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 It was a relatively short flight on an Air Canada Bombardier from Ottawa to 
Halifax. The announcement for people flying with small children came over the PA and I 
had forgotten about my new flying status as accompanier of young child. My wife, 
daughter and I rushed to the front of the line and they let us board in front of single 
travellers even though we were a little behind in the game. As I was walking down the 
boarding jetty I realized that I didn’t have the book I was reading available and the crowd 
of other passengers were just behind me. I gave the flight attendant my ticket and began 
to walk down the aisle of the small craft but thought that the first class section would be a 
good spot to put my bag down, open it, and pull out my book before I got to my seat at 
row 19 (it doesn’t make much sense to do this in retrospect, but I don’t think well while 
being rushed). It was a small first class section, about 3 rows, since it was a small plane. 
 When I looked up, I noticed a man in front of me already sitting down typing on a 
laptop. He looked familiar, but I couldn’t quite place his face. I smiled at him since I did 
recognize my actions as a little unorthodox, and he smiled back a smile of amity. His lips 
barely parted and his teeth peaked ever so slightly out of his mouth to reveal a striking 
gap between them that altered his appearance significantly. By now I had my book in my 
hand and my bag’s strap on my shoulder; I was upright and walking by row 7. I placed 
my bag in the overhead compartment and sat down next to my already seated wife and 
daughter and whispered, “David Sedaris is sitting in row 5.” 

Everything happened so fast, but that gap-toothed mouth seared an image in my 
brain. For the longest time, I had only ever read Sedaris’ stories or heard them read on the 
radio. I would look at his publicity shots on his book covers and could never reconcile his 
handsome, almost masculine face with his raspy, effeminate voice which told some 
amazingly self-deprecating stories. The week before our flight together, however, I was 
staying at my parents’ house in the States and I noticed that Sedaris was the guest on the 
Daily Show. I decided to watch and saw for the first time how well his voice matched up 
with his appearance. First of all, he is fairly short, which makes sense considering his 
former job as an elf. But mainly, it is the gap between his teeth that alters his entire 
visage. Ironically, it is that void, that nothingness which remains so concrete in my 
memory and why I was so sure that he was flying on the same small jet as I was. 

Though I had gone through all of that trouble of having my book ready before I 
sat, I couldn’t concentrate on the story before me because I felt it was my duty to go 
speak to such a metaphorical giant. Unfortunately, I (a) couldn’t walk by him to the 
lavatory since the small plane only had one in the back for all of coach and (b) I was 
frozen for something to say. Just saying something like “I really like your work” would 
be nice but unmemorable. What is the point of something so harmless and mundane? 
What I needed was something that would show that I know his work and appreciate it on 
a more literate level. I was toying with approaching him and, in a sly voice, saying, “I 
have a message from someone in the know who wants to make sure that you not fuck 



with the rooster.” This would show that I recognize him, have read his work inappropriate 
for radio or television, and hopefully that I have a sense of humour approaching his. 
Another option would be, “You should have tossed the turd out the window.” 

It’s hard to say how he would react to either of these statements, though. 
Obviously, I would seem a little odd and perhaps frightening to those sitting around the 
recipient of such a warning. But also, he writes about his personal experiences. Do I 
really want to be profiled by such a person for his many readers? Not to mention that he 
had his laptop open in front of him for quick recording of dufus’ actions. No one need 
know that it was I who benefited him with this new material, but I would always know 
that I was that tool that readers across the globe laughed at. I still wonder if I was among 
the group of young Texans he overheard on a Parisian metro asking what was a better 
city, Paris or Houston. I would never have asked it seriously, but I know that some of my 
travelling companions one summer did not think highly of the capital of France since the 
portions of food were so small in those tiny un-air-conditioned restaurants. However 
ironically we spoke about the inadequacies of Europe, any eavesdropper could be 
forgiven for thinking us serious. And Sedaris needs no excuses to lampoon someone he 
finds a little off-putting.  

My wife points this out whenever we hear him interviewed. She says that, though 
she likes his writing and always looks forward to his stories on This American Life, she 
finds his intolerance for others intolerable in large doses. Despite being a life-long 
outsider—a self-loathing, diminutive, Greek orthodox homosexual living in Raleigh, 
North Carolina in the 70s and 80s—he comes across as a bit of a snob. Consider the basis 
for his latest book, which he was promoting on the Daily Show. It is called When You are 
Engulfed in Flames and is about, among other things, his quest to give up smoking. He 
claims that he did not give up smoking for health reasons but because the Ritz-Carlton 
went no-smoking. He also allegedly spent around $21,000 to move to Japan in order to 
make quitting easier. If this were the case for me, I’m not sure how open I would be about 
my spending habits. He seemed awfully keen on divulging that exorbitant number to Jon 
Stewart.  

In my attempt to come up with a witty message to convey to him, I started 
reflecting on his bio and questioning my own recognition skills. My assumption was that 
he was on the Canadian leg of his book tour, but Ottawa to Halifax is an odd route. I 
would assume that he would travel west to east and go from Toronto to Ottawa to 
Montreal to Halifax. Why skip one of the bigger, hipper cities in Canada? But who am I 
to question his publicist’s knowledge of Canadian geography? How many people know 
that much about Canada?  

What really got me wondering was his seat on the plane. I kept questioning 
myself where it was that I saw him sitting. Was he in first class or just behind it? 
Wouldn’t someone who regularly stayed at the Ritz fly first class? If he was sitting on the 
plane before I boarded with my privileged status as father of small child, he must have 
been in first class. But I clearly remembered him in about row 5.  

Maybe it wasn’t David Sedaris at all. How would someone take it if some 
stranger approached him and warned him not to fuck with the rooster? Would he take it 



as a threat? It’s fairly nonsensical so perhaps he would just think I mistook his identity, 
which would be the case. But it’s often not a wise idea to speak nonsensical threats on an 
airplane these days.  

But I am an optimist to a fault. I would not let something like my memory get in 
the way of hope, so I decided not to dwell on his seat’s locale and thought of catching up 
with him after we landed in Halifax. I would chase him down, tell him he should have 
tossed the turd out the window or something to that effect, get a laugh, and have a story 
to tell my brother.  

The plane landed and I was stuck behind rows 1-18, but my wife gave me 
permission to go ahead and “introduce myself” to Sedaris. I rushed through Halifax 
international from gate 3 to the baggage carousel and did not see the tiny giant at all. But 
I’m quick and his legs are short, so I waited for him to arrive at the carousel. I stood in 
the lobby and saw him descending the escalator. As he got closer, my doubts rose but I 
stayed confident. He approached and two things happened that proved even more 
confusing than my previous ruminations. The first was that he had the word “Calgary” on 
his jacket. The second was that he headed right for the door and hopped right into a taxi. 
The second makes sense, even if it was David Sedaris. A pro traveller recognizes two 
types of luggage: carryon and lost. Sedaris would not wait for his checked baggage 
because he wouldn’t have checked baggage. He may be gay, but he’s not a diva.  

That was only bewildering because I wasn’t really even given a chance to threaten 
him. But the Calgary-labelled jacket put into doubt my entire thought bank from the trip. 
Why would David Sedaris have a jacket, or anything, with Calgary on it?  

It all became clearer when I went to wait for our bags. The flight was actually 
labelled Calgary, not Ottawa. The Sedaris impostor was on the flight before me in coach 
because he boarded it in Calgary, not because he was a VIP. The gap in his teeth was 
really just a miscarriage of dental justice, not a trademark. 


