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Redemption and resolution have little place in Ian Colford's dark-hued, genre-bending book of fiction. Not quite 

a novel, the book nonetheless unspools as a single first-person narrative. Finely observant, Kostandin's voice 

sustains an emotionally neutral tone. He describes his own life - even the conflicts of his inner life - with a lucid 

detachment. Colford's one-word title, Evidence, could not be more apt. 
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Sans preamble or back story, we open with Kostandin taking a teaching job at an elite college nestled in 

meadow and forest, miles from the nearest town. He's quickly befriended by another young professor whose 

initial charm soon ramps up to proprietary clinging. It all changes one night when he witnesses a vicious late-

night assault, which the dean later tries to cover up. 
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The episode closes with the revealing of a lie forced, mid-assault, from the victim. Subverted desire, emotional 

blackmail, primal hatred, corruption, guilt and betrayal are left suspended: an ethical Gordian Knot. 

Kostandin shifts to a previous episode in his life: a week's holiday at a gated and heavily guarded seaside resort 

in an impoverished country. Just as he gets chummy with a sexy young guest, she ominously goes missing. 

Next, we're whisked to an even earlier episode. At 16, he's working at a hotel on a Greek holiday island. He 

becomes fascinated with a woman guest and her disabled son, and offers to help them, getting much more than 

he bargained for. 

We move back to adulthood and a high school teaching job. A plane crash in India kills a student, along with 

her parents and brother, who were en route to their ancestral home to visit relatives. Kostandin attends the 

memorial at the school and a few days later goes to the family's empty house. Stepping over wilted flower 

tributes, he drifts into the carefully tended back garden where he sits and lingers, conjuring up the absent 

family: 

"It seemed inconceivable that I could inhabit this space at this moment. The [family] had died and I was sitting 

in a lawn chair in their back yard. It could not possibly mean anything. And yet there seemed to be meaning, 

just beyond my reach." 

The moment is carefully timed and framed. It made me hunger for meaning to come. Kostandin behaves badly 

in the next episode, exacting petty revenge on an ex and her new boyfriend. Just as we begin to like him and his 

awkward seeking, forgivable failing, his joy in a fleeting passion, he's made out to be a thoughtless, cowardly 

twit - and as powerful (if not as tragic) a symbol of mindless cruelty as any plane downed by a freak storm. 

But Kostandin is a human being. A dull flicker of regret, a hint of redemptive meaning, closes the chapter. 

Aside from the shared narrative voice, each story/chapter is self-contained and un-referenced to any others. The 

single link is the presence of Kostandin and his gradually revealed status as an orphan and war refugee. He's an 

aperture selectively admitting the world: Revealing humankind through both present experience and memory, 

while never fully joining in the human project, never even successfully being himself. 

The book generates a dissociative eeriness. It's as if Kostandin is a ghost in the flesh, a spectral proxy (co-stand-

in?) for all of us and our contingent, temporal and temporary lives always at the whim of blind chance and 

fickle will. 

Any thought brought to bear upon this writing only proves it more intriguing, more rewarding. It's a rich, 

shadowed, mind-tweaking puzzle of a book: a shrewd gathering of evidence that entrusts judgment and verdict 

to the reader. 

Jim Bartley is The Globe and Mail's first-fiction reviewer. 

 


