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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















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































cover.jpg
umuhuw

\Sunu W h( re






