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CHAPTER SIX

 

The Blind
Goddess

 

Days went by. I remained ostracized from both Ann and Fred. Only
the voice of Ann’s NFL highlight tapes echoed through the
apartment. I was angry with Ann. I was disappointed in Fred. I
considered taking my medication but decided instead to go for a
drive. Stomping out of the house, I jumped into the Beetle and
backed down the driveway. All the neighbors had their For Sale
signs out. It was a game they all played to gage the going market
value of their homes. No one intended to move. I headed out toward
the expressway. The automobile is a form of medicine. There is
something tranquilizing about driving. It’s like sitting on the
banks of a large river, feeling such awesome power and elegance. In
a car, this feeling is increased manifold, because you are the
river.

As I drove along Burnhamthorpe Road, I passed the Jehovah
Witness church. Several people were out front, looking up into the
sky, holding umbrellas. It was a clear evening. A Toronto Star
truck was stopped at the side of the road. The driver was praying
at one of the newspaper boxes. I passed two kids sitting on the
curb of the street, holding hammers, beating something. There was a
fire sale at the Eatonville Library. A young girl in a halter top
and tight blue jeans was hitching a ride from a bus stop. God, I
conjured up a degree of macho pride, if only I was ten years
younger. As I approached the girl, I realized that she was not as
young as I had at first imagined. The closer I came to her the more
she aged until I realized, at the last moment, that it was none
other than Mrs. Pergoti herself, Claude’s mother. I looked away
hoping that she hadn’t recognized me. I turned off Burnhamthorpe
onto the 427.

Once on the expressway, I kept to the slow lane. The Beetle was
not fast and I didn’t want to get in anyone’s way. I just wanted to
lose myself in a few miles of asphalt. The only drawback to driving
in the early evening was the number of trucks. When they passed,
they really rocked the car. The trucks reminded me of huge
prehistoric beasts with the driver in the car looking like a small
eyeball. As I passed the Holiday Inn, I noticed one of the room
lights going off and on. I’d learned Morse Code as a kid in scouts.
Somebody was in trouble. I considered calling for help when I was
suddenly startled.

“Dave!” a voice cried out from behind me.

“Jesus!” I stammered, almost jumping out of my seat. The Beetle
veered into the next lane. A Lincoln blared its horn at me and then
pulled into my old lane.

“I’m sorry, Dave,” Fred apologized as he leaped into the front
seat.

“You could have let me know you were there,” I cried, my voice
still trembling.

“I fell asleep in the hack seat.”

“I thought you weren’t speaking to me.”

“I forgive ya, Dave,” Fred smiled smugly. “That’s just the kind
of cat I am.”

“Thank you, Fred”

I looked over at Fred. He had the sad lonely look of a priest at
a funeral

“I feel it’s my fault, Dave. The fighting between you and Ann.
It’s a real Cold War in there. I’ve somehow come between you and
Ann. I’ve brought you nothing but problems since I arrived from the
pet store.”

“We didn’t get you from the pet store.”

“Oh!”

“You were abandoned. We found you in a snowstorm at our kitchen
window. I thought that if I told you we got you from the pet store
you’d feel more wanted.”

“Abandoned!” Fred moaned.

I leaned over and rubbed Fred behind the ears.

“Don’t feel so bad. Moses was abandoned. Besides, it isn’t your
fault that Ann and I aren’t getting along. It’s been building for a
long time. I thought you might bring us closer together. But after
I brought you home, Ann told me that she preferred dogs.”

“That’s nice of you to say, Dave. I appreciate it. Ann loves
you, Dave.”

“I know that, Fred.”

“You love Ann., Dave.”

“I know that too, Fred. It’s just something that’s happening
between us. I don’t completely understand it myself. Maybe that’s
what getting older does to you, leads you down separate paths

toward loneliness. We’re growing apart.”

“I’ll bet Ann told you that.”

“How’d you know?”

“Intuition. Marriages were more permanent in the middle ages.
People married for life. Of course by now, you or Ann, or both of
you would probably have died from plague, pestilence, barbarians,
or the ever-irrepressible gout. Life was simpler than. There is
nothing like the threat of an early death to keep a marriage
together.”

I paused for a moment before asking, “Fred, have you ever seen
me strike Ann?”

“There was that time she had something stuck in her throat and
you gave her a good whack across the hack.”

“In anger, Fred. Have you ever seen me strike Ann in anger?”

Fred rubbed one of his ears with his paw. “Once. But, you
missed. I thought Ann was going to die laughing.”

A transport truck pulled up alongside us. I held tightly onto
the wheel and braced myself for the rapids. It was a Canada Packers
truck, carrying the carnage of a day’s work at the slaughterhouse.
It reminded me of a movie I’d seen with Kirk Douglas, a film called
The Arrangement. At the beginning of the film Kirk attempts suicide
by driving his car under the wheels of a large transport. For a
brief moment I considered the option.

“Would you like to talk about it Dave?”

I shook my head and lit up one of Ann’s cigarettes from a
package of Kools she’d left on the car seat. Normally I never
smoke, hut the warning on the package was too tempting to ignore.
Cigarette smoking may be hazardous to your health. A slow suicide
seemed a saner option to throwing myself under the transport truck.
I wished we could have forgotten the incident at the poetry
workshop but Ann would not give it up. I was the one that was
humiliated and yet Ann seemed to take it as a personal assault. And
now we argued about everything. The coffee wasn’t hot enough. The
toast was burnt. The windows were dirty. There was too much bleach
in the laundry. Everything seemed to be fodder for our fights. But,
there was something beneath our arguments that we were unable or
unwilling to explore, something so horrible we were unconsciously
trying to avoid. Breakups are the battlefields of cowards.

“Ann and I went to look at air-conditioners this afternoon,”
Fred said.

“Air-conditioners? But, we already have an air-conditioner.
Besides, the hot weather is over.”

“That’s what the sales clerk at Canadian Tire told her. Ann
didn’t believe him. Nice looking fellow too. For a moment, I
thought Ann was flirting with him but then she went into a rage
when he said it was almost October. You know how Ann can go into a
rage, Dave.”

I nodded.

“Ann thinks it’s April. Don’t you find that strange?”

An airplane passed low overhead, dragging a sign behind it that
read - Mild, isn’t it? I could see into the lit interior.
The passengers were all seated. The No Smoking sign was on. I
butted out my cigarette and fastened my seat belt. I turned on the
radio. It was the news. Estonia had just declared its independence
from the Soviet Union and had been spotted off the coast of

Newfoundland. I turned the station. The baseball scores were in.
The Blue Jays had lost another cliffhanger. I flipped through the
stations until I found some music that fitted my mood. Country
music. Someone had just been cheated by their woman and was crying
into their Budweiser. Another station. A talk show. A woman had
just had an argument with her husband. He wouldn’t take out the
garbage or rake the leaves. He wanted nothing to do with the kids,
just came home from work and sat in front of the television with a
bottle of beer watching the ball game. “I swear,” she
said, “if I come hack to this world again, it won’t he as a
woman. I’ll come back as a case of beer. At least I’ll get some
attention.”

“Did you ever see someone die?” Fred asked. “You ever know
anyone who actually killed someone? And I’m not referring to my pet
fly.”

A flock of seagulls flew low across the highway in front of me.
I flicked on my headlights and slowed down. The car behind me that
had been hugging my tail honked its horn. I looked into the rear
view mirror. The car pulled into the next lane and alongside of us.
The driver threw a few obscene gestures my way before he flew off
into the distance. We turned east along the 401. Fred repeated his
question.

“My father killed someone during the war.” This wasn’t actually
true. I had no idea whether my father had killed anyone. I assumed
that, as a soldier, he must have. We are all the children of
killers.

“To tell you the truth, Fred, I haven’t seen anyone die.” I have
always been petrified by death. When Ann’s father died I couldn’t
go near the coffin. Everyone milled about in the funeral home and
spoke softly for fear that if they spoke too loudly the dead might
rise. Ann often went to the graveyard to lay flowers on her
father’s grave but I always found some excuse for not accompanying
her.

A Chevrolet pulled up beside us. Before it could advance, a
motorcycle sped up the white line between us and down the highway.
The Chevrolet retreated and pulled off to the side of the road.

“Death is like the North Star, Dave. It’s one of life’s few
constants. Without it we would be lost. How about when your folks
kicked the bucket?”

I shook my head, explaining that I had no idea whether my
parents were dead or alive. They had just disappeared. Dr.
Blackstone claims that I have wiped them out of my memory, that I
have made a conscious effort to forget them. But I recall that I
returned home from college one long weekend to find that they had
sold the house and disappeared. I called the real estate agent who
had sold the house and she had no idea where they had gone. She
said that they had mentioned moving to Sudbury, a mining town north
of Toronto. Sudbury was known for its nickel mines and for having a
landscape that resembled the moon. It was said that astronauts had
trained in the outskirts of Sudbury rehearsing for their lunar
landing. My mother had loved her garden and I couldn’t imagine her
and my father moving there.

“You don’t suppose they were picked up by aliens?” Fred
suggested. “I read about that in the National Enquirer. Abductions.
Taken away in big ships behind the moon and examined, or fondled,
or experimented upon, or whatever it is that aliens do to you. I’ve
often wondered why there haven’t been any reports about aliens
abducting Hondas? Or microwave ovens? Or cases of scotch whiskey? I
know that there are hundreds of bicycles that disappear every year.
And what about hockey pucks? What happens to all the hockey
pucks?”

Another passing transport truck sent shivers through the Beetle.
The vibrations almost sent Fred tumbling off the seat and onto the
floor. I laughed and was about to respond to Fred’s enquiry when I
noticed a Mustang coming up quickly on my left. When the Mustang
was almost upon me I noticed that there was an incredibly beautiful
blond wearing sunglasses driving the car. I thought I recognized
her from the evening of my lecture fiasco. She pulled up beside us.
I hardly dared to look. She did not try to pass us but drove along
for some distance parallel with the Beetle. Finally I could resist
no longer and stole a glance. Except for her shoulder harness and
her sunglasses, she was naked. She smiled; I smiled back.

“Dave!” Fred cried.

“Quiet, Fred!” I barked, turning on Fred. I looked back at the
blond. She was beautiful like a goddess rising in one’s sleep to
taunt you. The blond goddess took off her sunglasses.

I gasped. The Beetle veered to the right.

“Did you see that?” I cried.

Fred nodded his head.

“She didn’t have any eyes.”

Before I could take a second look, she sped on ahead, exiting
off at Keele Street. I decided to follow. She had a Michigan
license plate. I followed the blind goddess for several blocks but
never managed to catch up with her. As suddenly as she had
appeared, she vanished. Perhaps she’d gotten bored. Perhaps she
never existed. I was sweating. I pulled off the road and into a Tim
Horton Doughnut Shop where I spotted the motorcycle that had passed
me earlier, parked next to a van. I went into the shop. When I
returned to the Beetle with a coffee and milk and half a dozen
chocolate doughnuts, I found Fred still visibly upset.

We sat for a while without speaking, listening to Merle Haggard.
Fred did not touch his milk or chocolate doughnuts, his
favorite.

“Who?” Fred gulped. “Who was she, Dave?”

“I don’t know, Fred.”

Fred was trembling. “I’ll tell you who she was, Dave. She was a
bloody omen and not a good one. Jesus, Dave, don’t you think this
whole thing is getting out of hand?”

“What thing, Fred?”

“Life. Your life. Christ, I don’t know how you can stand it,
Dave. It scares the hell out of me. Things happen to you, weird
things, things out of a Cronenberg film. Dave, someone is trying to
tell you something.”

I pulled out of the doughnut shop and headed west on Eglinton
Avenue.

“Where are we going now?” Fred asked, his mouth full, finally
succumbing to the allure of the chocolate doughnuts.

“Home,” I replied. “You wanted to go home, didn’t you,
Fred?”

Fred nodded.

“Ann will he worried.” I added.

“I wouldn’t count on that, Dave,” Fred responded.

“What do you mean by that, Fred?”

“What I said earlier about Ann loving you. It was a lie Dave.
Your whole life is like that. Upside down. False. Nothing is real.
I don’t know how you dare to get up in the morning. I don’t think
you love Ann either. I think it’s something the two of you are
holding onto, like a lifesaver. As far as I can see, the both of
you are nuts.”

I looked at Fred. “You shouldn’t talk with your mouth full,
Fred. It’s impolite.”

I stared out at the highway ahead, suddenly feeling drunk. The
rearview lights of the cars and the white lights of the street
lamps began to dance in front of me. The road began to curl,
throwing the Beetle high up on its back as if we were riding a
snake. My mouth was dry. I had to get home. That’s what I kept
telling myself. I felt like my father must have felt when he found
himself lost in the woods during the war, hoping he didn’t stumble
into the German lines. I was angry. My hands squeezed the steering
wheel. Did I want to kill myself? Was that it? Could Ann see that?
Why had she asked me to take out more life insurance? How much was
enough? I wiped my brow. We turned off the highway and headed south
on Islington Avenue.

“Ann took me for rabies shots yesterday,” Fred said, rubbing his
arm. “That’s the third time this month.”

 

CHAPTER SEVEN

 

St. Larry

 

Ann and I decided that a brief separation might help to iron out
some wrinkles in our relationship. It was more Ann’s suggestion
than mine. I thought we might seek out professional help, but Ann
said that Dr. Blackstone agreed with her and when I phoned Dr.
Blackstone he asked me why I was phoning him. Didn’t I trust my
wife? Fred suggested that it was not wrinkles in our relationship
that Ann wanted to iron out. Fred was always insinuating that there
was a relationship between Claude and Ann. He didn’t call it a
relationship though. I suggested to Fred that he put a gag order on
his imagination. Ann had not sent me up to her parents’ cottage so
that she could bed down with Claude. Ann needed her space. And I
was confident that given that space she would come to her senses
and see that we had invested too much in our marriage to just throw
it away.

My in-laws cottage was a huge wooden structure on the banks of
the St. Lawrence. Fred called the river, St. Larry, the patron
saint of cuckolds. The cottage had been built at the turn of the
century as a hunting lodge for the Prince of Wales. It was later
used by gangsters during Prohibition and later still as a site for
such movies as The Apprenticeship of Duddy Kravitz. The cottage, a
log hotel, had a dozen bedrooms, plus servant quarters, and a huge
living room with a fireplace. The property was surrounded by stone
fences and was terraced down to the river where a two-story brick
boat house stood.

After we unpacked, Fred and I spent all afternoon by the river,
lying on the dock, staring up into a deep azure blue sky. The trees
had already changed colors and shed their leaves, the branches
standing out like veins against the sky’s skin. I turned over and
watched royal barges of golden leaves drifting over the crystal
clear water toward the shore. Across the river a dozen or so
woodpeckers were jamming on some fir trees.

“I hate jazz,” Fred muttered, jumped to his feet and yelled,
“Shut-up!”

There was complete silence. The woodpeckers stopped pecking. The
barges sank. Clouds began to gather. I stared down at the water and
watched the lake lap up to and around the pillars of the dock like
a puppy seeking affection. I turned around. Smoke billowed out of
the chimney of the cottage. I wondered why imagination had to have
a dark side. Why were children kept awake by bogey-men? Why were
artists haunted by death? Why was there such a terrible price to be
paid for being alive? Did Frankenstein desire his monster? Why
couldn’t we all be blissfully dull?

“This is morbid,” Fred groaned, looking up from beneath his
heavy eyelids. “Look at all this dead stuff. Leaves, driftwood,
even the sky is preparing itself for a funeral. This is duller than
Etobicoke. Is this why people rush to the cottage each weekend, to
prepare themselves for the hereafter? Did Ann send you up here to
kill yourself?”

“Why do you say things like that, Fred?”

Fred shrugged his shoulders. “Maybe it’s the three bottles of
Extra Strength Tylenol that she stuffed in your bag? Or the
trophies, elk, deer, bear, that they’ve got hung up on the wall in
the lodge? I can imagine our heads up there and your in-laws
pointing them out with pride. There’s our daughter’s first
husband. Fearsome looking brute. Brought him down at thirty
feet. Or how about the rifles racked up there on the wall?
They’re all loaded. Did you notice that? And then there’s the
history of this place. They say that the Prince of Wales was one of
the suspects in the Jack the Ripper murders. I mean, Dave, consider
the ambiance of our abode.”

I looked at Fred and then out across the expanse of the
river.

“You’re not enjoying the fresh air, Fred?”

“Fresh air!” Fred cried, rising to his feet, his back arching
into a small hill before he stretched out. “Who says it’s fresh?
You should go for a walk in the woods. It’s a compost: leaves and
trees rotting, mud passing wind. Besides, we didn’t come up here
for fresh air. We came up here so that the beloved Ann could engage
in some marathon coupling with the brute.”

“That’s enough, Fred. I won’t have you talking about Ann in that
manner. Ann needs some quality time by herself. Time to think.”

Fred grabbed his heart and fell backwards onto the dock.

I turned away determined not to let Fred sink my feelings any
deeper than they were. I leaned over the side of the dock and
dipped my hands in the river.

“Ann needs some space,” I repeated, turning back to Fred. “Her
nerves are frayed. You said that yourself. She’s been acting very
erratic lately.”

Fred put his finger to his head and squeezed the trigger.

“I’m serious, Fred. Ann needs time to re-evaluate her life.”

“Is someone going to test her on it, Dave? She’s in heat. And I
think I know something about being in heat, Dave. Ann is on the
verge of a breakdown. This whole fiasco is a war of wills. The one
who loses is the one who is going to be pushed over the edge. And
quite frankly, Dave, my money is on Ann. You’re just too damn nice,
nice and naive. Haven’t you ever fought for anything, Dave?”

I took a deep breath and shook my head.

“I don’t see why Ann and I can’t be civilized about this. Why
can’t we treat each other with respect?”

Fred shook his head in dismay and said sadly, “The battle is
lost.”

I leaned over the side of the dock and stared at my image in the
water, floating like a corpse above the weeds and fish and stones.
Who was the face that stared back at me? Who are you, David? I
don’t know you anymore. Did I ever know you? A moment later Fred’s
image appeared in the water beside me.

“Did you know, Dave, that you’ve got the ugliest weeds growing
out of your nose?”

“What?”

A small fish swam into the left ear of Fred’s reflection and out
the other ear.

“Even reality has its moments of pure poetry,” Fred sighed.

“Fred, I feel so damn alone.”

Fred put his paw on my shoulder. “You’re not alone, Dave.
Everybody in the world is alone. That’s the paradox. I was talking
to St. Larry not long ago about that very thing. He said not to
worry. The woods are swarming with assassins.”

I looked at Fred. “That’s very comforting.”

Fred returned to the shore browsed through the stones on the
beach, selected one and skipped it across the water. A large bass
rose out of the river, caught the stone in its mouth and fired it
back at the shore just missing Fred’s head.

“Jesus Murphy!” Fred cried, and sped up the hill and into the
cottage.

That evening after dinner Fred and I returned to the end of the
dock. It was already pitch dark. For a long time we sat in silence.
The river was so calm that only the line of cottage lights on the
opposite bank divided the sky from its mirror image in the water. I
was drinking scotch. Fred was smoking some catnip he’d rolled in
cigarette papers.

“Doesn’t the river look like a huge hole with another sky in
it?” Fred mused in a broken French accent.

I refilled my mug with scotch. A fish jumped and plunged into
the full moon, sending ripples through the stars. Fred always waxed
philosophic when he smoked. Catnip made him feel elevated.

“Ah!” Fred sighed. “Everything is so peaceful.” Smoke seeped out
of Fred’s nostrils and through his long white whiskers. “No wonder
the Indians fought so hard to keep this place to themselves. Do you
think that if Europeans had never arrived, anything would have
changed? Do you think the red man would be racing around in
outboards at breakneck speeds every weekend bombed to the gills? Do
you think they’d stand around the office water cooler talking about
the Jays? Do you think they would play marathon games of Euchre in
the old folks homes? I wonder if they’d lie out on the dock on a
night like this, staring at the stars, wondering if there was
intelligent life on other planets? Do you think they’d be
frightened of bats? Complain about the noise of the crickets? Send
their kids to computer camps? Make obscene phone calls? Have their
faces on cereal boxes? Become serial killers? Shave their legs?
Allow their wives to lead them around by the nose? Oh yes, Dave,
I’m glad we came up here. It’s given me a new perspective on the
human predicament. A fellow could almost forgive the Big Fella up
here. Forgive him for all the shit that’s come down. Centuries and
centuries of misery, and pain, and taxes. Tell me Dave, why doesn’t
God talk to us anymore? Is he pouting? Did the cat get his tongue?
The least he could do is write, or fax us something. So many
different forms of communication today, surely there must be one
that fits his fancy. Maybe God is like the compost at the back

of the Pergoti yard. God is the place where after death we all
rot.”

I tried to smile but my failed attempt only added parenthesis to
my sullen mood.

“Forgive me, Dave. I forgot about your condition. Tell me, is it
the Irish in you that has given you this remarkable ability to
stew, or is it practice? I’ve never met anyone quite like you,
Dave. Were you born depressed?”

I paid no attention to Fred but continued to stare out at the
water and think about Ann. I cursed the tears in my eyes. What had
I done wrong? Didn’t I show enough affection? Perhaps I hadn’t
satisfied Ann sexually? According to all the magazines I’d read on
the subject, Ann hadn’t yet reached her peak of sexual pleasure and
mine had long since waned, somewhere in late high school. Maybe Ann
was bored with me. Perhaps Fred was right and human beings were not
genetically programmed to mate for life. Was it my medical
condition that created the rift between us? I knew I didn’t have a
long attention span and that some times my mind slipped away on me,
especially when Ann began to talk about her work. Perhaps I was
emotionally cold. If I could have gotten angry at Ann, maybe we
could have brought more of our troubles to the surface instead of
letting them fester. Was our love part of the nature of things?
Were we all temporary, disposable? Had Ann and I used each other
up? Throw away beer cans, throw away marriages. Why did it seem
that now that I was losing her, I loved her all the more.

The first time Ann and I made love was in my room at residence.
My roommate, Phil, had gone away for the weekend to a Billy Graham
crusade. (Later in the weekend Ann would find polaroid pictures in
Phil’s desk drawer of someone’s hand jerking off someone’s cock. We
couldn’t agree on whether it was a man or a woman’s hand. There was
no such argument over the penis.) My room was in the rear of a
house near the Detroit River, behind the kitchen. From my window
you could sometimes watch the water rats frolicking in the backyard
like kittens. I snuck Ann in the back door. We weren’t supposed to
have female guests in our rooms. We undressed each other and lay
down on my bed. I hadn’t brought condoms. Ann used her hand. When I
went off, my cock fired a shot that struck Ann on the forehead.
I guess this means war, she laughed. You just fired a
shot across my brow.

“Dave,” Fred said in a soft voice. I did not respond.

Fred stepped over to me and rubbed his back against my arm.

“Dave!” Fred cried.

“Yes!” I cried, jerked out of my thoughts. Something sticky ran
off my forehead into my eyes.

“Do you think that God laughs?” Fred asked.

“What?” I asked, though I had heard very well what Fred had
said. Fred repeated his question and added, “After all, a sense of
humor is a sign of higher intelligence.”

“I guess He does.”

“A real belly laugh?”

I poured myself some more scotch. I could feel a buzz running
through my veins. I wondered if I was beyond climbing up the hill
to the cottage and sleep. I no longer cared.

“You think God is a sadist, don’t you Fred?”

“What other conclusion can one come to, Dave? We’re ready to
slap Hitler and his little tin Nazis down, but we forgive God
everything. He is the biggest criminal of all time. The Big Fella
is probably looking down at you now and breaking up with laughter,
while somewhere on this planet, at this very moment, some poor
creature is going through hell. How can He know this and still
laugh? Or does he have a case of gallows humor?”

I looked over at Fred. It was difficult to keep him in focus
especially with the cloud of smoke that was laying siege to his
head. I saw my father wandering through the woods. He is whistling.
Maybe he doesn’t want to be shot. Who shoots someone who is
whistling? Maybe he is afraid he will hear someone else. Someone
else. Not Germans. Not the allies. Maybe he is afraid he will meet
someone else wandering through the woods, someone else who is
lost.

“Once there was a German Prince,” I began.

Fred groaned. “No moral fables, Dave.”

I disregarded Fred’s complaints and continued. “This Prince was
miserable, because he felt that God was responsible for all the
misery of the world. The buck had to stop somewhere. God was evil;
the world was hell. The Prince published his views. They were met
with indifference from the academic community, which did not
surprise the Prince who felt that they were all on the Big Fella’s
payroll. God would not allow the truth to come out.”

“Government cover-up,” Fred added.

I continued. “Though his views did not advance his career, the
Prince would not abandon them. No one is greater than the Truth,
not even God. Year followed year. The Prince grew older, lost his
hair and his posture, became poorer. But still he would not abandon
his viewpoint. Then suddenly, in his old age, the Prince’s views
became fashionable. He became famous, and rich, and much sought
after as a head table speaker at hockey banquets. Beautiful women
were attracted to him. Power is a wonderful aphrodisiac and what is
more powerful than an idea whose time has come. Princesses and
Lords showered him with honors and gifts. He appeared on all the
talk shows. The Emperor invited the Prince to join his court.
Such courage, the Emperor nodded approvingly, to
challenge the Almighty. The Emperor was having some problems
with the Papal Powers and thus felt a great deal of empathy for the
Prince.”

“Didn’t that make the Prince happy?” Fred asked.

“That was the problem, Fred. The Prince was finally receiving
the rewards of his labor and against his own wishes he felt happy,
perhaps for the first time in his life. But you see, Fred, the
Prince couldn’t admit to anyone that he was happy. Misery was the
only garment he could wear without contradicting his own beliefs.
He had become a prisoner of his own ideas. Do you see what I’m
getting at, Fred?”

“The Big Fella split a gut laughing over that one?” Fred
smirked.

I dropped my head in despair, defeated by a higher intelligence.
I poured myself another scotch. Fred rolled some more catnip.

I was getting drunker, slipping in and out of my thoughts.

Ann appeared before me, a cup of coffee in her hand. I’m
afraid of you, David. Afraid of your world. Too many possibilities.
The past has not tied you down, has not burdened you with the
terrible pain of failures. While others tremble, you can look into
the void and leap. You are always rescued. There is always a net
beneath you. There is always an angel guiding your flight. The
darkness always blooms with color, with experiences, with madness.
Your naivete, your innocence does not allow for death. With
bogey-men, with monsters, with horrors and wonder, but never with
death. Not the edge of the world and the terrible nothingness. Your
imagination is a riot of commotion. It does not allow for
stillness. I am slipping into the black water. Sinking. Sinking
through blackness into the abyss. Darkness. That is what the future
is for me, David. Darkness. The darkness no one survives. A
darkness no one can bear. Death is a Black Hole in the core of my
soul. My life is being sucked out of my heart, into the center of
my soul. You avoid the horror, David, by being mad.

Fred and I must have dosed off. One minute I was thinking of Ann
and the next I was fighting for my life in the water, my arms and
legs punching and grabbing, flaying the water with desperation,
trying to hold onto something. All around me I could hear voices
screaming. There was an orchestra playing a waltz. I sank. On the
river bottom there were fish swimming in schools, looking up at me
sink, smiling. My lips reached the surface and sucked in sky. I
sank then rose again. Finally I managed to get a grip on the edge
of the dock and pull myself out. God, it was cold. Fred cried out.
I looked around. Luckily there was a full moon. I spotted Fred a
few feet from the dock. Leaning over, I grabbed him by the scuff of
the neck and pulled him out.

“I can’t stop shaking,” Fred cried as he sprayed water from his
coat all over the dock.

Hurriedly we made our way, stumbling up to the cottage where the
embers of the fire, I had made earlier, were still alive. I stoked
the fire, threw a towel over Fred, got out of my own clothes, and
wrapped myself in a blanket. I fed the fire more wood. It ate it up
greedily, snapping and spitting sparks all over the room.

“Bastard!” Fred said, his teeth chattering. “It’s bad enough
that He’s a sadist, now we find out He’s a practical joker as
well.”

“What are you talking about, Fred?” I shivered.

“We both ended up in the river.”

“So?”

“There was only the two of us down on the dock. So tell me,
Dave, who pushed us? Who pushed us?”

 

 

CHAPTER EIGHT

 

The Dead Month

 

Well before dawn Fred and I headed out toward Toronto. It was
still dark as we drove along Highway 2. Clouds had smothered the
stars so that much of the drive home was like one long trip through
a tunnel. It was only as we approached the bright lights of the
city that I realized we couldn’t go home yet. We would wake Ann and
I didn’t want to answer any questions regarding our early arrival.
I couldn’t imagine recounting the events of the previous evening to
Ann. We fell into the river some time around midnight and Fred
was sure that God had pushed us. It wouldn’t sell. We decided
to park the car off Lakeshore Boulevard and kill some time by
walking along the beach.

I stared out over the great body of water. In the distance a
dark cloud mushroomed out of the horizon and began to roll across
the sky towards the city. Below the oncoming storm, the lake turned
yellow and choppy baring its teeth in whitecaps. The wind tossed my
hair hack and forth as if a brawl had broken out on my scalp. I
looked around at Fred who was fighting off a band of leaves that
were eddying around him.

“November is the dead month;” I said to Fred who had managed to
elude the posse of leaves.

“It’s October, Dave,” Fred smirked, his eyes throwing curses at
the elements. “Arthur predicted that it would snow.” Arthur was a
great tree in the yard behind our apartment building. Some days
Fred would spend hours laying in the arms of the great tree talking
to Arthur or swaying in the branches to the sounds of a great swing
band.

“It never snows in October,” I laughed.

Fred looked away, catching a couple of leaves temporarily in the
web of his whiskers. This led to a short comic wrestling match in
which Fred was twice taken to the mat before the tag-team leaves
scattered in the wind.

“God damn Maples!” Fred muttered. “Dirty filthy bastards!”

I laughed. “I thought cats were such close mates with the
arboretum.”

Fred looked up at me with contempt.

“What happened to your parents?” he shot back.

“I told you, Fred. They disappeared on their way to the Pancake
House.”

“Hey man;” Fred responded throwing his paws up in mock
surrender. “You’d don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to. If J.
Edgar Hoover can have his little secrets, we’re all entitled to
keep a few skeletons in the closet.”

“What secrets have you got, Fred?” I laughed.

Fred turned and looked out over the lake. “Dave,” he paused, “I
could tell you things that would make the hairs on the back of your
neck curl.”

I did not respond. I could see the bait that Fred had dangled
before me and I was not going to bite. Picking up a flat stone, I
tried to skip it across the lake, but the waves were too high and
it cut into the stomach of one wave slashing it open, its watery
guts pouring out. I looked away. The images of violence frightened
me. It seemed like everything around me was in a state of war.

“What’s wrong with you, Dave? What does your analyst tell
you?”

“That’s privileged information, Fred, on a need to know
basis.”

A gust of wind spun Fred around like a top. When he had regained
his balance and composure, he looked at me.

“Doctor Blackstone knows that you talk to me; does he know that
I answer?”

I nodded and picked up another stone. This time the stone
skinned across the crests of the waves, continued on out of sight,
never sinking. God, I hoped no one was standing on the opposite
shore.

“Has he ever enquired into why you’re always depressed?”

“I’m not always depressed.”

“But you are, Dave. The first rule on the road to salvation is
to admit that you have sinned. Admit it, Dave, you’re always
depressed. Have you ever listened to yourself? You’re almost always
in the dumper. It’s like you’re having this affair with death.”

“Jesus, Fred. Don’t tell me you’ve turned into one of those
cheer leaders for life, going around breathing deeply, pounding
your chest, and telling everyone how great it is to be alive?”

Fred grimaced, his whiskers fluttering in the wind.

The dark clouds now rolled up over the beach, hovering over the
city.

“What did you think of that dog?” Fred asked. “Didn’t you think
that was an apt metaphor for the human condition?”

“What dog?”

Fred looked at me, a look both of contempt and despair. “It
wasn’t an hallucination, Dave. I saw it too.”

I pulled the collar of my jacket around my neck. We had been
driving along the two lane Highway 5 coming down a hill into a
valley. The sun was rising. A railroad track ran alongside the
north end of the road. On the south side was a gas station and a
number of dilapidated buildings. At the other end of the valley a
big transport rolled toward us. I began to slow down, never wanting
to meet these huge beasts at a full head of steam. A dog, a Golden
Retriever or a Lab, was sitting in a ditch several yards off to the
side of the road, his eyes pinned on the oncoming truck. Suddenly,
and without cause, the dog dashed toward the road on a collision
course with the truck. Without hesitation the dog ran right into
the wheels of the transport and exploded, exploded like a bag of
blood thrown against a wall, exploded like a bomb. A moment later
the truck passed us. I still had the memory of the poor animals
demise when we reached the spot of the horrible event. There was no
body, no semblance of life except for a great stain of blood. I
thought it was another of the images of violence that had been
racing through my thoughts.

“Hypnotized by death,” Fred said, shaking his head. “Dogs are
damn stupid animals. No wonder they get along so well with humans.
One track mind. So set in a pattern of behavior that they can’t see
its logical conclusion. A cat wouldn’t do that. No sir. A cat would
just sit there, laugh at the truck and say to itself, what’s
the hurry?”

I turned away from Fred. This was not the sort of conversation I
was in the mood for. I didn’t feel like talking at all. There was a
coming confrontation with Ann and I wanted to steel my forces. A
few scattered snowflakes parachuted out of the clouds and toward
the city. Fred looked up at the oncoming assault.

“Have you noticed how the weather has gotten worse since Free
Trade? Nothing to stop it at the border. Tell me, Dave, are you
going to commit suicide? If so, I wish you’d tell me so that I
might make arrangements for my future. I know that the minute you
knock off, I’m soup with old lady Pergoti.”

“Ann loves you, Fred. She wouldn’t allow Mrs. Pergoti to touch
you.”

“You don’t know that old woman, Dave. You don’t realize the
influence she has over Ann. The other day I saw the two of them
looking through an. old photo album. Pictures of the late Mr.
Pergoti. Both of them crying. Drinking apple wine and crying. Did
you ever notice that the old woman has a moustache? If she lets it
grow she could be a ringer for that guy you’re always running into,
what’s his name? The one in the Tin Man movies?”

“The Thin Man movies.” I corrected Fred. “The actor’s name was
William Powell and I’m not going to kill myself.”

Fred looked up at me. “You wouldn’t care to put that in writing,
would you, Dave?”

I did not respond.

There were not many people out at this early hour except for the
odd jogger. Fred claimed that joggers were the modern version of
the myth of Sisyphus. Their stone was time.

“Have you ever noticed that there seem to be more serial killers
recently, Dave?”

“No I hadn’t.”

“I think it’s frustration. They all want to be actors in a
continuing series on television. Have you ever wondered why there
are no women serial killers?”

“Could we change the tone of the conversation, Fred?”

“Tell me about your father, Dave.”

I told Fred about the image I had of my father wandering lost in
the woods.

“What’s he look like?”

“I can’t see him clearly. Tall, slender, dark hair parted in the
middle, combed back. Moustache I think.”

“Like William Powell?” Fred suggested.

I shrugged my shoulders.

“His hands are tucked into his coat. He’s a soldier, but he
doesn’t appear to have a gun. Doesn’t appear to be in a uniform,
just a long dark overcoat. Black pants. Black shoes. A long thin
shadow following him. His shoulders are hunched over, his head down
like he’s walking into the wind. He looks lonely.”

“And your mother?”

“All I see is her eyes and they’re always open.”

“Like a corpse?”

I stopped and turned on Fred. “What are you trying to tell me?
Are you trying to tell me that my mother is dead, that I have a
dead image in my head? Fred, I’ve got to face Ann in a while. I
really would like to talk about something else.”

The final assault was on. Snow began to fall in legions. We
decided to return home.

 

CHAPTER NINE

 

The End

 

When we returned to the apartment an eerie silence haunted the
rooms. It was the kind of stillness you feel in funeral homes.
There was no noise from upstairs. Usually by noon there was a
constant onslaught of heavy metal music from Claude’s stereo.
Claude was also a big Andy Williams fan, especially Andy’s
Christmas album, which Claude played constantly regardless of the
season. Perhaps Claude and Mrs. Pergoti had gone to church, but I
couldn’t help but imagine them upstairs, their ears pinned to the
floor. Ann must still be in bed, I thought. I glanced at the
kitchen clock. Eleven thirty. I hate digital clocks. You can’t see
the second hand moving. Time does not ebb away, it smacks you
around. Each minute comes out of nowhere, suddenly, like a sucker
punch.

Outside the basement window, it was still snowing. Snow in
October, it was going to he a long winter. I made myself a coffee
and sat down at the kitchen table to read the Sunday Star. I gave
Fred the Insight Section. There was an article concerning the
Kennedy assassination that he wanted to read. I opened the paper
and saw an advertisement promising to teach tall men how to dance.
The weather was warm in Hiroshima. Dagwood screamed out of the
funnies, Repent!” In the obituary column there was a
reminder of the death of Charles De Gaulle, years earlier. And in
the personals there was a small piece in Italic, Look out,
David. She’s awake!

Ann entered the kitchen, her bathrobe wrapped tightly around
her. The morning did not flatter Ann; her eyes were still heavy
from sleep; her skin looked tight and washed out. There were bags
under her eyes and her mouth was turned down like a bed that had
not been slept in. You could see where the jowls of middle age
would settle, and the lines around her neck were growing deeper.
Ann hated growing older. Why do women have to age so much
quicker than men? Why is nature so cruel to women?

Ann walked over to the counter and poured herself a coffee.
Black.

“Hope I didn’t wake you,” I said.

There was no response. Ann took a spoon and stirred her coffee.
Realizing that there was no need to stir black coffee, she put the
spoon down quietly on the counter.

“I picked up some eggs on the way home,” I added.

Ann turned and looked at me. “You’re back,” she said, her voice
cold and indifferent. She brought her coffee to the table and set
it down, pulled out a chair and took a seat. The silence that
followed was so tight the I felt that, at any moment, the quiet
might burst into a cathartic rout of bodily noises. I was
determined not to be the one to break the spell, but I failed.

“You want part of the paper?” I blurted out. “It was lovely up
at the cottage, though Fred and I had a bit of an accident. Fell
into the river. Off the end of the dock. Stupid really. Too much to
drink. You might almost have believed that someone pushed us. The
leaves are so beautiful at this time of year. No mosquitoes to
speak of.”

I kept talking like this for some time, afraid to stop, afraid
of what I might hear when suddenly Ann interrupted me.

“I want you to move out.”

My mouth fell open. I felt like one of those cartoon characters
with their mouth open and their teeth crumbling, individually
falling out. But in my case it was words and not teeth that were
crumbling in my mouth. The newspaper that I had in my hand wilted
like a flower, each page growing flaccid, folding over each other
onto the table. The steam from my coffee fell back into my cup like
rain. The lights in the room began to strobe. I wanted to shove my
hand down my throat and pull my heart out through my teeth.

“What?” I managed to say without choking.

Ann turned to me, her face expressionless as she
matter-of-factly read the news.

“I think you should find an apartment of your own.”

I slumped in my chair. Part of me began to fall apart, to
crumble, to dissolve in disbelief and despair. At the same time a
great storm of anger began to build up deep inside me. I could feel
it rushing to the surface, pushing aside all other senses.

“What are you talking about?” I cried out, smashing the table
with my fist.

“Don’t raise your voice to me, David. We will discuss this in a
civilized manner or we will not talk at all. I think you should be
on your own. It’s in everybody’s best interests.”

Ann sipped her coffee, the black steam rushing up and filling
her eyes. She ran one of her long nails along the rim of the cup,
reached over and turned on the radio. CBC. An old woman was
discussing her tulip garden and the political agenda of her
organization, Seniors for an Independent Ontario.

“You want me to find another apartment?” I articulated each word
separately as if I were walking barefoot through a field of
glass.

“Yes. That is correct.”

My hands sank into my hair, grabbing a batch and pulled. Breath
from my lungs whistled out through my clenched teeth.

“I don’t understand,” I pleaded then erupted into a brief spasm
of anger. “Jesus Christ, look at me when you’re talking!”

“I am,” Ann said, her eyes sad as a desert. “I’ve been taking a
long look at you lately.” The look of sadness in Ann’s eyes turned
suddenly to pity. “What is there to understand, David? I want this
relationship terminated. It’s quite simple I want to pull the plug.
We’ve been dead for a long time.”

I rose to my feet, stepped over to the refrigerator, smacked the
door. Something inside fell off its shelf.

“Simple!” I cried. “Simple! You think this is all simple. Dead.
You don’t just chuck a marriage out like it was the garbage. I
don’t want to find another apartment.” I turned toward Ann. “I want
to talk.”

Ann sipped her coffee. She did not immediately answer me, as if
by her silence she was indicating that she was only humoring me by
talking, that all was decided. If I’d had something in my hand, I
would have struck her.

“It’s too late for talk, David. I don’t want you to live here
anymore.”

“You don’t want?” I butted in.

“There’s an apartment.” Ann continued, her voice controlled, in
monotone, tired. She spoke as if she were reciting a speech. “A
house for rent on Church Street. You would have the main floor. I
saw it advertised the other day in the Globe and Mail . I checked
it out. It’s shabby, but with a little elbow grease, you could make
it quite comfortable. I’ll lend you the money for the rent until
you can find yourself a job.”

I slumped back into my chair, like a picture I’d once seen of a
man in the electric chair. At any moment, I expected the straps to
be tightened on my wrists and ankles. I sat there paralyzed. What
was happening? Someone had just walked through the door and scooped
out my insides leaving a shell behind in my chair. I looked down at
Fred. He was still immersed in his article on the Kennedy’s. Words
staggered like drunks out of my mouth.

“This is so… sudden.”

“It’s been coming for a long time,” Ann responded. “I tried to
warn you long ago, but you were always off somewhere, dreaming your
dreams. I’ll tell you straight, David. I can’t stand living with
you anymore. Your touch makes my flesh crawl. Your presence in the
same room makes me sick to my stomach.”

Ann put her cup down. She rose from the table and went over to
the counter to drop a couple of slices of bread in the toaster.

“I’m starving,” she smiled, a sense of relief in her voice. The
deed had been done.

“You’re my wife!”

“In name only.”

“Whose fault is that?”

Ann turned and looked at me. “You want to flip for it!”

My face sank into my hands.

“You don’t know me, David. You never have. You think this or
that happened in the past but it’s a past you have constantly been
reinventing. I’m a stranger in your life. Our life together might
as well have been a series of one-night stands. I’ve just been
another piece of furniture in your world. You never reached me
David, never touched my soul. You live in a world by yourself. The
rest of us are just your imaginary friends. What I don’t understand
is why I let it go on for this long. Why did I settle for so
little? My mother was right when she warned me about you. But, I
wouldn’t listen. I thought that my ambition, my dreams would carry
the two of us along. Maybe if you had been a success at something,
things would have turned out differently. But, even success would
not have bridged the chasm between us. Why talk about what might
have been? You weren’t a success, were you David? The world does
not wait for things to work out. It doesn’t operate like that. You
either get on the train or you’re left behind. Oh, I don’t know if
you can understand any of this, David. I barely understand it
myself. For too long I’ve kept myself locked up in a closet with
you. For too long, I have hidden myself from the real world. Now,
I’ve seen the light. It’s not too late for me, David. I’m not that
old. I can still make something out of my life. You’re not enough
for me, David. I want more.”

I ran my fingers through some sugar on the table and pushed it
over the edge.

“Are you going to continue to live here?” I asked.

The toast popped up. Fred looked up at me for a brief minute,
stuck some cotton that he kept tucked under his flea collar, into
his ear, than returned to his paper.

“Why should I leave? The place suits me.”

Ann buttered her toast. I had a sudden urge to remind her of her
diet. Ann was always on a diet. I began to giggle. A frightened
look passed fleetingly over Ann’s face as she returned to the table
with the toast.

“Oh God!” I sighed, my face collapsing into sobs.

“You want a piece?” she offered.

“Are you going to live here alone?” I muttered through my
tears.

“No,” she responded, biting into her toast.

There was a long period of silence. I tried to control my
breathing. My heart was pounding. Ann continued to eat her toast
and drink her coffee. I tried to lift my cup off the table. It
wouldn’t budge. My mother’s eyes stared straight through me. There
was an awful sound of screeching metal, metal broken and ripped
apart. It was screaming out in pain, and I heard the gentle fall of
rain, which turned out to be glass shattering. And my father
walking through a ditch and into a woods. There was a billboard
advertising a local motel. And a cow under a tree in the dark
chewing its cud and long grass falling down from the wind escaping
from my lungs.

“Who,” I asked swallowing each word, “are you going to live
with?”

“Claude,” Ann replied, her mouth filled with toast.

“Claude! The guy is a moron.” I don’t know whether I was more
upset by Anne s infidelity or her choice of mates. Jealousy, hurt
pride, indignation, pretending to be hurt, being hurt. My emotions
were in turmoil, out of control like a car on wet pavement around a
hair-pin turn. I remembered the July on a beach near Summerside,
Prince Edward Island. Ann got a cramp swimming and from the shore I
heard her screams, her arms tossing in the waves. I wanted to run
out and save her, but I couldn’t swim. What to do? My emotions were
out of control. Ann’s life, my survival, both of us going down.
Before I could decide, a young man in a California tan pulled her
to safety.

“He’s a real man,” Ann bit back sharply, “not a jellyfish. He’s
attentive. He may not he Einstein, but at least I know where his
head is.”

“I love you, Ann.”

“Love! You don’t know what love is, David. What you love is
convenience, someone paying your rent, someone making your
decisions, someone picking up after you. Living with you, David, is
like living with a corpse. Your body is there for me but nothing
else. You’re crazy, David. Mentally unstable. Sick. I guess you
always have been. When we were young, it was charming, even
exciting. I could never guess what you might do or say. But… I’m
getting older. I don’t want to live like a nun, worshipping some
dead man’s thoughts. I want someone I can squeeze. I don’t know
you, David. Can’t know you. You frighten me. Your madness is quite
benign now, but how long will that last? You could go over the edge
at any time. I can’t sleep, dreaming that I could wake up with your
hands around my neck. I want some peace of mind. My doctor says I
deserve it.”

“That’s ridiculous,” I cried. “I would never hurt you. How could
you think such a thing? Who’s been putting ideas into your head?
Your mother? Mrs. Pergoti? Your gynecologist?”

“You leave Mrs. Pergoti out of this. She’s been very kind to me.
And I can have ideas of my own. Someone doesn’t have to plant them
there.”

“But it’s a lie, Ann. I am not capable of violence, especially
toward you. What is the real reason, Ann? Can you face that, Ann?
Can you face the truth?”

“The truth!” Ann cried throwing her head back in a laugh. “How
dare you talk to me about the truth? The truth isn’t some absolute
floating around in time like a vaccine waiting to be discovered.
David, your whole existence is a lie. You’re a coward, that’s what
you are; afraid to face your past; afraid to face your
responsibilities; afraid to see the world the way it really is and
not the way you want to paint it. I’m sick of being a baby sitter.
David, you’re not getting any younger; it’s time to start paying
your rent.”

“I can change,” I pleaded. “Honest, Ann, I’ll be a new man. You
won t recognize me. I’ll get a job, any kind of job. I’ll work as a
carry out boy in a grocery store, as a teller in a bank, a

shipper in a warehouse. I’ll bear down. I’ll make something of
myself.”

Ann shook her head. She didn’t have to. I knew it was too late,
had known it for some time. I had seen it in her eyes and I knew I
couldn’t change her mind, couldn’t change myself, couldn’t become
what she wanted. Everything Ann said about me was true and that was
what infuriated me. She was right.

“Claude is better in bed?” I blurted out, regretting the remark
as soon it had left my lips. It was the response of an adolescent
whose had his toy taken away. I didn’t want everything to
degenerate into trash, into cheap theatrical blows that had no aim
except to hurt each other. Ann smiled. She had never heard me lower
myself before. Our fight had now entered her country and she held
the higher ground.

“Could he be worse? I am no longer interested in necrophilia. Oh
why do men always think that the bedrock of a relationship is their
sexual prowess. If you’d had another woman, I could have dealt with
that. But, I have to compete with all your goddam philosophic
gibberish. Ever since you made a fool of yourself at the reading,
I’ve come to the understanding that you’re not in control of your
own thoughts. You’re drifting through life, David, dragging me
behind you. God, David, why don’t you do us all a favor and drive
that Beetle of yours over a cliff.”

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you? You’d like me to drop off the
face of the earth. That would settle everything for you.”

Ann was silent for a moment. “It would help,” she replied. Ann’s
eyes were filled with fire. I had never seen so much hatred in
anyone before. Where did it come from? Was I responsible?

“I’ve been trying to correct things, Ann. You know that. I’ve
sought out professional counseling. I am changing, Ann. Couldn’t we
give it another try?”

Tears welled up in Ann’s eyes. “I can’t.”

“Why not?”

“David, you’ve sucked out most of my life. I won’t let you have
the rest.”

Without, saying another word, Ann got up from the table and
retired to the bedroom. I looked down at Fred and then up at the
basement window, the snow drifting up against the glass. I felt as
if winter had arrived early to bury me. Upstairs the stereo was
turned on, Andy Williams singing White Christmas. I wept into my
hands. They filled up like small lakes. Images of Ann flashed
before me; Ann on the first day we met, sitting like a statue in
Dr. Cunningham’s class; Ann walking across the campus, the wind
blowing her hair, her smile braced against the sky; Ann standing by
the window of my room, her long hair rolling down her naked back
and over her hips; Ann and I getting married and later that evening
Ann kneeling over the toilet in her wedding dress, vomiting; Ann
holding Fred in her lap and petting him; Ann and Mrs. Pergoti
hanging clothes on the line in the backyard, our bed sheet being
whipped by the wind; clouds gathering over a park by the lake and
Ann standing on the beach, Fred at her feet tears rushing down her
cheeks; Ann’s eyes on fire, looking at me for a last time and
closing. The End. I slammed my fist on the table.

Fred looked up at me. He spoke.

“More and more I am convinced that Oswald was the lone assassin.
All this conspiracy talk is a buffer against a more terrifying
truth. There are no secret societies, no enemies in the dark, no
struggle between good and evil for our souls, no bogey man under
the bed. The streets are filled with madmen and there is a terrible
emptiness in the world. God is not the creator; He is the agent of
oblivion.”

“Oh, Fred!” I cried. “What am I going to do? What am I going to
do about Ann? About Claude?”

“Buy a gun,” Fred responded, “and blow them both away.”

 

THE END OF EPISODE TWO
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the accused and turns him over to the mob who crucify the innocent
man. After this horrendous lynching, the mob disbands and the world
returns to its innocence.



	


The
Hole (2010)
Detective Sam Kelly is in the last days of a long career. His
final assignment is to investigate Joe Mackenzie's complaint that
neighbours are dumping garbage down his well. Kelly soon discovers
that many locals have vanished over the years. In every case the
disappearances lead back to the mysterious hole in Mackenzie's
backyard.



	


THE
ADVENTURES OF FRED AND ME Episode 1 DIVORCE AND KITTY LITTER
(2011)
A surreal comic novel (in the tradition of magic realism) about
a young writer in the throes of a messy marital breakup and his
subsequent drifting into madness. Plus his talking cat, Fred. This
is a series of four books, each one an exciting episode.



	


THE
ADVENTURES OF FRED AND ME Episode 3 REALITY STRIKES BACK
(2011)
A surreal comic novel (in the tradition of magic realism) about
a young writer in the throes of a messy marital breakup and his
subsequent drifting into madness. Plus his talking cat, Fred. This
is episode 3 in which me finds himself the main suspect in the
murder of a young girl.



	


THE
ADVENTURES OF FRED AND ME Episode 4 LIFE IS ALL ITS CRACKED UP TO
BE (2011)
A surreal comic novel (in the tradition of magic realism) about
a young writer in the throes of a messy marital breakup and his
subsequent drifting into madness. Plus his talking cat, Fred. This
is episode 4 in which me (that's his name disguised as David
Halliday) follows Nick Charles (of Thin Man fame) into the bowels
of the earth, faces death, and something worse.



	


Making
Movies (2011)
The magic of film is recreated, taken apart, examined and
lovingly satirized in an unusual work of fiction. David Halliday
imagines a BBC documentary about 'the well known Canadian film
maker Samuel Bremmer'. We see moments of the films themselves; we
hear the words of the actors, the designers and the commentary of
the director, Samuel Bremmer. The illusion of film, and how it is
created against a backdrop of money problems, personality clashes,
jealousies, ambitions, love and vanity. Originally published by
Press Porcepic.



	


Bicycle
Thieves (2011)
It was the nineteen fifties. The suburbs. Septic tanks. Cape Cod
houses. Row on row. New schools. Bullies. Mad boys. Black and white
television. Aerials. Dogs running free. Pond hockey. Cigarettes.
Teenage crushes. Bicycle Thieves. And death.



	


Somewhere in
the 1970s (2011)
No one was going to tell them what life was about. Or tell them
how to party. They were free. And arrogant. And young. It was the
1970s and everyone was lost.
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