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“Mr. Nobody,” a.k.a. Philip Staufen, a.k.a. Sywald Skeid, talks to reporters after being released from a detention centre in Dartmouth, N.S., in
May. Mr. Nobody first grabbed the media’s attention in 1999, when he walked into a Toronto police station claiming amnesia after being mugged.

B Y A N N E M A R I E O W E N S

G U E L P H ,  O N T.  • “I talk with
kids about the withdrawal
method,” says Kim Martyn, in a
tone that is part confessional,
part conspiratorial.

As a sex educator with Toronto's
Public Health Department, it is
tantamount to professional sui-
cide for Martyn to even acknowl-
edge a method advocated only by
the most devout Catholics, and
derided for its inherent unrelia-
bility, let alone admit she helps
instruct teens on how to use it
correctly.

Martyn, a trim bundle of enthu-
siasm with spiky red hair and a
to-the-point manner, is speaking
to a group of sex educators in a
conference session that lays out
the myriad challenges of talking
about sex with today’s teens and
pre-teens.

“When I talk about this, my
message is: ‘Watch that second
inning, folks,’ because even if you
get out in time the first time, the
sperm builds up in the urethra.
So when you go to have sex again,
you’ve got a lot of live sperm just
waiting.

“That little piece of info can help
prevent pregnancies,” she says.

“People don’t want to talk about
this, but the fact is, the kids will
often will use it, so let’s acknowl-
edge that.... I go head-to-head
with my colleagues on this. People
say: ‘I’m not giving this informa-
tion to teens, they’ll just hear what
they want to hear.’ I say: ‘They’re
using this method anyway. Let’s
make sure they do it right’.

“It is not the best method, but
it’s better than nothing.”

She pauses for a breath, looks
out across a lecture hall packed
with her peers, and asks, “So, are
you all shocked or what?”

Teaching sexual health has nev-
er been for the faint-hearted, but
the challenge for today’s educa-
tors seems to be to remain calm
when all around are about losing
their heads over the provocative
fashions adopted at an ever-
younger age and explicit music
videos and mainstream TV shows
bombarding us with a constant
flow of sexualized images. Add to
that, the media-fuelled moral
panic about the proliferation of
oral sex and meaningless, com-
mitmentless sex among young
teenagers.

The title of the conference at the
University of Guelph this week
was Sexual Realities: Working in
a Changing Social Context. It
says a great deal about the cur-
rent state of anxiety that the ses-
sions devoted to teen sex were as
controversial as those offering a
primer on queer Muslims, using
sex toys in therapy, or how to
practise bondage and discipline,
sadism and masochism.

“In researching this talk, I was
shocked to discover that teen-
agers have not invented any new
sex acts,” Dr. Miriam Kaufman, a
specialist in adolescent medicine
at the Hospital for Sick Children
in Toronto, said before launching
into her keynote address on teen
sexual realities. 

In fact, she said, what may be
the biggest shock of all is that
teenagers are doing pretty much
the same things now that they
were doing 20 years ago and even
a hundred years ago.

According to the most recent
statistics compiled in the Cana-
dian Youth, Sexual Health and
HIV/AIDS Study, the largest
measure of sexual attitudes and
behaviour among Canadian
youth, 23% of males in Grade 9
and 19% of females had had sex-
ual intercourse, as had 40% of
males in Grade 11 and 45% of fe-
males.
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The real
Hillary: smart,
spiteful and

devious

B Y M E G H A N C O X G U R D O N

Hillary Clinton has always need-
ed a rewrite. Step into the literary
quagmire of her best-selling au-
tobiography, Living History, and
if the bland handling of the Clin-
ton era’s most sensational
episodes doesn’t get you, the
windiness surely will. Here is just
a taste of the First-Lady-turned-
Senator-from-New-York’s snore-
inducing soul-baring:

“I also spent two years helping
the President’s top advisors refine
welfare reform and stave off cuts
in legal services, the arts, educa-
tion, Medicare and Medicaid. As
part of our continuing effort on
health care reform, I lobbied De-
mocrats and Republicans on
Capitol Hill to initiate a compre-
hensive program to make vac-
cines available at low or no cost
for children.”

... zzzz ... Oh! Sorry. Nodded off
there for a minute. Isn’t it a
wonder that Hillary Rodham
Clinton got a US$8-million ad-
vance for writing tripe like that?
The much greater marvel is that
trusting Americans bought
40,000 copies of the thing on its
first day of publication, in June,
2003 — a nonfiction record. But
somewhere along the line,
Americans have got the idea
that Hillary Clinton may be-
come our first female president,
and I suppose many citizens
hope buying a hardback first
edition of Living History will
give them bragging rights with
their grandchildren.

Now along comes Dick Morris
to rewrite Hillary’s auto-blanc-
mange. Morris is a star political
consultant who has known and
advised Bill and Hillary Clinton
on and off for 20 years. Morris
has worked across the political
spectrum, and, like his most fa-
mous client, he has survived the
chagrin of sexual scandal. His
lively analyses have appeared in
the pages of this newspaper, and,
for the purposes of full disclosure
— for what Morris might call “in-
oculation” — let me add that he
writes a weekly column for a
newspaper run by my husband.

In Rewriting History, Morris
seeks to acquaint readers with
the smart, earnest, spiteful, para-
noid, ideological, devious Hillary
Clinton whom he knows person-
ally, as opposed to the smart,
earnest, noble, wounded, hearth-
tending paragon who appears in
the pages of Living History.
Morris’s book is a fun read. He
quotes tidbits from Mrs. Clin-
ton’s book, then tells the reader
what really happened. He re-
flects on her personality quirks
and character flaws and how
these might play out, should she
win the presidency.

The book itself — her book — is,
Morris argues, a part of a mask this
cunning woman has constructed
to conceal her unpleasantly mes-
sianic pretensions from the public.
“Hillary believes that
her motives, as-
pirations, po-
sitions and
p r i o r i t i e s
are uniquely
good, even
holy,” Morris
writes, yet
her memoir
“is one contin-
uous cover-up.”

See REWRITE
on Page RB9

B Y Y O R K M E M B E R Y

I
t is a modern-day mystery wor-
thy of Agatha Christie. A man
with an English accent turns up
in Canada claiming to remem-
ber nothing about himself after

being mugged: not so much as his
name, nationality or date of birth.

Any papers that might have helped es-
tablish his identity were taken along
with his wallet, the mystery man tells
detectives after walking into a Toronto
police station in late 1999.

The case of Mr. Nobody — as he was
soon dubbed — or Philip Staufen, as he
took to calling himself, baffled police on
both sides of the Atlantic. Bizarrely, no
one could identify the individual with
the “cultured” English accent who was a
fan of all things British and insisted on
drinking tea from a bone china cup.

That is, until early 2002, when the edi-
tor of Vulcan, a gay magazine in Lon-
don, came forward with a four-year-old
photograph of a 27-year-old “French”
male model called Georges Lecuit who
bore a remarkable resemblance to the
mystery man.

Newsmen from around the world de-
scended on Vancouver, where Mr. No-
body had moved to escape the Toronto
winter, to investigate whether he and
Lecuit were one and the same. But as sud-
denly as he had appeared, Mr. Nobody
slipped into the shadows once again.

Then on April 28 this year, in a bizarre
twist to the tale, Mr. Nobody — or
Sywald Skeid, as he now styles himself
— was arrested by Canadian immigra-
tion authorities and imprisoned at a
correctional facility near Halifax, before

promptly going on a hunger strike.
The notice of arrest said there were

probable grounds to believe he was “a
foreign national whose identity has not
been established.”

His jailing followed growing doubts
about Mr. Nobody’s story on two counts.
First, he claimed he was still suffering
from post-concussion global amnesia.
More than four years after being mugged,
this was a stretch. Second, there was the
discovery that Lecuit’s passport had been
reported stolen in the summer of 1998.
That prompted Toronto police detective
Stephen Bone, a one-time supporter of

Mr. Nobody, to accuse him of “deception,”
first in Britain, then Canada.

Now, the National Post has tracked
down a friend of Georges Lecuit’s from
his pre-amnesia days in London. He has
asked us to identify him only by his first
name, Barry. But his claims raise further
worrying questions about Canada’s
most controversial amnesia patient.

The two men got to know each other
via London’s gay scene in late 1998. By
early 1999, several weeks after meeting,
Lecuit and Barry had become friendly
enough to attend a gay and lesbian film
festival together. “Georges was a big
movie buff,” observes Barry, a wiry Irish-
man of about 30.

Like Mr. Nobody.
At this time, Lecuit was “making ends

meet by working as an occasional model
— not only for gay magazines but for gay
artists” who specialized in painting
nude portraits of male models. “He told
me he had featured in an exhibition of
paintings at the Adonis Gallery,” says the
soft-spoken Barry over a drink in Lon-
don’s West End.

The Adonis Art Gallery (http://www.-
adonis-art.com/) in London’s Earl’s
Court, an area with a large gay commu-
nity, says on its Web site that it special-
izes in works of art that “celebrate the
male body in all its strength and beau-
ty” — and the pictures displayed leave
little to the imagination. Too many
years have elapsed, however, for any-
one to remember the name of all the
male models who have appeared in ex-
hibitions at the gallery. Besides, some
models posed on the condition of
anonymity.

But the bulk of Lecuit’s income at this
time came from working as a “masseur”
at a gay sauna called The Pleasure-
drome, says Barry. In a bid to verify his
story, the Post visited the Pleasure-
drome, (http://www.pleasuredrome.-
com/aboutus.asp) — London’s “premier
gay sauna,” it boasts — which is discreet-
ly located under Victorian-era railway
arches a few minutes’ walk from Lon-
don’s Waterloo Station, one of the city’s
main railway terminuses.

After being granted access to the re-
ception area beyond a secure glass door,
we (i.e., me) showed staff a photograph
of Mr. Nobody with the bleached blond
look he was sporting when he arrived in
Canada in 1999.

See NOBODY on Page RB4

On the trail
of Mr. Nobody

Canada’s most controversial amnesia patient boasts a cultured English
accent. But a U.K. journalist has found he is probably Romanian
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‘Georges’ was
a bisexual model,

Barry claims
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