as teenagers. As long as we
livedethically sound lives,hewasn’t fussed.Once, in
university, I asked why he’d sent us to Catholic
school. He didn’t skip a beat: “Your mother and I
wanted to give you something to rebel against other
than us.” I still don’t know if he was joking or not.
Yet, when I moved to New York in my 20s, Dad’s

parting piece of advice was to find a church to sit in
and reflect if ever I felt overwhelmed or homesick.
And Idid, occasionally – it remindedmeofmyroots.
He and I also started a father-daughter tradition of
attending midnight mass on Christmas Eve. We
would have repeated that tradition again if not for
Dad’s ruptured aneurysm 10 days before Christmas.
My employers gave me time off and I returned

home to Saskatoon to help look after paperwork. I
planned the celebration of life (we didn’t want to
call it a funeral) and wrote the eulogy. I did every-
thing I knew would make Dad proud if he were
around. But I only ever felt his presence in fleeting
moments, and never in an angel-floating-next-to-

me kind of way. It was more like I knew I had inter-
nalized so much of his world view and approach to
life that he was already a part of me. Still, I would
have liked a sign.
The day before the official celebration, we held a

private ceremony at my dad’s office. We invited an
Indigenouselder,whoDadhadworkedwith, tohold
a smudging ceremony for close friends and col-
leagues. The elder kept us captivated for several
hours and spoke to my father’s spirit. Grown men
sobbed; both my dad’s best friends were sure of his
presence.Butasmuchas I appreciated thechance to
pay him tribute, I still couldn’t feel anything. Me,
who had been closer to him than anyone, or so I
liked to believe.
Grief is exhausting, and there is a lot ofwork tobe

donewhensomebodydies,buteventually Ibeganto
carve out time for personal reflection. I’d go jogging
or walking and take in the winter landscape: the
bright sun and hoarfrost on the trees; themist over

the half-frozen South Saskatchewan
River that gurgled through the city. I
delved into poetry, read books on
mindfulness and developed an unex-
pected interest in art. Near the end of
my time home,mymomand Imade a
trip to Banff, which seemed to open
my eyes in a newway. I felt connected.
Dad had loved this place. He’d visited
countless times, breathed this same
mountain air, driven this same high-
way with the same, stunning views. I
wasmoved, and Idreaded returning to
dreary London – to my damp flat and
stressful job. Ihoped Iwouldbeable to

hold on to some part of this new peace I’d found –
this ability to slow down, appreciate the beauty
aroundmeand find solace in things bigger thanmy-
self.
All I can remember from my first day back was

grey: grey skies, grey buildings, grey exhaust outmy
window. The return to work was tough and I strug-
gled to cling to those things that hadmattered back
home and had made me feel close to Dad. I knew
he’d always been envious of my cosmopolitan life –
the cultureatmy fingertips.As abirthdaygift, some-
times he would send me to a musical or the opera
with a friend. So I channelledhismemory at the end
ofmyfirstweekandpickedupaticket to theballet. It
was the ethereal Giselle, set in a 19th-century ceme-
tery. There, alone, on an upper balcony of the Royal
OperaHouse, Iwasremindedof thosetimes I’dsat in
solitude inchurch. I letmytears roll freelyas theher-
oine spun round and round her tombstone, her
body already gone, her spirit floating across the
stage. I closed my eyes, listened to the music, and
could have sworn I felt Dad’s arm aroundme.
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Despite being incredibly close to my father, I couldn’t seem to feel
his presence after he passed, Portia Crowe writes
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WHY OUR CANADIAN CHARITIES
AND SMALL BUSINESS OWNERS

ARE RELEVANT TO THE
UPCOMING ELECTION

Removing the Capital Gains Tax on Gifts of
Private Company Shares and Real Estate

The upcoming election will be a major challenge for all parties. Our proposal to remove the capital gains tax on

gifts of private company shares and real estate is very relevant to the election. This measure will resonate with

small business owners who wish to give back to their communities in every single riding across Canada. There

are hundreds of thousands of small business owners in our country and 110,000 are members of the Canadian

Federation of Independent Business (CFIB). Not only would small business owners be grateful, but the millions

of Canadians who are served by our hospitals, social service agencies and universities, as well as arts and cultural

and religious organizations would also benefit from this increased funding. Additional donations from the

private sector would be approximately $200-million per annum every year going forward. This increased funding

would come at a time when all levels of government – federal, provincial and municipal are facing significant

fiscal challenges.

The Special Senate Committee on the Charitable Sector issued its report in June 2019 and Section 3 recommended

INCENTIVIZING THE DONATION OF REAL ESTATE AND PRIVATE COMPANY SHARES.

We urge both the Liberal and the Conservative parties to include this measure in your election platforms.

We also urge each of the opposition parties to communicate their support of this measure in the upcoming

debates prior to the election.

From a public policy perspective, this measure would address an inequity in the current Income Tax Act by

providing the same tax treatment for donations of shares by owners of small businesses as is currently the case

for owners of shares in publicly listed companies. In addition, it would provide Canadian charities with the same

opportunity to raise private sector funding on the same basis as their U.S. counterparts.

Thank you for your consideration. We look forward to the upcoming election!
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