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'Life In Alphabetical Order'

 

A Beer and a Cigarello

 

Sitting in a patio. Slugging back beer. Feathers like rain. Fell
from the sky. A flock of Canada geese. Heading south. Had been
disrobed. Inside a 707's engine. As the jet charged toward the
earth. Michael swore. 'Can't you hear all those people.
Screaming.'

 

It was in all the newspapers. Michael bought a package of potato
chips. An ambulance rushed by. Sandra. My sister. Grew her red hair
for years. In a cage. Meant for doves. Hanging from the dining room
ceiling. Her dead hair. Kept falling into the soup.

 

Young Lenin. Standing. On a wooden box. Meant for oranges.
Announced the beginning. Of a new day.  While Marcus Aurelius
wept in the rain. Complaining. 'We've got to quit repeating
ourselves.' Bring on the vestments. Bring on the sacraments. Leave
me alone with the flower girls.

 

Another round. Helped myself to one of Michael's. Cigarellos.
Rum taste. 'i am the minister of the self. The self is our God.
Freud is his prophet. Let's get the rift raft off the streets. Lets
charge the advertising agents. As liars. Lets make the mafia. Eat
cement. Let's return to the Ptolemaic System. Bring out the
Christian god. Drag the coward out by the hair. Strap into a
limousine. We'll do a little tour of Dallas.

 

Headed out. Using the usual. Housewives as my pulling guards. At
the subway station. Pigeons cued up  for handouts. An old
woman sat on a bench.  Loneliness hung. Like old stockings
around her ankles. Lips were chapped. Eyes burnt out. Worms were in
formation. Death was laying siege. She smiled. Like God. Casting
out her crumbs.

 

A Ramble

 

Bored. The novels I read whisper secrets that everyone shares.
Contemporary fiction is organized gossip. My television. Gone
catatonic. Odd on the Watergate Investigation. And the general lack
of any reasonable eschatology. I took off the back and received
quite a shock. Behind the screen was an empty vault. And a picture
of Sigmund Freud. Being circumcised. Then my radio began. To act
suspiciously. It kept turning itself on. And giggling. Smelled like
something inside was smoking. I threw it into the sink. And turned
on the water. Out of the faucet came a late model ford. In rust. I
called the cops & reported rampaging chaos. An epidemic of
boredom. Everything was going down the drain.

 

Monica. She'd gone to New York. With her husband. It was an
attempt at reconciliation. One last effort at patching up their
marriage. Her parents were paying for the trip. She promised me.
That she had no desire. To rebuild bridges. With her husband. But
she'd always wanted to climb. The Statue of Liberty.

 

I had to get away. There were bugs in my joints. I stuck my foot
out into the street. The streets in Toronto are in constant flux.
You cannot step into the same street. Twice. The commissioner's
brother-in-law owns a construction firm. The street was tepid. So I
waded down Church Street. Delighting in my uselessness.

 

I always recommend a walk. It bleeds the spirit. Relieves
tension. Especially when the telephone company curses you with.
Loneliness. I am not advocating. Exercise. Late uncle Elton used to
say, 'If you want to become immortal, take a lesson from the rocks.
Don't move.' I am referring to restlessness. A walk is a
pilgrimage. Without a destiny. A crusade. Without a cause. A tale.
Without a dog.

 

And so. I moved. On.

 

I stepped into a cab. And on out the other side. Raced the
street. Haling a comet. Pretended to be going someplace.

 

A hag perched on the 2nd floor turret. 8 light years high.
Yelled. 'You trying to kill yourself. Down there. Come on up here.
Where I can watch. 'ave ;you any idea what sort of rift raft
drive ambulances these days?

 

A man dressed up as a galley slave. Stepped out of telephone
booth. The receiver wrapped around his wrist. 'Avez-vous un dime,
monsieur?' I opened my purse. Then I recognized this guy as a
prominent civil servant. 'I know you man.' I said. 'You've been
around so long, I thought you were a monument. Are all those
rumours true? In order to forget your wife's confessions you hired
an avalanche to bury your head. So you wouldn't have to care.'

 

'Don't every marry for sex.' He growled and bared his fangs.
'Swallow your pride, and pay for it.”

 

I took out a polaroid picture of Monica in the nude. She had a
very bad sunburn. You could see where the bathing suit had been. It
looked like she was still dressed. I tried to peel the plastic
off.

 

I passed the Gardens and turned right on Gerard. A Spanish girl
was nursing some plants. My eyes slid to one side as she undid her
blouse. Some of the flowers were coughing. A maze was rolling a
joint. I asked her what was happening. She replied. 'We're
closed.'

 

A poet friend of mine was waiting on the corner. He was dressed
up as an astronaut. His helmet looked like a fish bowl. It was
filling up with tears. Which must have been a god sent for the gold
fish inside.

 

'Hey man,' I said, 'you should quit crying. You know you can't
swim.' He shook his head, took out a piece of paper and wrote:
someone has stolen my angst. And I don't have insurance.

 

The sun was sleeping on Yonge Street. The asphalt as getting
sticky. There were flies stuck all over the road. The carnage was
rampant. A German Shepherd had melted on the centre white line.
Harry, an old wino, was standing in front of a bank selling
admission tickets. A bag lady was being swallowed by a garbage
truck. Three nuns were mugging a hare krishna. I slid along the hem
of the shadows. And slipped into a tavern.

 

Asked the bartender  for a belt of whiskey. To hold up my
spirits. A girl. Introduced herself as Christine. Stepped up beside
me. Tattoo on her arm. I love my Toyota. She put her arm around my
neck and squeezed. 'Is life getting you down honey? Are you ready
to rip off some darkness. And take a dive. Well, what about me? Sit
here every day wiggling my ass. Pretending that every john is
Prince Charming.'

 

Broke lose. And apologized for my poverty. I ain't  here on
business. I'm just here for the fun. Then the bartender gave me a
shot to the head. Introduced to the floor. As I gathered my senses
the bartender handed in his resignation. Rushed out the the door
screaming. 'I'm going to join  a seminary of assassins. Hijack
an army. We'll circumcise the tanks. Blow up the world with
grace.'

 

Back in the street. A kid scrounging his last dime. Asked for a
buck. 'You might think I'm a bum, sir,' he mumbled. 'But I like to
think of myself as self-employed.'

 

On the corner another kid was doing a shuffle and playing a
guitar. I overheard him saying to a girl who was modelling her
virginity. 'I've never been so happy. Man, I'm part of the scene.
Like the car horns. And the streetcar shrieks. Like the ambulance
sirens. And the cop whistles. I was put here to feed the fire.'

 

Met an old school buddy. Working the toll booth. On a fire
escape. Until he got pregnant. With beer. He had been the lead
singer of a rock'n'roll band. Opening his wallet he showed me pics
of his kids. 'They are handsome. Take after their mother. The boy
works as a dictaphone at Queen's Park. The girl is married to an
Irishman. Who after every meal pissed in the sink. Never see them.
Wish they would write. I spend my time thinking how I would reply.'
He rolled a cigarette, lit it, and continued. 'Remember the60s?
Weren't we something back then? Now the kids, seem so… . I don't
know.'

'Young,' I replied.

 

Deep in a pocket of shade I spotted Ray. He was handing out free
joints. To all the kids.

'How you going to make any money, giving the dope away?' I
asked.

'I only give joints to the leaders,' he responded.

 

Travelling in a straight line, I finally returned to the scene
of my beginnings. I was thin as a rake. I now recommend the law of
relativity. For every diet. Before I climbed through my car window
and back into my room, a cop grabbed me. And began to sweep the
street. I begged for help. The cop apologized.  'Things around
here were in ruins. & with your head of hair, I quite naturally
thought that you were a broom.'

 

Bandaged. I was brought before a panel of doctors. Accused of
abusing the public health programme. Through self-inflicted bad
luck. I was sentenced to life on Three Mile Island. Where I am
being forced to breath deeply. And clean up the air.

 

Is there a moral to my ill fortune? Perhaps it is this. Starve
chaos. Feed boredom. And don't go looking for trouble. It'll find
you.

 

Andre Breton's Half Brother

 

I am a ghost. Searching for a ghost. Thoughts are memories. If
you look into the rear view mirror. You'd better see yourself. Time
waltzes. America's essential puritanical naivitee has been ripped
open. Thrown down the steps. Into morning.

 

A strong foul smelling yellow gas. Has escaped. Seeping into
everything that has a hole. I hear 'little boots' running through
the mob.

 

Fingers bandanged. Pieces of my nails stuck in the wood. The
doctor doubled over. When I was born. The womb laughed. They had
trouble getting my horns out. Had to pull me by my cloven hoves. As
a kid I remember strumming a 12 string chain mail fence. And at 13
a premature ejaculation. Venus laying next to me. Asking me to be
gentle. Every mother on every corner. Asking the same of each of
their daughters. I ran down a hillside. In the middle of an
avalanche. Of Buster Keatons.

 

I am the representative from madness. And Andre Breton. How long
will the laws of reality bind us. I am a satyr. Put down on this
planet. To satiate my cravings. If you want to find the truth. Turn
off your television. Tape shut your windows. And doors and burn
your calendars. Listen with your lungs. I am death. And I have an
appetite. For bigots. And poets. And elevators filled with
shutters.

 

Climbing Susan Musgrave/ Reading the
Rockies

 

Leaving T.O. Train shivering between the rails. Wheels and rails
grinding their teeth. IMPSTONE. A book of poems keeps tapping on my
eyelids. Like rain on a tin roof. A commercial from Eden in Morse
Code. Clattering of train. Percolates. Miles through my spine. The
photo of Susan Musgrave on the cover of IMPSTONE is not.
Flattering. I know this is madness. Crossing a continent to meet a
woman I don't know. Hoping she'll introduce me. To the poet. Inside
her.

 

When S. Musgrave is not writing. She is laughing. Playing
charades. With the trees. I have it from a reliable source. I spend
my spare time. Salting my popcorn. With sleep. Watching wrestling
reruns. I want to know if there is anything sweeter than Sweet Dady
Siki.

 

A mind. Wanders. Around the room. Out the door. Down the
corridor. Into the bar car. Where it picks up the wandering
thoughts. An Australian girl. Named Christine. Whose parents are
divorcing. Breasts like apples. God, I want to shake her tree.

 

5 modes of human beings. Maybe 6. We all fit into one of these
molds. I'm in a group with an undertaker. Named Wilt. And an
actress. Named Holly. And a mechanic. Named Hank. Formerly
Hazel.

 

I put IMPSTONE. To my ear. Words chattering inside. Christine
laughs. There is a garden. I explain. Where everyone makes free
love. I show the picture of S. Musgrave to Christine. She says
she's pretty.

 

We pass over Dundalk. Its flat. Huge sign. Highest point in
Ontario. Christine laughs. Typically Canadian. To brag about an
under-achiever.

 

In a small ontario town called Capreol. The train from Montreal.
The train from Toronto. Are wed. A French couple dance down. The
shaking corridor. Bouncing off the walls. She has her eyes. On his.
He has a hand. On her ass. Christine giggles. Departed. For my
cabin. Alone.

 

David McFadden stood by the tracks. On the Manitoba border.
Wearing a miner's hat. Taking notes. Waving the train down. His
wife joam was laying on a blanket. In the tall grass. With a bottel
of wine. And naked. A raccoon had chased McFadden's Volkswagon up a
tree.

 

The sun sinks in my eyes. Smeared on some Coppertone. I opened
IMPSTONE. An old man screamed out. BITCH!

 

Sleep. Dream about wheels. 80 MPH. Train has no choice where it
goes. My thoughts are uncontrollable. This poem is the track layed
down after the train has passed.

 

Winnipeg. Stepped off the train. Short stop. Short walk. Dogs
and cats are attacking. Car wheels. Buses eating children. All the
natives are sleeping. In the culverts. Rising. Like zombies. Asking
me to stand. Inside their shoes. I ran back to the station. Applied
for membership. In the CNIB.

 

Telephone poles. Fence posts. Trees. Racing past. The window.
Relativity. Is there a speed and direction that one can achieve.
And remain perfectly still.

 

Saskatchewan. 3 crows. Sitting on the body. Of a young child.
One of the crows was tugging on an eye. The woman beside me. At
breakfast. Said the body was a faun.

 

Fences. Small black birds. Towns. Long white fences. Trees.
Clusters of small round mouths. Throwing their voices. Imitating
the wind. Barns. Piles of grain. Southern mansions. Straw men.
Reciting T. S. Eliot.

 

Fences. Along the tracks. To keep the animals off the tracks. Or
to keep the trains out of the fields. While I was asleep the train
repeated a certain length of track several times.

 

I feel like I've been corrupted by failure.

 

Opened IMPSTONE to peak inside S. Musgrave's head. Words were
drawn. Images boarded up. Some dude in red satin pyjamas was
auctioning off her vision.

 

Rocks do not have heart disease. Paths don't get varicose veins.
Ms. Musgrave should live in the city. Start counting on her
fingers. With her teeth. She should get out of. Those sleazy
forests. Why not try some lush decorative alleys. Where the logs
lay unconscious. And crawl away in the morning. Place herself. In
the long narrow bars. Where the women are topless. And the men keep
their hands in baskets. Try the elegance of draughty hotel rooms.
Emptiness keeps your eyes alert. Listen to the sweet music leaking.
Through your ears.

 

An old gentleman. A double amputee. Rolled his wheelchair into
the dining car. He asked the buxom waitress. If he could have a
doggy bag. To carry his legs around in.

 

Edmonton. Tried to get off. Met by a mob. Dressed up as Eskimos.
Holding signs. EASTENERS SHOULD STAY COOL. HANDS OFF OUR OIL.

 

S. Musgrave and John Denver. At a malt shop. She ordered a
shake. With wild strawberries. Denver's was filled with gasoline.
She lit up a cigarette. Smiled. And blew smoke in his face.

 

I opened IMPSTONE. Tears fell out. The page shattered on the
floor. Small children ran across her words. And cut their feet.

 

I dream of acres of asphalt. Flowers pushing their heads up.
Through the tar. Like old buried streetcar tracks.

 

Every poet has 2 or 3 simple thoughts. The rest is an anthology
of events created to heighten tension and keep them laughing.
Yesterday I read Martin Borman. An old man. Leaning on a cane.
Shaking. A young girl helped him across the street. She looked like
Margaret Trudeau. She wore a button. On her sleeve. It read: YOU'RE
JUST JEALOUS.

 

The Rockies tip toed behind the sleeping foot hills. And jumped
at us. SURPRISE! An apple passed from my hand to my stomach.
Whole.

 

From a distance the Rockies look like clouds. When we got closer
I noticed there were huge black chains. To keep them fastened to
the ground.

 

I opened up IMPSTONE. The words gathered together. And put on
white party hats. And danced under the sun like mountains.

 

Woke up. Vancouver. Stepped off the train. Into the lost
graveyard. Of flower children. The final alternative to suicide.
But where was my poet. Ess. A poet does not try to get at the
truth. He tries to get out of it.

 

I stared at the mountains. On one side. The sea. In between is
Vancouver. Curled up on the beach with  its head sunk in the
Pacific. And on the shore. Naked. The beautiful tanned poet. Her
hands gesturing. To the sea. The mountains. The sky. Susan Musgrave
giving directions. 

 

End of the Celebration

 

Long ago. In a passed life. Before the flood. Of Ivory soap
commercials. When Jack Benny was still doing guest spots. When the
cement was being mixed. And the bricks laid. The Berlin Wall.
Before the Beatles. And the micro chiip. When the Russians sent a 2
headed dog around the planet. To mark its territory. I was promised
happiness.

 

I found this promise. On the back of a soggy box of Kellogg's
Corn Flakes. My father explained happiness. As he dipped his
Marguerite cigar. In the yellow. Yoke. Twins. Happiness and
Paradise. And a numbered Swiss bank account. Established by an
Irish Poet. Who later died of alcoholism. I remembered that
promise. Made so long ago. When I met Monica. I had found
happiness. No one mentioned anything about it being temporary.

 

Like a Buick through the Lincoln Tunnel. Thoughts passed through
my head. We sat in the Hayloft. A fancy French restaurant. It was
my birthday. The waiters gathered in front of our table and began
singing 'Happy Birthday'. In French. It was the speciality of the
house. I could feel it. There was something. Ominous in the
air.

 

I whispered to the soup. Monica asked if it was too hot. I
pointed out that I was putting the question. Does love ever win
out? Like the Christians in the coliseum. Yawning into the mouths
of the lions. Gestures are a buffer against pain. She was leaving.
Melancholy. Happiness's fare.

 

Monica said. Michael, lets admit defeat. Neither one of us has
to take the blame. Let's put it down to fate. Or human nature. Or
the invasion of the Visogoths. But for God's sake lets not
squabble. Over the guilt. I can't take that anymore.

 

This much pain. I wondered what kind of impression Hannibal
would have made if he'd come over the Alps in Japanese skidoos? And
I asked myself. Why do you keep throwing barricades up? Against her
voice. There was blood on her vowels. My head was spinning.
Insights. Memories. Recipes. Phone numbers. Accusations.
Recrimination. The wreckage of an affair. Was it the truth that I
couldn't stand to hear? What was the reason? Breakup? Why? I was a
coward. Scurrying back into the hole of my own thoughts. Contain
the damage. Don't get hurt. Let's move on.

 

Monica said that my love was too much too soon. She was still
recovering from being married. “B” movie dialogue. Why is it that
critics criticize the dialogue in soap operas? They are just as
corny as real life.  Art would never talk like this. And
that's what this breakup was. A soap opera. Organized cliches. A
ritual. A sacrament of open heart surgery. Lets pull that thing out
and throw it up in the air. Like it was a kid. Why don't we send
out notices of our separation? Invite people to some hall. And not
show up. Post them on post office walls. Corkboards.
Laundromats.

 

How many times had she rehearsed? This speech. Was this her
opening night? Or just one performance in a long standing run of
engagements. Nothing she said was original. This performance was
like the sheet they pull over the corpse. Nothing was alive except
my sense of loss.

 

I cleared my throat. And read my lines. 'No room in your life
for me. I'll rent a truck. Move us into a larger universe. If your
heart is not big enough. Let my in and I'll blow it up.' I was
detached. Watching my performance from the curb. Like a waiter
standing at the table. Waiting for his tip.

 

Recalled a conversation with Ray. About all the pain. We go
through. Disillusionment. Despair. Cheer up, Ray said. All natural.
I didn't like the natural. Even God wasn't that enamoured with the
natural. All those miracles. Sacrificing his Son. He loved us more
than His own kid.

 

Inside my thoughts, I noticed that Monica was staring at me.
Outside the telephone booth. Of my head. Her lips. Moving. I
couldn't hear any words.

 

None of her friends liked me. Didn't trust my laugh. There was
something twisted. About my smile. I wasn't responsible for busting
up Monica's marriage. The way their eyes were pointed at me. You
would have thought. That Monica was the Alamo.

 

Was Ray right? He had warned me. Don't fall in love. She takes
an almost biological reaction to being needed.

 

I had lost my appetite. Held Monica's fingers to my lips.
Wouldn't have swallowed them. Something stuck in my throat. I hoped
it wasn't one of her rings. She took my hands in hers. Wept into
her salad. I said. I think its already been dressed.

 

I had a vision of judgement day. All were judged by our
pets.

 

In the phone booth. Of my head. A voice cried out. Begging my
thoughts to cease wandering. To listen to Monica. To show some
respect for the dead.

 

Monica apologized for wrecking my life. I almost laughed. I bit
down on my lip. Cracked a tooth. The second that day. At this rate
by the time we get to the dessert my face with be as pale as the
kitchen sink. And my mouth will look like the drain.

 

Happiness. The promise. I should have asked for something else.
Maybe an Edsel. Or a trip to Australia. Stocks in nuclear fission.
A long weekend in the U.S.S.R.

 

Her words washed over me. My lust sizzled. And smoked. My body
felt cheated. It wanted her again. I was in its way. She slid the
remains of a trout down her throat. Something splashed in her
heart. Why couldn't that have been me.

 

I began to sweat. Motion sickness. It was like sitting in a
train station. Between trains. One the train moves. Or is it my
train. Then the train on the other side moves. I cannot connect the
compass in my head. I cannot connect my thoughts with my emotions.
My stomach begins to trampoline. Loosened my shirt collar. I sat
and waited. Hoping everything would find its proper place.

 

Monica rang the tears from her eyes. Saw her grind her teeth.
She was angry. Her hand reached for a knife. But picked up a spoon.
I laughed. “Michael, you're not listening to me.”

 

The waiters gathered around our table. Arm and arm. Like a
chorus. They began to sing the Pepto Bismal jingle. “Plop. Plop.
Plop. Fizz. Fizz. Oh what a relief it is.” I turned to smile at
Monica. She was gone. I picked up the bill. The chorus of waiters
continued to sing. “Its not a fare world. When you get acid
indigestion. As well as lose your girl.”

 

Lower Than The Angels

 

Sitting in the Chez Moi. With Michael. Drinking. Beer. Watching
the race results. On the TV. I had a bet that the blacks would win.
Then the cops with horses and water canons attacked the crowd. Poor
losers, I cursed.

 

Michael sat quietly. Writing his verses about Monica. Getting in
pretty deep. I warned. One way or another. She's going to hang you
up by the balls. Michael looked up. Grinned. Maybe I'll like
it.

 

Tell me Ray. Michael said. Is there anything you believe in?

I looked at Michael. Downed a beer. Belched. When I was a kid my
folks used to drag me to church. Every Sunday. I looked around at
all the people. Decided then and there. If these dullards were
God's chosen people, I could do better.

 

Blatter bloated. I sailed into the men's room. Began. Delivering
my daily address into the ear of the john. Raising my eyes. I
noticed a sasquatch. Pissing beside me. And like old friends. We
fell into each other's conversation.

 

He began: I find myself. Dreaming days away. Like a gambler with
eternity up his sleeve. I am constantly collapsing through
weekends. Loose change of time. Beneath s woman's spider skirts.
Woven with silver blue hairs. Small indigenous swellings. And
silence. And then he added. I thought it was truth I was seeking.
But all along it was salvation.

 

Then it was my turn: I dream I am St. Paul. Waking up to find.
My arms have fallen into my pockets. And my eyes have crawled back
into my ears. History spits me out. Wipes its mouth with its shirt
sleeves. Like a kid with a runaway nose. Thrown into the street. I
am forced once more. To wiggle back  up out of the primordial
froth onto the beach. Evolve once more. On the burning sands.
Beneath a gloating sun. Like a neon sign in Las Vegas. Suffering
from hot flashes. And all along that beach. Holiday makers are
stretched out. Bloated. Burned. And turning into ashes. But all is
not lost. At least their souls are tanned.

 

I shook the last few tears loose. From the golden rule. Returned
to our table. Michael had left. Sat down and ordered another beer.
On TV they were showing a road runner cartoon. The coyotte was in
the process of being buried. By a boulder. And the words UPON THIS
ROCK BUILD MY CHURCH came to mind. Then I noticed that Michael has
written a note. In some salt spilt on the table. DON'T LOOK TOO
DEEPLY INTO THE EYES. WHERE YOU HAVE BURIED YOURSELF.

 

Matinee

 

Theatre floors. Sticky. Popcorn like burrs. Bull frog in the
corner. Belched. Lovers in the back row. Crunching on crackers and
marmalade. Red exit sign stared into the darkened room. Unblinking.
Like it was keeping its own counsel. My heart was in the coke
holder.

 

On the screen a man was pleading. For his Mexican life. Weeping.
Before the dark gringo. Clint Eastwood turned to the audience. He
wasn't smiling. Eyes smoking. Finger twitched. There was a gasp
from the audience.

 

The seat beside me was gutted. A spring dangling. Out of the
belly. Of Monica's nightmare. I remember her staring down at her
purse. On the floor. Bleeding.

 

Monica had an abortion. Clint grinned. Bit off the end of a
cigar. 'Everything was too complicated,' she said. 'How was I going
to explain a baby to my husband?' I felt cheated. 'If you knew,
what difference would it have made? Look around you. Life is
despised.' A gun shot. Clint relit his cigar. The audience
laughed.

 

Twelve feet tall. Wearing a white gown. Covered in dust. Passing
sentence on everyone he met. Clint loved to feed his gun.

 

Exit. Outside. Sunlight was roaming the street in gangs.
Everyone wore shades. Even the truth. Slipping down Yonge Street.
Passed the panhandlers, the No Parking signs, the Hare Krishna from
Buffalo. Stepped into a bar. A waitress served fries. And beer. A
blonde on a platform. In a slinky dress that shimmered. Singing a
Billie Holiday tune. Forbidden fruit. A stripper stood on another
platform. Scar on her belly. A baby or an appendix. I ordered a
beer.

 

Monica said that there were 2 other girls. At the clinic.
Waiting alone with her. One was scared to death. The other chewed
gum. And spit out her teeth. A doctor passing by. Dropped a bag of
blood. It ran in little fingers across the floor. The doctor
ordered the stripper to pick it up. I kept looking at the singer.
Thinking. I could change her heart.

 

The waitress brought over my beer. I gave her a bill. Of some
kind. And waved off the change. She made small talk. Single
syllable words that sounded like silence. 'Honey,' she said. 'You
look like shit.' I smiled and told her I'd been involved in some
medical experiments. She nodded to the bartender. Took a seat. Said
that she needed a break. Her feet were killing her. Lit up a
cigarette. Blew a smoke ring. And I saw an angel. Being buried in a
cloud.

 

Medusa

 

Out of the city. 500 cc's. Funneled madness. Tortured grin on my
face. A Japanese chariot. Breaking wind.

 

No fixed mailing address. No income tax forms. No telephone. A
free spirit. Sliding through life. Bruised bones. Cheeks. Insects
pasted like stamps on my grin. Heading for Sudbury where
civilization falls off the edge. Of the world. Into wilderness.

 

Only Medusa could challenge her hold on me. God I detest
arrogance. In female form. Its always based on a true assessment of
the facts.  A river of wind. In my pipes. Motorcyle
Nightmares. Girls with thighs like vices. Behind.

 

Day was white with silver linings. Hoped it wouldn't rain.
Transport trucks rushing their destinations. To places no one
knows. Sucking me up in their draft. The sound of her bare feet.
Sticking to the hardwood floor. Dust settling. Around the slippers
she'd forgotten. In my room. Silence piling up against my bedroom
door. Had to freeze her image. In my memory. So that I could
defrost it later. When I had a yen for something Ukrainian.

 

A farmer in a field. Like a stamp in the corner of an
envelope.

 

Highway black. Heart of diamonds. Traffic slow. A crowd of grey
women. Filling church pews. Flirted with the oncoming traffic.
Passing car after car. Thought about death. And being buried under
a Volvo.

 

Cop car. On side of road. Radar.

 

We're gauges the gods measure time by.

 

Lake Simcoe. Dead fish. Floating. Exhausted. Out of breath.
Scooped up by fishermen. On dinner plates. Poison on the menus. Of
the best restaurants.

 

Hitchhiker. He climbed on back. You can't talk on a motorcycle.
We communicated by banging our helmets. He said he was getting a
headache.

 

Coffee and doughnut. Orillia. Syd Eats. Blond waitress.
Handlebars. For big hands. 'where are you going?' Told her I was
headed up to the French River. Dusted off my doughnut for me. Said
she envied people. Who could just take off. Sighed. 'Seems like all
I do is meet people passing through.'

 

Hwy. 12. Cracks and pot holes. Cattle in a field. One turned its
head toward me. Suggestively. And winked.

 

Waubaushene. Turned north on 59. recalled the trip monica and I
made. To Georgian Bay. Secluded beach. Both went skinny dipping. I
can't swim. Monica resuscitated me. Her legs wrapped around my
waist. I burned like bacon. Except my cock. Which stayed in the
shade.

 

The dead aren't conscious of time. They're too busy trying to
get comfortable.

 

Parry Sound. 8 o'clock. Place was dead. Outside the town a large
crowd of people were gathered in a field. Night baseball. As I
passed the parking lot I thought I spotted Howard Cossell. Bent
over an old pick-up. Si-phoning gas.

 

Sunlight fainted. Night was a river. A chopper. Appeared beside
me. A dude dressed up as a bear. Said his named was Franklin.
Looking for the north-west passage. I told him he should have
turned west on Highway 7. He shook his head. Sadly. Said maybe he'd
turn back. And go see his mom.

 

Ray had said. 'Monica is afraid of you.' I couldn't get that
thought out of my head.

 

Each side  of the highway darkness. Like thighs. The moon.
A rose at the end of the road.  Light like snakes. Crawling up
the sky. My hand squeezed the throttle. Shoved the bike into
overdrive. Back bent. My arms felt like wings. As I turned into
stone.

 

Notes From a Landmine

 

Some time in the future. In the next 5 minutes. Creatures from a
distant planet (L.A.) will pay us a visit. They'll park in a NO
PARKING zone. Perhaps they know someone at city hall. They'll be
responding to a distress call. NOT TONIGHT DEAR. I'VE GOT A
HEADACHE.

 

When they land there won't be a sign of life. It'll be after
7:00 and everyone will have fled to the suburbs. Or else will be in
the kitchen eating a snack. They'll grab a VW. Beat it up. Try to
get some information. Out of it. Only to discover that the BUG only
speaks German.

 

They'll visit deserted expressways. Which they'll treat with
great respect. As one does to all holy places. There'll be
corridors of empty buildings. Broken glass. Overturned garbage
cans. Some form of husbandry. Will be their conclusion.

 

The drive-ins will be half empty. They'll be playing a festival
of robt. Stack films. Pink bottoms will bounce up and down on back
seat springs. A concussion of squeaks and moans. Modern jazz will
be there conclusion.

 

Elevators will run up & down the marrow. Of vacant office
towers. Out of control. A red headed kid in uniform will take bets.
On how they'll finish. Parking meters will read VIOLATION. There'll
be a

commission set up. To investigate. Its findings will
include.

 

Lunches should last from ten thirty to three. Longer if food is
served. All pedestrians should be compelled. To wear crash helmets.
Air bags. Parachutes. And a year's supply of prophylactics. And a
warning should be placed. On all packages of cigarettes. LOVE DOES
NOT CURE ALL.

 

There will be colleges full of crumbling merchandise. So that by
the time you have enough degrees. Some kid will call you. Grandpa.
And sell you to a Rest Home. At a handsome profit.

 

Chesterfields will begin to sag and rot. Still gripping a
guarantee. That will have a life span. Of several million light
years. Sewers will be breathing. A hot black smoke. Whistling
through some manhole covers of old Lawrence Welk favourites.

 

It will be instantly recognized by the cosmic travellers. That
the sewers cannot carry a tune. Finally the visitors will depart.
Resport will be read in part. 'everything seems quite normal.'

 

Suicide

 

i was sitting on a park bench trying to learn how not to speak
when a guy, with a suit to match the sky's, sat down beside me and
asked what i was doing. i said i was writing my epitaph, 'BORN
1948. NOT DEAD YET, BUT TRYING.' he laughed, slapped my knee and
began to weep. someone was stealing his wife at lunch and he
couldn't catch any sleep. he asked for a match, poured lighter
fluid over himself and lit his head (the flames matched the colour
of his hair) and screamed "hurry please - make a wish and call the
press. i think i'm ready for my interview." i tried to ignore him
but was prevented from doing so by a cop who reminded me several
times (the cop stuttered) that barbecues were not allowed in a
public park. he would let me off with a warning if i took over the
custody of this girl who had LUCY carved in her forehead & was
now pulling up her dress and going down on the flames. just then
lucy's boyfriend appeared on the scene. he was one of the original
founders of chaos. he rolled up his sleeves and began to make
tracks across my face mumbling to himself. "don't mess with my
woman. it ain't good for your complexion." then the two of them
left after asking if there was anything else i might need. there
didn't seem to be much else to do so i just layed on the grass,
watching the clouds, and trying to bleed.

 

The Boyfriend

 

Ray introduced me to Monica's boyfriend. I don't know why. Or
maybe. Ray just likes to see me squirm. Ray has a history of
sadism. Loves to see people feeling alive. 'So, you're the poet.' I
smiled. He pulled on his tie. One of those western ties. That look
like shoe laces. Like his head was a foot. Maybe I should step
upon. Said his name was Michael. He who is like God, he said. I
took an instant liking to him.

 

3 of us. Walked over to the Zanzibar. Ray filled the table with
beer. Room was dark. Band was loud. Air was packed with voices. No
place to be sober. Band called 'Heat of the Night'. Lead singer was
a girl with buck teeth who kept swallowing the mike. Ray said she
could deep throat. A boa. Band was very big in Whitby. All being
former inmates of the insane factory.

 

We listened. Ray lectured. The techniques and the romance of
smuggling dope. 'You've got to get off on the fear. To get through
that life.' I kept staring at a Chinese girl. At the next table.
With a see-through blouse. I asked her to dance. She said she
didn't speak English.

 

Ray told Michael how he and I cruised the bars. Looking for
virgins. X-nuns. Kindergarten teachers. From out town. Points were
scored. By the level of difficulty. Ray scored a perfect 10 one
evening when he ended up in the sack with two dikes. Points were
deducted the next week when he discovered they'd given him a
dose.

 

Michael smiled. Politely. Didn't seem impressed. Scorn between
his eyes.

 

Band began to play Stone's. Satisfaction. My feet couldn't help
but move. Michael asked me to dance. As a joke I accepted. We both
laughed and climbed onto the dance floor. We both did our separate
impressions of Jagger. Song changed. The Tennessee Waltz. Michael
put his hand on my side and his head on my shoulder. 'This'll
really blow their minds.' He said. He was blowing mine. I could
feel  his breasts. Only slightly smaller than Monica's. I felt
the head from his pockets. The breath from the lips. That had set
Monica on fire. I broke loose. Returned to the table. Michael
stayed on the floor. Looking like Oliver Twist.

 

Ray kept filling the table. After last call Michael invited us
back to his apartment. For a drink. On the way. Ray met an old
drunk. Harry. And disappeared. Michael and I. Alone. Michael told
me he'd been writing a book of poems. About Monica. They were
photographs of the same face. Except in each frame the colour of
the eyes had changed.

 

Michael forgot his keys. We had to crawl through a basement
window. Room was dark. Except for the altar of candles Michael
began to light. There were pictures. Of naked women hanging upside
down. There was a mattress on the floor. You could still see the
imprint of bodies on it. On the floor was a jar filled with what
looked like sugar cubes. Beside it was a clock radio with the wrong
time.

 

Michael grabbed my hand. With a baseball glove. That he'd once
hoped would deliver him into the major leagues. He put on a Bing
Crosby record. He danced around. This is too bizarre. This guy is
banging my wife. Michael looked at me. There were tears in his
eyes. 'What's wrong?' Michael looked down at the ground. Like some
kind of cheap dramatic trick. 'She says she doesn't know how to
love. That when she's being fucked is the only time she's sure she
exists.'

 

Diary of a White Virgin

 

Through the cracks in the wall. I can hear. The small talk
rambling on in the hall. Shelley looked so frightful. When her
bronze boy lover left. He left slamming the door. But the house was
mute and deaf. I was smoking a cigarette. That put me on a wing.
Torn curtains drool upon the streetlight. Shadows. An old dropping
oak. Bent over so hollow like an old man begging. For care. And
then forgetting why he's there.

 

I tried to sketch your portrait but you stole my rock.

 

A roman circus passes my way. Eight days after Friday.
Candlelight. Unknown voices. Soar to flame as   I go
dreaming.Down the street. Smoking. Drinking. Sucking the grass. Is
smoke. Upon the factory's heat. All the walls flee. You're not
impressed by their rout.

 

Breeze caresses the flame. Rubber. Careened off the streeet.
Black shivering beds. Sighing. With the roll and scortch. Magic
dawn flushes. The fury of the night stalls.

 

Laces on my boots. Cry. That it's someone to pray to. Toothless
sun laughing. At me. One eye'd night winking. At me. Walls are
closing. Floor rising. I want to go up and touch your face. Dust
drained from his skull. The caution signs are blind. Perfume
swallows the air. Silence bleeds.

 

TIMBRE yells the vet. Before he mends the old hookers. Falling
crotch. Lovers separate. And crawl into marble rabbit holes.

 

I saw the hardwood melt. Down upon your face. Against a bus
stop. He leans. With his guns in his eyes.

 

Kissed a girl. Who didn't want to be touched. Manufacture some
hate. Aren't you getting kind of stout?

 

Don't you realize yourself. Conceited egg. Tonight I met Jesus.
With a bottle of zing in his hand. A lonely elephant asked me today
if I was a mirror. Of discontent.

 

We should all wear pink. & be forced to carry around
portable sinks. Drenching darkness. Empress. Coca Cola clown. Onion
blood baby blow me. Let me follow it down. I have sat inside my
room. Placed my fingers in your wounds. Touched things smoother
than moonlight. Seen you hide from the cruel dancers.

 

A spider weaves suicide. Across the moon. To hide the memory of
a king. Who hung himself. One afternoon. One sticky afternoon in
the seaweed. Beneath big blackman's beach.

 

Spring lingers on sleeping under the snow.

 

Moses kissed all the virgins with rain. Gave them passports. Put
them on cattle trains. One must please the customer.

 

DANCE LITTLE LADY. DANCE UNTIL YOUR FEET ARE THE FLOOR. DANCE
UNTIL YOU CAN'T DANCE ANYMORE. DANCE LITTLE LADY. DANCE FOR US ALL.
THERE'S NO TIME TO BE LEFT AT EASE. DANCE LITTLE LADY. DANCE WOULD
YOU PLEASE.

 

My pride stood before me. In yellow. She was scawny. Naked.
& sour. A tinge of resentment on her breath. Get outta here. I
mean would pleases the room. I wonna thing about the love you gave
me. But i don't want to think about you.

 

Joann. I can hear my daddy's poetry. Building standing naked.
& faceless. Sounds of groaneding uncles . & their
voices.

 

Legs are tied to my umbrella. I met a child in the back of the
back room. She came wearing a badge. I lifted her latch. Burnt her
on my minute steak.

 

I announced i was running. For God. & everybody gathered
around. To ask why. Don't get too close .I couldn't handle an
overdose.

 

Close your eyes. You'll never go blind. Watch the seagulls fly
in their cage. Broken beer bottles. In the grass waiting a victim.
Lonely wrapped trapped in her canyon. A wooden waste back. Full of
crawling hands. A crowd of a thousand breathing. A skinned woman.
Desk and silver spoons. Choking. Her visions of you have kept her.
Up through the night. She weeps like a tyrant…

 

through the cracks in the wall. I can hear the rambling on. Of
small talk in the hall. Look at Michael trying…

 

My grudges she warms like white coals. I'm losing the beat.

 

What about the year of 56. When men breathed fire. And men threw
sticks.

 

The End of Romance

 

Laughter in crowds. The functioning of glasses. A rock group
called PARADISE. Throb. Throb. Throb. The instruments of flesh.
Teeth rattling piano keys. Music pumped out of house plants. A
Party. Internal bleeding. I held my hand to my ear and listened to
the sea.

 

Ray turned to me. 'She was the kind of chick who made you feel
personally responsible for the existence of boredom.'

 

Ray is an orphan. From Greenland. Abandoned on an ice flow.
Moses of the Inuit. Ray says some day he will return to the North
and part the polar cap.

 

Ray loved to plunder. The dresses of beauty. And rape. The
vaults of women's bank accounts. Ray has a tattoo. It looks like a
scar. Divides his left eyebrow. He claims women. Are attracted to
men who look battered. Ray winked. A lamb in wolf's clothing.

 

Another rum'n'coke. From the flash he keeps in a drawer below
his heart. I was humming Handel's Messiah. Drinking Gilbey's Gin.
Ray leaned over. 'Have you ever been in love? Felt the blood
burning in your arteries? Your eyes drifting through the day like
leaves in the fall? Not me. I'm wondering if love exists. And it
exists, why? Tell me Michael, what is the end of romance?'

 

Modestly. Lit up a cigarette. Tried to remember. Something
clever. 'My affair with Monica. I suppose that's love. The word
must have been invented for something.' I tucked a smile behind an
ear. And shrugged.

 

Ray laughed. A cloud of rum. Streamed out of his nose. 'Love is
just a front. To launder our desires. To make our terrible longing
palatable. To see cold cream. And life insurance. And a college
educate. Love is an enema. Keeps everything moving.' Ray licked his
fingers. Looked at me from beneath his eyebrows. 'Did you ever see
THE THIRD MAN with Orson Welles?'

 

Ray leaned over. A table. Touched a girl by the hair. His ring
got snagged. Apologized. 'It seems our fates have become snagged.'
The girls was from Michigan. A fluorescent smile. A laugh too loud.
Too many daiquiris. She said her name was Thetis. She was doing
research on the possible nutritional content of seaweed. Then Ray
turned to me. Muttered. 'Do you think she's beautiful enough?'

 

The far side. Of the room. A Chinese girl. An ultramarine
see-through blouse. A mermaid. In a goldfish bowl. I set across the
room. To find the mystical east. Fell into the music. With my
semi-natural rhythm. A fellow with striped pants. His legs like
escalators. Asked if I'd seen the exit. Felt like he'd been lost
for weeks. Tapped a girl on the back. She was talking as she
turned. Wished she had a dime for every man who had turned her. On.
Someone backed into me. I caught a current. Drifted toward the
rubber plants. Monica appeared in my arms.

 

Years ran out of her eyes. Streaked her hair with grey. Don't
grow old without me, I wanted to say. She put her hands in my back
pockets. I placed each one of her ribs between two of mine. We
danced. 'I've got to see you alone.' I whispered in her ear.

 

Outside the parking lot was filled. With cars. All their doors
were open. The moon was yellow. Like a single headlight. The moon
multiplied. In each windshield. The night was soft. I reached out
for Monica. Monica stepped back. 'Someone might be watching.'

 

Put my hands. Under her breasts. Nipples pointing through. Her
silk blouse. I could feel. Her thoughts slapping me. 'You're doing
it again.' I apologized. 'I'll have a talk with my hands. Its the
Algonquin in my blood. I want you back.'

 

I looked into her eyes. Tried to hold her gaze. This time I was
determined. To listen. She bit off my hands. At the wrists. Stuffed
them down the front of her jeans. 'You're addicted to the idea of
love.' I leaned back against a Studebaker. Lit up a cigarette. Felt
like my feelings were being buried. Alive. A cloud passed over the
moon. And then she was on me. Thrashing like a captured bird.
Beating against my head and shoulders.

 

She began. I wish she hadn't. 'You fall apart. Just to make me
feel wanted. Call out my name in your sleep. Just to make sure I'm
in the directory. Want me to pump out your tears. But my right hand
is cramped. Your legendary melancholy is just a trumpet. Your smile
is a drum. Your life is a parade. You're the happiest person I ever
met. You don't need me or anybody else.'

 

Closed my eyes. Concentration. This was like a quarrel between
clouds. While the real world busied itself below. There was a
reality that all of our melodrama chose to ignore.  The
bending of the long grass. The rustling of the silverware. The
dissolving of automobiles in the melting snow. The movement of
eyes. In the head of a pigeon. An abandoned farm house. Moaning
like a loon.  A hole wrapping its arm around. A snake. A coin
passing through the mouth. Of a parking meter. A tape recorder
turning. With nothing to record. This reality functions quite well
without us. Invaded occasionally by those. About to die. By
catastrophes and their survivors. Robinson Crusoes. Weight
watchers. Monks who momentarily forget their prayers. Assassins
reading People. The pope's wet dream. God when he's looking for
company.

 

I mention this reality because. I was using it as a bulwark.
Against Monica's voice. Against her despair. Her resignation. I
wanted to stop her. To scream out NO. No. No. I could feel
something. Black. Gleaming. Coiling and twisting. Around my heart.
I wanted to tell Monica about  our moments of beauty.
Smuggling innocence into each other. Touching each other's private.
Thoughts. I could not hold on.

 

I looked up. Monica glared at me. 'You're just like them. You
think there is some new found land to be found. Between the thighs
of each new woman. The end of romance for you is a tramp moving on.
I want something more permanent.'

 

My eyes grazed the ground. A bus ticket. A candy wrapper. An
apple core. When I looked up Monica was gone.

 

Cold. In the distance a siren. I walked across the parking lot.
Toward the bar. On the way I found Ray. Sitting in a Dodge Desoto.
With the back door open. He looked at me with glassy eyes. Stoned.
Ray lit up a joint. Handed it to me.

 

Ray began.

 

'I brought that chick from Michigan out here. She gave me half a
tab. She was carrying in her purse. She called it Aspirin. Big
joke. Said it was a sex drug. After I undid her blouse. Lifted her
dress. I plugged in. At first… same old, same old. Then she changed
into Marilyn Monroe. I crawled inside her. In a hospital. She was
pregnant with me. Marilyn Monroe was having a child. Me. I could
smell the iodine. And fresh paint. I could hear the air
conditioners. Sucking off the air. Someone screamed. Marilyn Monroe
was having an abortion. Air sucked up through a tube and along a
black hose. And then. I was the hose. Alive. Turning and twisting.
A house. Burning. Being swallowed by a television camera. A
television burning. In a million living rooms. Sending its message
into a million brains. Dissolving into death. The end of
romance.'

 

'And when I slipped back into consciousness. I was by myself. In
the back seat of this Desoto. My cock in my hand. And when I looked
around. I saw you. Standing in the middle of the parking lot.
Arguing. With someone. Except you were alone.'

 

The Hooker

 

The midnight moon. Creamy yellow. Tree branches softly stroked
her belly. Swallows zigged zagged. Across the night. A cat cried.
Its pleading song. Thought muddlied. As i pushed the door of the
Red Lion Tavern. Out. Someone yelled. As I left. Hey Ray. Wait
until you get home before you sleep. I popped a couple of reds.
Hoping. They would wake me up.

 

My legs set sail. Wind filled my trousers. Pushed out along
Maitland Avenue. Seas were choppy. Curbs.  I kept falling off.
And climbing back on. I was determined to stay on the sidewalk that
was blowing my direction. Walking on the street. Was dangerous. You
could get hit by a fish truck.

 

Turned north on Church Street. Crossed Wellesley. Without
incident. Stopped at a hardware store. I stared through the plate
glass. Plastic plants hung in the window. They only need to be
watered once a millennium. I laughed.

 

Out of the darkness. She appeared. Black Botticelli. Venus in a
leopard skin tights. Teeth white. Sharp. Lips thick. Red. Her eyes
round and soft as moonlight. Her blouse of hyacinth blue was
hastened with a golden clasp. 40 dollars. She said. Tax
included.

 

Swelling appetite. Plundered my pockets. Raised my bank account.
Made her the beneficiary of my life insurance policy. Handed over
my food stamps. Sold the fillings in my teeth.

 

A room. In a run down duplex. There was a double bed. In the
middle. Of the room. The bed was covered in plastic. A bare light
bulb. Swung limply from the ceiling. A dehumidifier suck up the
sweat. She showed me her collection of dolls. All of them were
sties. Looked an awful lot like some of my old friends. Who I had
lost touch with.

 

Removed her panties. Showed me a tattoo. It has just been
trimmed. She called it. THE DREAM OF A DEAD WOMAN. Lay on the bed.
Wrapped her legs behind. Her neck. Come on. She said. All sailors
are welcome here.

 

Began to feel my stomach trumpet. She put a cigar in her pussy.
Did an imitation. Groucho Marx. Beer began to heave. I fell off my
feet. Rolled onto the floor. Man overboard.

 

Before I could catch my breath. I was on the other side. Of her
door. Drunk. And broke. I pounded on her door. Pleaded to be let
back in. Tell me at least who you are. I asked. She laughed
hysterically. Some people call me Robin Hood.

 

The Husband

 

I don't know why we married. My family were Ukranian
nationalists. Monica's family were atheists. I like country &
western music. Monica only listens to rock'n'roll. She smokes dope.
I drink Molson's. We fit together like pieces of a puzzle.

 

Last week I went out and got a tattoo. It looks just like
stitches. Monica says I've never felt any pain. Says that I was
born with calluses and a thick hide. What does she want me to do?
Whimper like a poet and publish my sensitivity.

 

Her family gave us a house. A roof  with all the space we
could find beneath it. I've always hated cages. Freedom is the
slogan of my generation. The generation before us preferred good
manners. I am filled with rage, laughing my tears away. I wanted to
do something with my life, something important. But it seemed I got
off on the wrong foot and never regained my balance.

 

Monica and I went riding on our bikes. We passed under some
trees. When Monica came out of the shade I noticed that her beauty
had begun to fade. Time undresses us all. From birth we are
old.

 

Our house is filled with ghosts. The ghost of her father crying
and Monica ripping open his sleep. The ghost of her mother, her
martyrdom crucifying Monica's desire. And there is the flood of
recriminations. The ghost of our dog diving into a spinning car
wheel. Ghosts of our youthful plans and our honesty. Of broken
skeletons. Of cock roaches. A book of poems by a dead geek. Records
in bandages. A thimble of blood. A photograph of John Lennon. Keys
that have lost their reason. Eyes hanging in corners like spiders.
Safes filled with phlegm. Music from the radio searching through
every room for an ear to sleep in. And we pretend to know each
other. I think that our problem is that we are strangers in
love.

 

Every road leads back to our house. Like a leash. If I am not
faithful to Monica, at least I love her. She is faithful. To her
frigidity. She doesn't know how to love. She is an unwanted child.
Her mother tried to have an abortion. The doctor was incompetent.
All he removed was the child's soul.

 

Ray told me that the universe is a stomach. God is a stomach. A
stomach has no ears. Life is digestion.

 

I believe in reincarnation. But only for the body. I believe
that the soul rots.

 

Monica and I stayed with each other. Because no one else would
listen to our silence. An eternity of self-pity. Neither of us
seems able to kick it. Self-pity is a drug. It is a cat chasing its
tail. Into exhaustion. Into boredom. We are our parent's
homesickness come to fruition. I ache for a place I have never
been. Monica talks about the good life we could have had on the
Steppes. We have in common a sense of loss.

 

I studied to be an architect. It had been my father's dream.
Monica does not want children. It's her mother's wish…

 

I can't stand boredom. Even the gods can't subdue boredom. I
chase women looking for something different. I'm always
disappointed. A pussy is a pussy is a pussy. But any other name it
would smell the same. So I drink. I am trying to raise the level of
my consciousness.

 

I am stone. Nothing excites me.

 

Sometimes I go fishing up north. I look up and see all those
stars and the rafters behind. And the monkey like creatures that
crawl across them. Looking down at us. And laughing.

 

I love her. I love her.

 

And then Monica took a lover. I could tell because when I was
between her legs she started to respond. Involuntarily. Something
had changed. It certainly wasn't me.

 

The Boyfriend And The Junkie

 

I am a street vender. A hustler. I sell junk jewellery. The
jewellery is a pretext. What I see is. Words. My pitch. The
illusion of glamour. Flattery. Oh yes mam, that necklace really
sets off your eyes. I sell mystery. Adventure at a price that
everyone can afford. I am the street post. Words. That you can
stick on your lapel. Brighten up your eyes. Send messages on. Roll
tragedy in or whisper a confidence. Words that can protect you from
inclement weather or paralyse you below the waist.

 

Behind the jewellery stand on Yonge Street. Leaning against a
pay phone. Quazimodo in a 3 piece suit. Wearing Foster Grants. Got
to look appetizing to the customer. A black woman from Buffalo told
me I look like Al Pacino. As her fingers tugged on her skirt. Hey,
my hair is blond.

 

I arrive on the strip early in the morning. The horizon rumbles.
God, I hope it doesn't rain. Yonge Street. Mumbles. Turns over,
sleeps through the long hot afternoon. There is a brief shower at
noon. I cover my jewellery with plastic. Take cover in Macdonald's.
Where people take their stomachs to graze. I smile at young girls
caught between Walt Disney and Baby Blue. Chewing their grins.
Dimples and giggling. Blushing. They make me feel almost
affectionate.

 

Telephone is mute. Silence in my head is deafening. Monica and I
have a special code. Monica phones me on the street. I let it ring
until some passer-by picks it up. And then I give her or him
instructions. On what to say. Threats. Advice. Sexual innuendo. Our
prisoners are usually delighted. Some kind of kink going down. In
this way Monica and I assure each other of our existence.
Maintaining our status as complete strangers.

 

But today is different. No phone call. Maybe her husband has
discovered. Something. Maybe she's been buried under the weather.
Maybe she's gotten over me.

 

Cars jockey. For position. On the street. The evening begins.
Yonge Street wakes up. Night enters the sun from behind. Alleys
grow mysterious and sullen. Young kids laughter fumbles off their
faces in front of car wheels. Yesterday's newspapers tumble down
the sidewalk. Rollingstones. Stories of pigeons being defrocked.
About Robert Priest losing his virginity. About the Argonauts being
fleec'd. The arcades turn up their voices. Neon signs turn on. Dust
throws itself at the feet of pedestrians. Begging for attention. I
sit paralyzed and watch.

 

Across from Sam's. An ice cream vender's cart is turned over. By
a gang of Eskimoes. Ice cream flows into the sewer like white
blood.

 

A Rolls Royce passes by. A woman in the back seat is wearing a
crown. She waves. A sign written on her windshield. In the dust.
THE IRISH ARE ALL BASTARDS.

 

Through an intermediary, I told Monica. Truth was something you
can't resist. You can't bury it. Abandon it. Parachute out of it.
Swallow it. I can see Monica's smile. 'It's not the truth you want
me to swallow.'

 

I pulled on my Clark Gable ears. Laughed it off. Monica had a
knack of picking up my thoughts. I wonder if I love her. Or is it
the sex. When I think of her laughing. Its always her pussy that's
smiling.

 

A kid named Halliday tried to sell me a book of photographs.
Church Street. It was called. There were 20 different colour
pictures of various plants. Copulating with an electric
blender.

 

A woman wearing razor blades as a necklace. Screamed out. A dude
dressed up. As the Lone Ranger was whipping her with his rage.
Spectators gathered in a bunch. A blown out freak with wiggling
hair asked. If she was the guy's old lady. A nun dressed up in
Parisian fashions replied. No. Two cops dropped in. One handcuffed
himself while doing up his shoes. The other packed the assailant
between his fist and the license plate of a passing Chevrolet.

 

I took out my wallet. Looked at a photograph. Of myself holding
Monica. She is using sign language. Describing an act of
insemination. Her hands were inherited from her father. Who was an
Appache in old "B" westerns. He is the one who keeps falling off
his pony.

 

Ray told me that love was. Just another drug. He came up &
put his hand in my pocket. 'Lend me a couple of bucks. I gotta a
load of junk to pan.' I told him to be careful. Ray smiled. Said he
was selling the stuff in condoms.

 

An X lover. Invited me to lunch. Last Tuesday. She wasn't asking
to return as her fingers crawled through her hair. She said her
thighs were haunted. Too many men. Who were emotionally dead. Said
she would not allow herself to be the good woman. Drowning alone in
years. Said she hoped never to pass through someone like me. Again.
Her smiled cracked. Tears burst out. 'Bastard. You know I can't
swim.'

 

Someone tried to use. The telephone. I told him that the phone.
Was out of order. Busted for being too available.

 

I sold 2 bracelets. One to a fat girl. Whose wrists swallowed it
whole. Like a whale. The second to a housewife. In curlers. Who
said she felt like being young.

 

An old wino. Harry. Bummed me for change. 'The parade is
violent. Tonight.' He said. 'I prefer Yonge Street after a first
snow. Makes you feel as if you're a witness. To something
sacred.'

 

I've got to find an easier way. To turn a buck. Maybe buy a
franchise. Off Ray. Dealing dope looks easier. Being busted by the
cops or a landlord. What's the difference.

 

Monica kept sneaking into my thoughts. My nerves were wrecked.
The only time I can catch any sleep. Is on my feet. I want her all
the time. Hard times. Inside her. Always. Rigamortis. Death will
have no dominion. Why doesn't she call.

 

A siren. Chased by a fire engine. On the 15th floor. The Mutual
Life Insurance building. Someone tried to crawl out onto the ledge.
An audience gathered. Below. My housewife wearing a MAKE LOVE NOT
WAR t-shirt yelled. 'Jump and take some of us with you.' Another
voice added. 'Is there anyone here who does not believe he is the
saviour?' And yet another voice. Muttered something under his
breath. That was lude.

 

The phone rang. I picked up the receiver. Monica's voiced cried.
'You know you're not supposed to answer my calls.' I waited for a
moment. I spoke. 'Monica. I can't stand it anymore. The world is
going to hell. We've got to meet. There are so many words hidden in
my voice. Let's meet in paradise. You can play the snake. I'll be
the apple you swallow.'

 

The Last Fix

 

Robin dropped in. Afternoon Shift. Complained about her feet.
When business was good she complained about her back. Wanted to
something. Mainline. I sprinkled holy water on the syringe. Robin
went down. On my zipper. Ray promised 3D. No snow. No shadows. No
technical interference. No chance of meeting your maker. Grab those
rabbit ears. And fly.

 

Parking lot. Moon humming. In the windshield of a 65 Chrysler.
Asphalt. Black as night. Robin and I drifted. Between 2 Pontiacs.
The mute tongue dangled. Robin was so full of promises. Louis
Armstrong. Robin's Crest toothpaste ambushing a muscle. Someone
watching? Didn't want to get arrested. For littering. I thought
about the rush hour. And the 2nd coming of Bob Dylan. Remembered an
article. Popular Mechanics. Avoiding the inevitable.

 

Memories. 2 angels has appeared at my door that morning. One
wore a t-shirt that warned THE END OF THE WORLD WAS YESTERDAY. The
second curtsied and introduced herself as Bonaparte. At first I
thought they were agents. Of Unemployment Insurance Commission.
Investigating my alleged poverty. I had been actively seeking
employment. Yesterday I applied for a position. Immortality. I even
volunteered for the Graveyard Shift. Turned away because of a lack
of experience. And I couldn't speak Greek.

 

Angels told me they were looking for a Viking. Named Ray. Said
he peddled Coke. And Food Stamps. I told them I didn't know
anything about food stamps. Besides I was just his answering
service. Leave a message.

 

The angels believed in the free market. But they didn't
appreciate getting the sticky end. If its a trade war Ray wanted,
he would get his wish. Bonaparte snapped her fingers. Leaving her
signature on my nuts. I was on my knees. God. Robin below me.
Angels above.

 

Had to get my mind off the angels. Turned my head. Harry was
laughing. At a stop. Waiting for a streetcar. Harry had a 2 day
growth of wine on his breath. Taking out a deck of cards, Harry
insisted I choose a card. I looked down at my card. 2 lovers in a
snow drift. The card melted. Pick another one, Harry insisted. A
cop on his beat. Badges nailed to his hands. Blood running. Away.
The card ran off in pursuit. Pick another, Harry said. A bride
holding a corsage. Shooting flowers into her veins. A perfect life.
OD'd. Pick another. Mickey Mouse presenting his thesis. In which he
attempts to prove the existence of Walt Disney. Another. A kid
crippled in a recent fall from his father's esteem.

 

I grabbed Harry by the shirt collar. Back in my apartment. Robin
on her knees. Playing the Beale Street Blues. I tried to scream. My
tongue poured out of my mouth. A drug. Just a drug. Remember.
That.

 

Climbing. The sheer cliff. Of my father's trousers. Bonaparte
appeared. Over the top of my father's knees. She glared down at me.
Turned away. Harry threw down the rest of the deck. I fell beneath
the avalanche. Women's faces. Therese, an X-nun. She had an onion
between her thighs. Every man who tried to make her happy ended up
in tears. Frenchy. Who kept a string of watches along her arm. A
petty thief. She tried to swim Lake Ontario. But got lost in the
night. Jibs. With her crew cut. Kept herself in her room. At the
hotel. You could hear her from down the hall. Crying out, 'I'm
ready'. And many more faces. Of women. Passing by. With their
thumbs pointed down.

 

My eyes. Opening. A parking lot. Looked down. Robin's lips had
turned into a syringe. I was shooting up. My cock. Gasping for air.
There was something about REALITY that my lungs just could not
grasp. The last fix. I promised myself. Never. Never again. My eyes
fastened down. Like shutters. I saw  roses being crucified. On
crosses. A young girl on a stage. Singing. Through the slit in her
throat. A sailor. Drowning in the middle of the ocean. At night.
His ship in the distance. My veins were aching. I cried out. 'Hope
takes too much courage'. I looked over at the moon. Staring at me
from a Chryslers windshield. I yanked out the needle & plunged
it into the eye. Of Robin. Laying beneath me.

 

The Note

 

I opened a Playboy. Magazine. All the girls. Winked and
pretended. To be on fire. Blistering Joan of Arcs. Pleasure
disguised as pain. Inside one page was a note. From Monica.
'Michael. I dropped by to take off my clothes. You weren't home. I
was so hot. I had to turn myself. On.'

 

The note continued. 'New York was fine. Did you know that the
Statue of Liberty has lost a breast? Brooklyn Bridge is no great
shakes. The girders are all scarred. Stretch marks. Pigeons are
rusting. New York is a city of canyons. That say all the highest
towers were built by the Mohawk. It was the fine print. In the
original sale. Of Manhattan.'

 

There was something. Marmalade on the corners. About the tone.
Made me feel faint. I went for a walk. Stood at the streetcar stop.
A kid in khaki pants. Carrying a plastic machine gun. Handed me a
t-shirt of Farrah Fawcett-Majors. Teeth. To wipe my eyes. 'You
lost, mister?' he asked. 'No streetcars on this line. Track died
before my time.' I thanked the kid and walked across the street
into a park. And a bench. I read her note again.

 

Before there was Monica and I. Ray warned me. 'Don't fall in
love with her. It's like poison in her mouth. She can't stand to be
needed.'

 

The note ended saying: 'Please come to me. As soon as you can.
My desire needs. To measure your girth.' I bit down on my lip. Is
that all there is? I thought. Sometimes I think. I should turn gay
and spend quiet evenings taking advantage of a mirror.

 

The Purse

 

His letters from prison. Filed under anger. Words barked. Broken
pieces of glass. Cut into my heart. Made your eyes bleed. He cursed
the iron madness of prison life. Body felt so heavy. Some evenings
he wished his heart would stop. So that he could get a night of
uninterrupted sleep.

 

Wished he was deaf. To the sound. Of metal on metal. Tore away
at his flesh. Tried to dig the fillings out of him mouth. Even his
lashes slammed shut. Like a jail cell. Jerked off. Against the
prison wall. Wishing his come was acid. Row up row of men. Without
women. Fantasizing about a Greek goddess. Legless. Armless.
Headless. Only thing left was her purse.

 

Loved him. He was the night. Seeping into my heart. The mist
rising. Between my legs. He was a poor soul. Locked in penance. A
dream waking in my sleep. I was his skin. Walking free.

 

At the time i was a registered nurse. Not much bread in it. Sent
him every  dollar. I could spare. I opened a bank account for
him so that he'd have a stake when he was released. Had to get some
more cash. Started blowing my patients. It wasn't difficult.
Pretended every john was him. In the dark. Everything tastes the
same.

 

When he got out he lay on the room of our place and cried. Into
the sky. Slept under the stars. Made love until the sun rose. And
the dew tickled down my thighs. For a week life was paradise. One
day we went to the racetrack. Bet half my savings on a horse called
FREEDOM. And won. We went dancing. Snorted some coke. I was never
so happy. I knew that this wasn't going to last forever.

 

Then he found out. How I was bringing in extra cash. Didn't seem
to mind. At first. Later. Wanted his own place. I moved out. After
a few days i was invited back. Redecorated. The apartment was dark.
Turned on some black lights. Curtains were drawn. Posters of
animals and jungle life up the walls. All i could see of him. White
gloves and his smile. He beat me. First with his belt. Then with
his fists. He cried. As if  there was still some tenderness
inside trying to bust out. Ripped off my dress. Took me from
behind. I couldn't stop coming.

 

I would have forgiven him anything. Until he called my momma a
whore. My mother was shattered. She didn't cry. Just sat rocking
back and forth in her chair. A faded yellow dress holding together
her flesh. After momma passed on I moved to Toronto. From Buffalo.
Fresh start. Canada. What I discovered. Black women are exotic
amidst all this snow. I've never been called beautiful so
often.

 

Strange clients. One like to watch me cut his nails. Another
like to be blown while watching a hockey game. Another paid to fill
my pussy with ancient coins. One old guy Harry like to recite
poetry. THE CREMATION OF SAM MCGEE. Another took me to expensive
restaurants. Another who asked me to look scared. & a young red
headed kid who was researching a novel. All these lonely men.
Shooting their pain into me. An alchemist. I turn come into
gold.

 

A new boyfriend. Met through business. Viking. Called Ray.
Peddles dope. Cracks anyone over the head who tries to get rough
with me. I like that. We get along real fine.

 

Sometimes when Ray is inside me. A dream. Fall. And there is a
tree. Its branches bare. Doves land until the tree is almost
filled. The branches begin to bud. Buds turned into white blossoms.
I am the tree. The blossoms are a wedding dress. And then the doves
begin to sing.

 

The Royal Wedding

 

The park was made by the generous contributions of the
taxpayer's. Garbage. Walking over egg shells. Empty tins of
sardines. Cotton balls and balloons. Adam Smith designed each
grassy knoll. The grass was very green. A special blend of grasses
from the gold courses of the British Commonwealth. Empires die
slowly.

 

Food both cold and hot. A bar in a tent. Attendants stood around
like statues. Monuments to all the servants who came before. The
men all wore ties. The women had their hair fastened to hats. The
friends of the bride and groom gathered on the edge. Refugees in
the family tree.

 

The groom was sniffing popcorn. A black tuxedo. With a
carnation. That squirted water. He would have laughed. But he was
too busy trying to memorize the speech. His mother had written.
Monica stood half in and half out of the shadows. That danced
around the park. The moon rose in the mid-day. Someone said that it
looked too close for comfort.

 

The best man was a streetcar driver. Did you know that
relativity came to Einstein when he was riding a tram. He was fond
of repeating. And cubism. Came to Picasso when he was travelling on
the rails. And that James Joyce spend his afternoons collecting
conversations. While the streetcar trailed around Dublin. And when
Newton was sitting under an apple tree. He was crushed by a subway
heading underground.

 

Lillian. A bridesmaid. Laughed too loud. Weddings always make me
horny, she said to the bride's father. Who adjusted his wig. And
sucked in his stomach.

 

I sat on a bench. I wasn't elected to.

 

The Seduction

 

I was in Edgerton's drinking draft. Another victim of the heat
wave. Eighty five degrees with a bullet. It wasn't safe on the
streets. The city was clogged with cops. Security was
clausterphobic. Several important diplomats from exotic lands (one
was Buffalo) were expected in the city. They were coming to compete
for the hand of the most beautiful woman in the world. The mayor
kept the hand in his desk drawer beside his acceptance speech and a
smoking gun. How was I to know that the most beautiful girl would
soon be mine.

 

Ray introduced us. She shook her golden hair and smiled. I've
heard a lot about you from Ray, she said. Could a voice be softer?
Could lips be more sensuous? Could teeth be whiter? Could a mouth
be better shaped? Round and hollow and deep. It was too bad about
her hand. Missing.

 

I began to giggle when she ran her tongue across her teeth. I
kept thinking of Duke Ellington's long black fingers dancing across
the white piano keys as Frank Sinatra sang I don't get around much
anymore.

 

Monica, for that was her name, and Ray were old friends. They
met when Ray fixed the flat tire of her wheel barrel. The wheel
barrel she used to carry her husband home from his drunken binges
when he went out to celebrate being sober.

 

Monica's marriage had been arranged. The two families, her's and
her husband's, had been united by a common allergy. Communism. In
the old country. They defined communism as stealing the rich from
the money and handing them over to the poor. Both families were
Ukranian nationalists who during the war had supported the Germans
against the Reds. After the war they moved to Canada where they
fornicated for a new army in exile. Monica and her husband were
expected to produce little corporals. Monica produced none.

 

Monica invited me to dine with her. She knew a nice Greek
restaurant off Gerard Street. Using her car, a beat up old
Vauxhall, we soon arrived at our destination. In a panic I searched
my pockets for my wallet. Monica laughed. Tonight, she said,
everything is on me.

 

The owner of the restaurant showed us to our table. He made us
swear an oath the we would enjoy our food. But wouldn't make too
much noise sipping our soup. He wanted to listen to the hockey game
between the Russians and some thugs from Philadelphia.

 

How do you fall in love? In stolen glances? In half glances? In
captured glances? In glances like plunder? My various appendages
were swollen. My jeans were having cramps. My heart pounded back
and forth in my chest. Like an elevator in an old shaft. My
imagination kept ripping Monica's blouse off. If this keeps up, I
thought, I'm going to drop from exhaustion.

 

Monica told me that she and her husband no longer made love. He
slept on the floor. She said his mother was a force in city
politics. She was running for office on a right wing ticket,
promising less government. If elected she promised to resign. His
father worked on the water works. Kept a close eye on the
fluoride.

 

Monica and her husband were renovating a tent that they kept in
a parking lot behind a Becker's store. Her husband graduated from
university in architecture. They'd replaced the plumbing and put in
plastic panelling. And were now building a fireplace with foam
rubber bricks.

 

As we sat eating I heard the Russians had left the ice between
periods and were entering Afghanistan.

 

She talked about God. She called him 'the big goof in the sky'.
One time she thought he was pure energy. Another time she thought
he was an old buick she saw parked in front of a laundromat. And
another time she thought he must be having a branding, and smoking
a cigar. Waiting for his meal to digest. She figured that one night
God had insomnia and created the universe while trying to
sleep.

 

I responded. Everything is either an accident or a wonder. You
either become a cynic or a romantic.

 

I drank up her words. Her voice went straight into my blood and
blended with the wine. Monica peeled the labels of the wine
bottles. In time, she said, everything becomes valuable. Even
people if they become rare enough.

 

After dinner we went for a drive. Picked up Monica's dog, Sam.
Sam needed to go for a run. We had to find space in the universe
for Sam to defecate. We went to a park by the lake. The lake was
named after a politician had cleared his voice. I held Monica's
hand. Sam ran on ahead. I felt kidnapped by desire. We watched the
sun set over Mimico. She brushed the hair from my eyes.

 

We lay on the beach. Trees swayed in the moonlight. My fingers
trembled with her buttons. My tongue laughed in her mouth. I put my
shirt under her head. My kisses got tangled in her hair. Her jeans
slid easily over her knees. My heart began to bubble. My eyes began
to whistle. She opened up her thighs.

 

Sam came up. Sniffed us. Stole my underwear and bounded down the
shoreline. The dog was waving my Hanes like a flag. Celebrating his
mistress's new lover.

 

I turned over on my back and sighed. Monica lay beside me.
Smiling. The tide washed up between her thighs. I laughed at the
sky. Throwing my teeth at the stars. A cynic crippled by a
kiss.

 

The Wedding

 

They call me the Sunshine Man. I said. To the streetcar driver.
A mannequin the city paid $10/hour to steer what has never been
steered. I looked into his ear. Where the last 5 minutes of my
conversation were still burrowing. Their way through the wax. Ever
catch a fly in there, I asked. The driver turned his mind. Pointed
to a small sign .That was hung from the ceiling. For crimes against
the state. DON'T TALK TO THE DRIVER. Can you read, he asked. I
sensed irritation in his voice. And nodded. And then added. Up my
fingers. I felt cheeky. It says reincarnation is based on the law
of averages. The driver stopped the car. This is your stop, he
said. I thanked him. And stepped off.

 

High Park. How did I get here? I stared at the swans drifting
around the pond. I looked at my watch. It was whirling around. Like
an airplane's propellers. Two hours had passed. Weeds were growing
up around my feet. I now know how the astronauts felt. Circling a
blue balloon and looking at their watches. Going nowhere. I
wondered if they lost a half hour flying over Newfoundland. The
could add up.

 

A kid was feeding pigeons. And gulls. Bread from a bag. I walked
over to him. Thats not how you do it, kid, I said taking his bag. I
took out a large crust. Aimed it. Hit one of the gulls in the head.
Knocked him over. The kids started crying.

 

I consider myself a conscientious consumer. This was good acid.
I wonder why they called it acid. Eats through your brain. Until it
finds the dirty old man. In a room. Picking his toes. Who looks up
and shrugs. Its a steady job.

 

There was a wedding. In the park. I stood under a tree. Suddenly
and I seldom use that word. The tree began to sing Ave Maria. The
branches swayed. Clapping their leaves. Tears running down the
green. The bride threw her corsage. It stuck in the sky. The
bride's father left to call the fire department. I  pulled out
a plug. The tree stopped singing. The groom came over and asked me
to leave.

 

The zoo. A camel stared at me. Chewing away. On the cigarette
I'd offered him. The subconscious, the camel began. Exists. In our
institutions. In our laws. In the design of our cities. In the
infrastructure of civilization. We are turned inside out.

 

I never thought of it that way. I said and added. I never
thought of anything that way. The camel smiled. Oh yes. Freud
interviewed the wrong parties. He should have talked to the lamp
posts.

 

I was going to ask another question. The camel spit. Trying to
quit, are you. I said. I wiped my forehead. And beat my brow.
There's got to be a better way of getting out of now. A streetcar
passed.

 

The Wife

 

I was sixteen. He was tall. We went together. In high school. So
we'd have company at parties. Taxis for each other. I hated to be
alone.

 

He always smelled. Like a damp evening of lilacs. Virgin lips.
He spoke. Of dreams. We tested out our hands. Our hopes sank. Deep
into each other's muscles. I felt warm within. The heart of the
universe. Kisses like stars reached down through my sadness.

 

He used to tremble. In my arms. Coming. In my hands. Friends
said we looked happy. Kicking up snow. Man. Clouds of laughter.
Rising. From our mouths. 'this must be love'. Only. The absence of
loneliness.

 

Married. My dress. White as snow. Drizzle. In the afternoon air.
My father ate. One cigar after another.

 

Flowers in my palms. Sweating. They began. To take root.
Something was… .

 

Missing. My mother said. Be patient. Emptiness would soon be
replaced.

 

The night before. The church. The reception. The dream again. I
am dragging a knife through a belly. My daddy. Is standing in front
of me crying. My hands. Are almost inside his stomach. 'daddy. It
was an accident.'

 

THE END
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