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To everyone who's ever hung out in a dingy, hole-in-the-wall coffee shop, sober, drunk, stoned or otherwise, with good friends, good music and good times.

Last but certainly not least, to the Oval Coffee House, its staff and its patrons from 1990 to 1993.
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IN MEMORIAM RUTH TAYLOR 1961 – 2006
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From two different decades, two different travellers went from Vaudreuil Catholic High School students to Abbott Patch kids.  Two different travellers, grandiose in personality and unyielding in opinion, traveled two paths: The first went on to be a legendary teacher, poet and force of nature.  The second, a decade later, went on to be an aggravating and opinionated writer of small note and smaller significance.

From one tortured soul to another, thank you for the short, strange trip, and the Hell we raised.
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Sophie Rosaire: Folkies in the Oval
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In January of ‘ninety-one, I was only into my third semester of studies at John Abbott College. Technically I shoulda been almost done the two-year pre-university program, but I'd skipped, dropped and flunked so many classes that I was still in it for a while. I think the main reason I was taking so much time to get outta college was that it was so much fun at Abbott, you know? Especially hanging out at the Oval; the Oval was this ugly little hole in the wall and the only place on campus where you could smoke inside. Abbott’s dirty little secret, dumped in the corner of the basement of the Hertzberg Building. Its white stucco walls were stained gray with the secondhand smoke of a few million cigarettes; it had low, dirty ceilings with pipes and wires and ducts everywhere. There were too many tables and not enough chairs and when it was really crowded? You didn’t even need to have a cigarette because of all the smoke. The people that hung out there tended to be the freaks, druggies, punks, skaters - the misfits of society basically; I was a regular at the Oval.

So anyway it was about two weeks into the winter semester and me and Heather were sitting at a table smoking, playing Rummy and killing time. We were both on three hour breaks between classes, which sounds cool but it sucks; by the time your break’s over you don’t want to go back to class. Anyway, even though it’s winter it hadn’t been snowing much so Heather’s got her skateboard and her foot is planted right on the rack, rolling it back and forth while I’m playing out my hand. She wasn’t doing it to be annoying or anything; Heather’s just really into skateboarding and wanted to be outside, rolling across the pavement. Too bad it had started snowing that morning.

Heather’s the original skater punk: Sex Pistols T-shirt, purple Mohawk with yellow tips, black army pants that are faded and patched all over and a well-worn pair of cherry Docs, fourteen holes and crazy-laced. When she wears her hair down and combed over to one side, like today, Heather really looks sexy. Anyway, I finished playing my hand but I was stuck with one card.

“Aw, fuck!”

“Too bad for yoo-hoo!” Heather chanted as I lit a smoke. Heather put down every card she had. I’d even helped her: the seven-eight-nine of spades I’d played let her add a six, a ten and Jack of spades to the set. Keeping score I was still mainly ahead of Heather, but she’s not what I’d call a good winner, which can be annoying. Staring at me with her eyes wide and her mouth open, she starts putting down her cards one by one, making an “Oh!” noise as she did. As she finished, this really loud blast of feedback came out of the Oval’s sound system and me and Heather turned to look at the stage.

The tables and chairs in the Oval are between the coffee bar and the stage. The fat guy from Student Services was standing at the microphone while some tall, skinny ex-Hippie type standing next to him was unpacking an acoustic guitar, a tambourine and a harmonica.

“Oh, great,” Heather growled, “Another folk singer comes to the Oval.”

“Can I have everyone’s attention, please?” the Fat Guy from Student Services said. He repeated himself a couple more times before everyone, well, almost everyone, had stopped talking. “While you guys are down here swilling coffee and poisoning your lungs, we thought you might like some entertainment.”

Suddenly Fat Guy’s face went angry and he started looking around. Apparently not everybody was paying attention. Some longhaired guy in a blue gaucho was talking with a fat girl a couple of tables over from me and Heather. Don’t take me calling her fat the wrong way: I’m heavy girl, okay? I’m a good way overweight; the guys I sleep with (and some of the girls) tell me I’m voluptuous, but everybody, like, mispronounces that word “volumptuous” for some stupid reason. But I just want you to understand what this girl looked like. She was actually kinda cute though not my type. The fat girl with the guy in the blue gaucho, I mean. Something about the way the guy and the girl were talking said they were just friends, nothing more. Their body language was too comfortable, or something. My psych teacher could probably tell you better.  Anyway, something else about them seemed to have pissed off the Fat Guy from Student Services. Maybe because they were talking a little loud (A little loud is how everyone talks in the Oval, though), or maybe because they were totally ignoring Fat Guy. Anyway, Fat Guy grabbed the mic.

“Hey!” he bellowed, making like, everybody jump stare at him and who he was looking at. “You know,” Fat Guy shouted, “We go to the trouble of bringing someone here to play for you, and the least we expect is that you pay some goddamn attention!” The guy in the blue gaucho stared at Fat Guy for a long minute, lit up a cigarette and then turned back to the girl he was talking to.

“So, anyway,” he said loudly, “As I was saying...” and he just goes back to talking. 

The girl he’s with starts laughing and so do some other people, including me and Heather. We had a few run-ins with Fat Guy last semester and seeing him put in his place like that was just so sweet. Heather and I had been trying to set up a campus animal/environmental rights group. We’d gotten all the necessary permissions and forms but every time we tried to book a room or the Agora for a meeting or a recruitment drive, all of a sudden we’d get problems from Fat Guy over in Student Services. Our room would be double booked or the Agora would be off-limits for something...the usual bullshit. Finally we had to get SUJAC, the student union and Bandersnatch, John Abbott’s newspaper involved. So this guy right now in the Oval, blowing Fat Guy off was just beautiful. Fat Guy wasn’t taking his shit though. His face was turning red either from being pissed off or being humiliated, one of the two. I don’t know which - but it was fun to watch.

“You know, if you don’t want to be here, you can leave!”

“But I want to stay!” Blue Gaucho said, “I just don’t want to listen to some lousy folk-singer. I came here to have a coffee and a cigarette. You’re the one trying to force this guy down my throat.”

Heather and I were laughing like crazy, watching Fat Guy open and close his mouth. Finally he bellows: “Either shut the hell up, or leave right now! That goes for everyone!” But it was too late. When he lost his temper with Blue Gaucho who’d stayed calm and cool, Fat Guy lost all power. Our man in blue turned back to the girl he was sitting with and continued talking, in quieter tones. Fat Guy introduced the folk singer and stormed out, angry and humiliated. The folk singer just stepped up to the mic, he was totally nervous at this point. I don’t think he was expecting that kind of opening act.

“Well...that wasn’t quite the introduction I was hoping for,” the folkie said, looking around the room. He was tall and thin, too bald on top for the long hair left on his head.  “I’m from Vermont...a little town called Woodstock...” He started this pointless story about how he’d been stopped at the border that morning and when he’d told the border patrol where he was from (Woodstock) and what he did for a living (folk singer), they made him get out of the car so they could search it. I got the impression that this guy tells this story a lot to try and warm up to an audience. I also got the impression it might have worked if that little scene between the Fat Guy from Student Services and the Guy in the Blue Gaucho hadn’t happened. The folksinger started into Mellow Yellow and Heather and I shared a look. 

We put away our cards, making a Very Big Deal about dumping our stuff into our bags. She kicked her skateboard into her hand and we started to go. The guy in the blue gaucho was still talking to his friend.  For some reason as Heather and I walked past I stopped at their table. “Hi,” I said, “Listen: I just wanted to tell you that I loved the way you handled that Student Services guy.”

He smiled. He had these deep brown eyes that just seemed to lock on you.

“Thanks,” He said, “I’m Will,” he stuck out his hand, “Edwards.” I shook his hand.

“I’m Sophie,” I said.

“I know,” Will said, “We have a class together.” 

“We do? Which one?”

He made a weird, cheesy kinda smile. “Human sexuality,”

“Cool!” I said, “We can sit together and make fun of the Police Tech students in there for an easy ride!”

“Cool,” Will said, “This is my friend, Carol.” I shook Carol’s hand.

“This is my friend, Heather.” Will shook Heather’s hand and Heather and Carol waved hello to each other. For the first time I looked down at their table and noticed that a bunch of tarot cards were spread out between Will and Carol.

“Oh!” I said, “Were you getting your cards read?”

“No,” Carol said, exhaling smoke, “I can’t read Will. I was teaching him how to read Tarot cards.”

“Sorry! I didn’t know we were interrupting.”

“Sure you did,” Carol said, “But the whole thing with Eugene killed the vibe anyway.”

“Who’s Eugene?” Heather asked.

“The Fat Guy from Student Services. You didn’t know his name was Eugene?” 

Heather shook her head and smiled. “No,” she said, “We always just call him Fat Guy.”

Carol laughed. Onstage the fabulous fucking folk singer stopped playing and was unpacking another musical instrument. “This is called a dulcimer,” He said, “It’s a wonderful, magical instrument...”

“Goddamn, I hate it when there’s folkies in the Oval.” Will said.

“Me and Heather were just leaving,” I told him, “You guys want to come with?”

“Where to?” Will asked.

“Why don’t we go book an AV room in the library and watch a movie?” Heather suggested, “We could smoke a joint?”

“How about A Clockwork Orange?” Carol asked.

Heather’s eyes widened.  “I love that movie!” she said.

“I haven’t seen it yet,” Will said, “Sure.”

“We just have to pick up some weed,” I said, “Can you guys put in?”  Scoring weed at Abbott is easier than it is to find a parking spot, after sunrise.

“I have some hash,” Will told me, “We can do a salad.” 

“Cool!” I said, “I knew I liked you!”

We left the Oval to head upstairs to the first floor and the library. Sometimes three-hour breaks with folkies in the Oval can be pretty cool.
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Will Edwards: Dennis Hopper Teaches My English Class
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Students in the Quebec CEGEP (Post-High School, Pre-University) college system almost always aim, when registering for the next semester’s classes, for the Ideal Class Schedule: one with Fridays off. This is especially true here at Abbott. Abbott’s always been known as a “Country Club” among its students, because it’s always had such a nice, casual scene.

Ste Anne De Bellevue, where John Abbott College is based, is a bedroom community on the western tip of the West Island of Montreal. It's home to the upper-middle class / lower-high class homeowner’s income bracket as well as the lower-class apartment-and-flophouse-dwelling College student. As such, when you go down the main drag along Ste Anne’s waterfront you’ll find low-rent and high-end shops and boutiques, a repertory cinema, banks, dépanneurs, coffee shops, a pool hall, and most importantly, bars: The Quai Sera, Annie’s, The Brass, the Pub and others...Ste Anne’s is a college town and that means that its number one industry is the sale of alcohol, followed closely I’m sure by recreational narcotics, although that one probably doesn’t show up on the Chambre De Commerce’s annual report.

Because there are so many different bars in easy walking distance from one another along the lakeshore, students over at Abbott almost always try to get Fridays off. That way the weekend’s binge drinking can begin on Thursday night. Unfortunately, this semester the creative writing class I needed to take was only available on Fridays. Well, actually it’s a two-part class: an hour and a half on Wednesday mornings and again on Friday mornings. This means that if I go out drinking on Thursday night with my friends (who almost all have Fridays off), I’d have to go to class with a hangover on Friday morning. Believe it or not I don’t usually go out on Thursday nights. But of course last night I did. Dave and Gertie both wanted to go out and while we were at the Pub we hooked up with Brian, Jeff and Julie and wound up making a night of it going from the Pub to the Brass to Annie’s to the Quai Sera, closing the place down wasted off our asses at three in the morning.

Fortunately my 10 to 11:30 AM Advanced Creative Writing class is the only class I have to deal with Fridays. At the end of last semester I’d planned my schedule well, just not well enough. By the time my window for over-the-phone registration had opened, the Tuesday and Thursday session for Dick Leary’s Advanced Creative Writing course was booked.

Now, I have to tell you Dick is a really cool teacher. He’s brutally honest, cares about his students and most importantly the subject he teaches. Dick was direct enough to tell me when I took his Intro to Creative Writing course last January that my writing sucked. Then he told me why. Then he helped me get over all the bullshit I’d learned in high school. My writing’s never been better and I owe it all to him. And it’s not like I’m the only student he’s ever helped out, either. Anyone in his class gets Dick’s attention. As long as they’re actually interested in listening to what he has to say.

Unfortunately Dick is also an ex-Hippie radical and even though he’s got a lot of life experience, he can totally go off on you and start ranting and raving like some deranged burnout. He can rant about anything and you can almost never tell what’s going to set him off. When Dick gets like that he kinda reminds me of the Incredible Hulk. Just like mild-mannered scientist Bruce Banner can suddenly turn into the Hulk, Dick Leary can also suddenly turn into Dennis Hopper. You know who I mean: that drug culture movie star from the sixties and seventies: he’s been in Easy Rider, The Trip, The Last Movie, Apocalypse Now...last year he was in Flashback with Kiefer Sutherland. He was also in a bunch of Westerns that my dad collects. My dad’s a big Dennis Hopper fan, so I guess that’s where I picked up on it.

Anyway, I remember when I first discovered Dick’s manifest ability to transform into Dennis Hopper. Last January during my first semester of CEGEP I took his Intro class. We all filed in, most of us new to CEGEP, still a little in awe of the big (compared to high school) campus, teachers who let us use their first names and who treated you (for the most part) like adults. Some teachers even swore and let you swear in class, too!

So here we all were, coming into Professor Richard Leary’s Intro to Creative Writing course for the first time, taking our seats in this cramped little brick-walled room in the Penfield Annex. Reclined in the chair at the desk in the front of the classroom was our teacher, wearing a white T-shirt, a black leather vest, brown corduroys and - in January, mind you - a pair of sandals. These last were noticeable only because his feet were propped up on the desk. Professor Leary was sound asleep, his hairy, tattooed arms folded across his chest.

We all sat like that until about five minutes after class was scheduled to begin. Then the alarm on Dick’s watch went off and our teacher woke up. Only instead of Richard Leary, we were face-to-face with Dennis Hopper.

“Man!” he said, “So...you guys all wanna be writers. Wow. And at least ten of you are here because someone else told you that I was a fuckin’ flake and you could get an easy hundred-per-cent grade.” Dennis Hopper shrugged and gave us all the once-over.  “Sure,” he said, “Any one of you only have to come to my class once more and I’ll guarantee you a fuckin' hundred percent! All you have to do is let me chain you naked overnight to that big tree outside Penfield and feed you two hits of acid. You write about whatever fuckin' happens next and bring the composition to the next class.”

Another time last year Dennis Hopper came forth when a girl,  reading  some  material  Dick  had  handed  out  to  us, mispronounced the word “apostrophe”. Instead of saying it “Ah-po-stro-fee” she pronounced it the way it’s said in French, “Ah-po-stro-ff”.

“Say that again?” Dick asked, innocently. 

“Umm...Apostrophe?” the girl, Kelly I think her name was, said.

Dick smiled and shook his head. Dennis Hopper began to emerge.

“No,” Dennis Hopper said, “You’re supposed to pronounce it ‘ah-po-stro-fee’, not ‘ah-po-stro-ff’. That sounds like some kinda flaky fuckin' French pastry. The kind you’d get down at that bakery place in Sainte Anne’s. Apostroff! Man, I can practically taste one of those...it’d probably have like a lemon cream filling and chocolate on top. You oughtta go get some of those apostroffs for us. I bet they’d be curved, but only on one side. I tell you what Kelly, if you can get a bakery or, like, a pastry shop to make me up a batch of apostroffs I’ll give you a hundred percent in this class. Hell, bring me the recipe and I’ll get my girlfriend to make them for me!”

“Umm...okay,” Kelly said half-embarrassed, half-amused. 

“Man, an apostroff,” Dennis Hopper exclaimed, “I bet you’d want to eat one with one of those fancy foamy Italian coffees, smoke a cigarette and sit outside on the terrace. What’ll you have? I’ll have a cappuccino and gimme an apostroff, please!”

And this morning as I staggered into Dick’s class on the first floor of the Penfield Annex...I don’t know...something told me that we’d get a visit from Dennis Hopper. Maybe it would be over an Akira Kurosawa movie they’d shown on PBS last night, or something in the news. Maybe Dennis Hopper would appear because of the snowstorm raging outside, or because the Mulroney government’s cigarette taxes had boosted smokes to nearly eight bucks a pack. Whatever it was, I got the sense as I came into class after my morning coffee and cigarette in the Oval that Dennis Hopper would be teaching class that day.

As I sat down the seat to the left of my usual place was vacant, which meant that David Astrid, my friend and one of last night’s drinking partners, hadn’t pulled his hung-over ass out of bed this morning. I pulled out my writing pad and got settled, lonely for Dave’s company in the misery of my hangover.

“Any of you read the paper this morning?” Dick asked, as the last stragglers came into class, “I mean, besides your horoscopes or the funny pages.” And the transformation from Dick Leary into Dennis Hopper began.  “All this shit goin’ on in Kuwait right now? Operation Desert Storm? Fuck, since when does the US give a damn about the Middle East? People have been blowing themselves up for years, and half the time it was with American-made weapons, for Christ’s sake! Bush was calling this a goddamn internal matter for Iraq to settle until someone told him there was oil in Kuwait! Now he’s started attacking Iraq. Watch out, man: Mulroney’s made Canada into America’s lapdog ever since he started this Free Trade bullshit! And he lied about that, too! He was in the fuckin’ opposition when Trudeau was in charge and he said there’d never fuckin' be Free Trade! It was Trudeau’s idea, and that moose-faced motherfucker fought it, then the minute he gets in power he puts it out, while singing Irish folk songs with Ronnie Ray-Gun! You can’t believe a word that comes out of that sonofabitch’s mouth: he’ll have Canadian troops on the front lines as a human shield for his American buddies’ soldiers soon enough! Man, this same shit happened thirty fuckin' years ago when LBJ sent American ‘advisors’ into Viet Nam. Jesus! Bush is Ronnie Ray-Gun’s protégé! I have nightmares whenever I hear that bastard talk about a New World Order; that’s some motherfucking Bilderberg shit! He’s shooting bombs at targets in Iraq, and the fuckin’ things keep missing? At least that’s what CNN wants us to believe. Come on! The mightiest superpower on Earth, with the most advanced weaponry on the planet and you’re going to tell me the targeting computers on these bombs don’t work right? This war’s about blood for oil and the payback’s gonna be even more blood! Does anyone really think that Arab terrorists aren’t gonna strike back? Does Canada really need to be a fucking target?”

He looked around at our tired, apathetic Friday morning faces. “What the fuck is wrong with you kids?” Dennis Hopper bellowed, “Don’t you guys give a damn about what’s going on over there? American bombs are killing Iraqi children! You don’t give a damn that oilfields are on fire, polluting the air we breathe and that innocent people are dying over the price per liter of fucking gasoline? Why the fuck doesn’t any of this shit offend you?”

This went on for quite some time. Dennis Hopper continued berating us, telling us how his generation, our parents’ generation, the wonderful Baby Boomers had done so much to make the world a better place and how spoiled we all were, how apathetic we were. Dennis Hopper’s tirade lasted most of the class. We had been supposed to read and peer-critique four compositions that morning, but Dennis Hopper only transformed back into Dick Leary twenty minutes before class ended. He gave a violent, dismissive wave of his hand and barked:

“Go on! Get the fuck outta here, and try and make this goddamn world a better place!” And then as suddenly as he came Dennis Hopper was gone and Dick Leary had returned.  “Well, I guess we’re out outta time,” Dick said, “So next Wednesday we’ll pick up where we left off with the peer evaluation of Jessica, Sharon, Dave and Charlie’s stories. Have a great weekend, guys!” And with that we filed from class and to freedom.

After class I was supposed to go over to Jeff McBride’s place in Baie D’Urfé for rehearsal, but before I left school, I needed another coffee and another smoke. The Oval was practically deserted when I got there. Ed, the long-haired guy I bought acid from sometimes was tending bar, and Bob Dylan’s Greatest Hits compilation was blasting from the sound system.

“You look like shit Will,” Ed said, pouring me a cup of the sludge that they called coffee down here. I nodded as I paid and went to sit down by the door. I was waiting for Gertie; though she didn’t have class today, she had promised to meet me in the Oval and drive me over to Jeff’s.

I sat having my cigarette and my coffee, thinking about Dick Leary/Dennis Hopper’s rant. I couldn’t get over how hypocritical he was being. Yeah when they were kids the baby boomers - aka the Hippies - had protested Viet Nam and Big Corporations and they lived on communes and dropped acid and smoked grass. But then when they got out of school, almost all of them took jobs with or started their own Big Corporations, created the ninety-hour workweek, popularized disco, Abba records and the Bee Gees and became the coke-snorting, social-climbing status-conscious Yuppies of the 1980s.  The Hippies, who had been so opposed to capitalism, so against war, pollution and poverty had elected Ronald Reagan to the White House and Brian Mulroney to Parliament and were running IBM, GM, Microsoft, GE and the military-industrial complex. The generation that founded Greenpeace and the Peace Corps was ruining the planet with CFCs, PCB’s, holes in the ozone layer, deforestation and acid rain.

The Boomers like to talk about how we, their children, have it so good and how little we seem to care about anything. How are we supposed to give a damn with the example they’ve set for us? The generation that was supposed to change the world wound up selling it to the highest bidder. Right now, unemployment among my generation - labeled by Baby Boomer spin doctors as Generation-X - is insane because instead of retiring and opening up more entry-level positions the Boomers are hanging onto their jobs, leaving young college graduates to work at McDonalds or gas stations or dépanneurs across the land. Worse, the Boomers have had so few kids that when they retire we're gonna be stuck paying into a government pension fund that probably won't even support them before it goes completely bankrupt. We’ll most likely never benefit from a single dollar we pay into our government pension plan. The Baby Boomers like to claim they made the world a better place and I suppose they did: they made it a better place for themselves, and to fuck with anyone else.

I spent an hour waiting for Gertie in a hangover daze before realizing that she wasn’t there. I left the Oval for the payphones. Traveling down the hall and up a ramp, I was in the basement of the Casgrain Sports Centre. I bought a chocolate bar from the vending machine and then called Gertie’s place in nearby Pincourt. She wasn’t home; her mother answered Gertie’s phone and told me that she’d gone over to a friend’s house last night after we all went clubbing. I was stuck for a ride to Jeff’s place because Mrs. Schwartz didn’t know whose house Gertie had gone over to. Gertie has a lot of friends, but I don't know who she'd have gone to see at four-thirty in the morning - the time we got back to her house for.

I made my way outside and through the blizzard to the #200 bus stop on Lakeshore Road. It started snowing yesterday, off and on, but it never stopped. Now the snow was already ankle deep and blowing hard enough that I couldn’t even see more than ten feet. I waited in the driving cold and snow until finally the bus rolled up. It was nearly deserted as I took a seat in the back for the ride to Jeff’s house.

Like most of us, Jeff still lived with his parents. They were in a nice, trendy upper-class Baie D’Urfé neighborhood with plaster columns over the door to his house, big bay windows in the living room and white brick with black mortar. Jeff’s an only child and takes full advantage of his parents’ undivided love and generosity. When Jeff started developing an interest in music, not only did his parents buy him a bass and an amp and pay for music lessons, they also had part of the basement converted into a rehearsal studio, later equipped for recording.

Jeff’s parents were of course at work when I arrived. Jeff let me in and we headed downstairs. The smell of hash hit me as we got to the basement. I’d known Jeff now for a few months. He’d been putting together a band, heard me sing and asked me to join. Now me, I wanna make movies; I wanna write, direct, but fame is fame and art is art, so I took Jeff up on his offer and joined his band.

It was late fall and on Saturday nights the Brass had karaoke. I went with Gertie, and for the hell of it I ended up doing two songs: Credence Clearwater Revival’s Bad Moon Rising and Guns N’ Roses Sweet Child O’ Mine. I admit, I was trying to impress Gertie; she and I have been hanging out for over a year now and I really want to go out with her. Anyway, I nailed my two songs and while I was sharing a pitcher of beer with Gertie, Jeff came over and introduced himself. I auditioned the next day and Jeff made me the front man for his band. He played bass; his girlfriend Julie Kennedy was on drums and Pascal Lebrun was our lead guitar.

Jane’s Addiction was blasting from Jeff’s stereo as I got out of my coat and Docs. Everyone was there, including, to my surprise, Sophie, the dark-haired, blue-eyed girl I’d met in the Oval the day before and her Punk friend, Heather.

“Will!” Sophie called. 

“Hey!” I called back.  Jeff and Pascal’s friend Sylvain was there. He was firing up a bong full of hash and passed it to me after taking his hits. After my class with the ranting, raving Dennis Hopper and Gertie no-showing, the bong hits were more than welcome. Julie kissed me hello as she took the bong. I sat down with Sophie, Heather and Pascal.

“So how do you know Jeff?” I asked.

“I’m actually Pascal’s friend,” Sophie said, “When I came up for school from Quebec City, he’s one of the first people I hung out with.”

“Cool,” I said, noticing the appreciation that seemed to pass over Pascal’s face. Pascal’s a great guy. He’s one of the nicest guys I’ve ever met. Totally down to earth, totally with it. Everything makes him happy.  It was obvious to me that he at least sorta liked Sophie. And who could blame him? She's sexy and curvy and that jet-black hair of hers with the pale skin and dark blue eyes...Sophie's fucking hot. I stole a look up her skirt when I thought nobody was looking. She was wearing black tights and no panties. I could feel myself getting hard and knew I'd be looking more than a couple more times before I left.

We smoked and talked a bit while Jeff and Julie set up the recording studio for our jam. It was always fun to record and then listen to ourselves even if we were months away from doing a decent demo tape. The playback helped us go over what we needed to work on, like my falsetto and Pascal’s chord combinations and Jeff’s problem keeping the rhythm with Julie’s drumming. That one was our big joke. Jeff and Julie were a couple that couldn’t stay in sync. Jeff was also sniffing around a couple of clubs on the West Island, he told us, trying to get us a gig. It was a slow process, but still we were all starting to come together as a band and things could only get better. Sure we might not ever get anywhere, but these were fun times, our times. And we were all having a blast. It helped me take my mind offa Gertie not being there, and I got to hang out with Sophie in between jamming. It's always great to have people around when you're playing. It helps you to, like, relate to an audience. Since I've been part of Jeff's band, I gotta say that this is some of the most fun I've ever had.
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Pascal Lebrun: She Walks in Beauty Like the Night
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I like to read a lot of books. Philosophy, poetry, history, science, anything I can. I read stuff like Stephen King and Tom Clancy, and Robert Ludlum too...I’m not a snob. But some things I read I remember always, like the Jim Morrison biography, No One Here Gets Out Alive, or Lord Byron’s poem, She Walks In Beauty Like The Night. I read that in high school, in English class. But the first time I met Sophie, I heard in my head that poem.

I went to high school in Pierrefonds, in French. My English is not the best but when I wanted to go to CEGEP I wanted to go in English. Why? I want to learn the arts. Oh, there are excellent French CEGEPs for the arts, but I find that the people in those schools being very elitist, very pretentious and very much snobs when they get into those programs. If you go to

the Plateau Mont Royal you see the kind of people what I mean. It's those kind of person in the French CEGEPS - always pretending to be so great and creative. I just want to be with normal people who like the same things I do, you know? I had decided to go at John Abbott College because of its film, television, arts and music programs. Sophie’s father was from Montreal and wanted her to see the city and Sophie wanted to go to an English CEGEP also, so it was natural that we go together at John Abbott.

Anyway, Sophie and I knew each other since before we met, because in my secondaire trois, my third year of high school, my French teacher made our class do correspondence with a high school in Quebec City. Sophie and I got each other’s names, I guess. It went out of class too, because we started calling each other sometimes on the phone. We sent each other pictures, like when I grew my hair long, when she got her arm tattooed and when we graduated.

Sophie and I are friends who can tell anything to each other. Like what an asshole my brother Michel is; like her affair with the gym teacher in her last year of high school; how my high school girlfriend broke up with me and went skinhead; how hard it was for her when her grandmother died. So when Sophie came to Montreal for the first time to find a place to live for September 1989, I was looking forward to get to finally meet her. Sophie came into Montreal in July of ’89. She was only starting CEGEP in January but she wanted to learn the city and work until then. I was to show her around, help her find a place. I knew what she looked like from her pictures and so at the bus station at Berri downtown, I waited for her in the terminus.

When she got off the bus, Sophie was in a black T-shirt, black safari shorts and hiking boots. I’ll never forget what she looked like. Sophie’s not thin and she’s not fat: she is like a Renaissance-painting woman. When Sophie saw me and smiled at me I felt it from my face to my balls...I don’t mean that to sound vulgar. She came into the station, running to me. That’s when I heard it in my head, the poem.

She walks in beauty like the night 
Of cloudless climes and starry skies;
And all that’s best of dark and bright
Meet in her aspect and in her eyes:
Thus mellow’d to that tender light
Which heaven to gaudy day denies.

“Pascal!” she called. “Comment ça va?” She dropped her bags and ran to hug me, and kiss my cheeks. Her shirt went up in the back when I hugged her and my hands touched her skin. When I think about that, I still remember how she felt under my hands. Maybe it was the rebound from Manon leaving me to become a skinhead, so I tried not to notice how she was making me feel. Sophie is my friend! I can’t mess that up with feeling in love with her. This is just the rebound. At least, that’s what I was telling myself.

I’ve dated some girls since Sophie moved to Montreal but nothing was serious. And when I was with them, I kept thinking of Sophie. Last summer, I took a vacation to Gaspe for a month, just to get away and see if my feelings would change. They didn’t, and every night I kept dreaming of her.

One shade more, one ray less, 
Had half impair'd the nameless grace
Which waves in every raven tress, 
Or softly lightens o'er her face;
Where thoughts serenely sweet express 
How pure, how dear their dwelling place.

Sophie goes out with lots of guys. She just wants to have fun, she says, and she doesn’t want a relationship. Whenever someone she’s with gets serious, she breaks up with him. I don’t want to lose her because she won’t go out with me, so I keep quiet...because I love her. If I can’t be with her, I want to be her friend. I admit, it is sometimes difficult and I get depressed sometimes when she’s seeing someone new, but I go on with my life, you know?

Like, during last week. Me and Sophie got some pot and decided to skip our classes and go back to her place. She rents a bedroom in this small old house in Sainte Anne's. She shares with three other girls the house; they have a living room and a kitchen and a bathroom upstairs and downstairs. Sophie's room is downstairs, between the living room and kitchen. It's a nice little room, and even though nobody was home and we had the whole house, we went to sit in her room to listen to music. We had just finished smoking up and we put on a Jimi Hendrix tape. Sophie sat on the floor against the bed and I leaned my head over the side and we shared one of my cigarettes. We sat there just listening to music and then the song Little Wing played.  "Hmm," Sophie said. 

"What?"

"This song,” she said, “Last Friday me and Sylvain came back here when we left Jeff's we were listening to this tape. God, we were still so fucking stoned, you know?"

"Yeah,"

"Well I was lying on the bed and he was on the floor, sitting, you know?" Sophie said, "And we smoked another joint... and then I was resting my feet on his shoulders and he started rubbing them, you know? Anyway when Little Wing came on he'd turned around and was rubbing my legs all the way up and down and my skirt got pushed up over my tummy and then he pushed my legs apart and started kissing my pussy over my tights."

"Oh," I said. My face and ears were very warm and my stomach was very cold as she told to me this story.

"Yeah," she said, "He just ripped my tights off and started eating me. Then he picked me up and flipped me over and just started fucking me. It was wild." Sophie took a haul from my cigarette, smiling at her memory. “I love this song, man," she said, "Wanna smoke another joint?"

"Yeah," I said, "So are you and Sylvain going out now?"

Sophie shook her head. "No," she said, "We're just fooling around. You know me.  I don't wanna have a boyfriend."

It’s this kind of thing that hurts me. I love that Sophie trusts me so much she tells me everything. But I can’t keep from feeling like my heart is broken when she does tell me these things. She just doesn’t know how much it hurts me. Sylvain’s my friend and after she told me this I couldn’t stop thinking about him doing it to her and how much she liked it. And at the same time I wish I could have told her how I feel but I know what it would destroy our friendship if I did. I wish that I could meet some girl who will make me forget how much that I love Sophie. Or maybe she and I will go out together someday and fall in love. I don’t know. For now, I’m happy being her friend and being with her.

And on that cheek, and o'er that brow
So soft, so calm, yet eloquent,
The smiles that win, the tints that glow,
But tell of days in goodness spent,
A mind at peace with all below, 
A heart whose love is innocent!

Maybe nothing will happen with me and Sophie. I don’t know. Probably not. But if there is a reason God brought her in my life, it was to make me a better person. Even if she never loves me the way I love her, I already have so much because she is there.
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Julie Kennedy: La Nausée
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So, when I wake up it’s dark. The phone is ringing. That’s what woke me. I can see the light on the phone flashing. Its screaming noise hurts my head. I try to wake Jeff up, but he’s out cold. The green light from his alarm clock says that it’s just a little past eight. I sit up and my stomach goes woozy. I fumble for the light, and turn it on. My eyes are stabbed through with the pain of the sudden light and my stomach rolls over.

“Oh Christ,”

After everyone left this afternoon, Jeff took me back upstairs to his room. We fooled around until it was nearly time for his parents to get home. Then, he wanted to get high. Jeff keeps a small stash of Horse that we dip into every now and again. We must have fallen asleep after we shot up because his works are still spread out on the table by the bed. The phone’s still ringing, ringing, ringing and finally I find the strength to reach for it over

Jeff’s body and answer it. I take the time to light a cigarette before speaking.

“Hello?” My throat hurts. My head hurts. I feel like I’m going to throw up. Thank God Jeff’s parents didn’t come up to say hi. Bad enough we’re both naked, the sheets twisted up at the bottom of the bed, but Jeff’s gear right out in the open? Not cool.

“Hey, Julie?”

It’s Brian on the phone. I lean over to the side of the bed to pick up my T-shirt. A migraine goes off in my head like a bomb and my guts threaten to puke. I throw my shirt over Jeff’s works. “Hi Bri,” I say, between puffs on the butt (the only thing keeping me from puking), “What’s up?”  So, I cradle the phone to my shoulder and rub my eyes. I feel like shit. A long drag of my smoke helps clear my head and settle my stomach a little better. I’ve got to lay off the Horse

“I thought we were all going to La Nausée tonight,” Brian says, “Gertie, Will and Dave are all over here already. Where are you guys?”

Jeff’s rolled over, his eyes are half-open and he’s staring up at the ceiling still a little strung out. So am I, I guess. I can smell my cum and his and our combined sweat on his skin and mine. Everything has that gross, fishy smell and I feel sick again.

“We’re still both here, Brian,” I tell him, “We’re just in bed.”

“Oh,  fuck!”  Brian  says,  alarmed,  “I’m...I’m  not...interrupting something, am I?”

“No. We finished screwing our brains out a couple of hours ago.”

“Oh,” Bri doesn’t say much for a bit. Then, he asks: “So are you guys still coming, tonight?”

I put the phone against my chest, and turn to Jeff. “Everybody’s waiting to go to La Nausée. Jeff. Jeff! Everyone’s waiting for us. We’re all supposed to be going to La Nausée,” I tell him, “Are we still going?”

Jeff shakes his head.  “I just want to stay in and chill,” he says, “you go.”

“But I thought we were going to go out together tonight!” And I’m upset about this because all week I’ve been looking forward to taking Jeff to La Nausée, and maybe even having a quickie with him in the bathroom.

“I can’t,” he says, “I’m too out of it.” He kisses my hand and looks up at me all dazed. “You go,” he says.

I hate it when Jeff’s coming off smack; he never wants to do anything.  “Fine,” I take the phone back, “Bri, Jeff’s not coming, but I am. Did Sophie and Heather say if they were coming too?”

“Sophie’s going to hang with Pascal and Sylvain,” Brian told me, “But Heather said she’s up for it.”

“I’ll give Heather a call to tell her I'm on my way once I’ve grabbed some food. Then we’ll meet you guys at your place.”

Even though I feel sick, my stomach seems to be hungry. I don’t know how much food it can handle right now. I hang up the phone and get out of bed and start picking up all my clothes. I get on my bra and my plaid riding pants. I steal Jeff’s Sisters Of Mercy T-shirt, and climb back onto bed to kiss him goodbye. I put my panties in his hand. He takes them and smiles, smelling me on them.

“That’s so you think of me later tonight,” I say, as I kiss him again.

My Docs are downstairs with my jacket, which means crossing paths with Jeff’s parents, who, I’m sure, will know what we were up to. Well, at least the sex part. If they knew we shot smack, I think they’d send Jeff into the Army, or something.

Mister McBride mutters hello, flipping channels when I cross the living room to the front door.

“Hello, Julie,” Mrs. McBride says coldly as I pull on my boots and my MA-1 jacket. Outside it’s stopped snowing, but they still haven’t cleared the streets yet.

“Hi, Mrs. McBride,” I say, opening the door, “Bye, Mrs. McBride.”

I walk out and down the street to the Number 200 bus stop, and smoke another butt while I wait. My head clears in the cold. When I breathe the air makes the hairs in my nose freeze. I’m halfway through the cigarette when I see the bus coming. I ride it down to St-Charles Road and get off and go to McDonald’s for a late supper. Cheeseburger and a small fry go down great with a vanilla milkshake. I call Heather’s place from the payphones near the bathroom.

“Hey, Julie!” Heather says, “So, you coming’?”

“Yeah,” I say. Having eaten and smoked a few cigarettes I’m feeling a little more with it, “Are you taking your car, or do you want me to drive?”

“Are you sure you’re up to coming out?” Heather asks, “You don’t sound too hot.”

“No. Yeah. I’m fine,” I tell her, “I’m just a little...out of it.”

“Do you want me to drive, then?” An offer I’m not willing to refuse.

"Yeah; it would take the pressure off, a little.”

“I’ll borrow my parent’s car, then. Where are you?”

I tell Heather where to find me and I go order a coffee. McDonald’s coffee isn’t exactly a high-end, gourmet blend, but I am in serious need of some caffeine. I sit in the smoking section and wait for Heather. When she shows up, she practically causes a riot. Her Mohawk is full up, held firmly in place with a ton of Vaseline. The rest of her head is freshly shaved. Her eyeliner is black, her lipstick as well. Under her leather trench coat, Heather is wearing her freshly-shined knee-high Doc Martens, black fishnets, a short tattered plaid flannel skirt and a halter top (black, of course). She has a dozen rings in her ears and black lace gloves with the fingers cut off.

So, Heather walks up to me, and everyone is staring. I love how people react to anything strange or different. It’s like anything outside the realm of their little West Island suburban experience must be a potential threat to their safety. Heather and I have had this conversation before: about how our Punk appearance reflects society’s own bigotries and ugliness back at itself; about how if we can’t expand people’s minds, we should completely explode their minds instead. The sides of my head are shaved, but when I wear my hair down you can’t tell. I look like just another little blonde West Island tomboy. I stand up and Heather and I look around at all the people staring at us and we share a look. The best way to blow these people’s minds is obvious to both of us. These people are expecting a freak show, so we give them one. Heather French-kisses me, and I slide my hand under her top, squeezing her breast as she grabs my ass. I’m not bi, or anything, but I do have gay and lesbian friends. But as funny as it is to know these White, middle-class suburbanites are shitting themselves while Heather and I make out, I do feel more than a little uncomfortable doing this. I do get a little wet though. Maybe that’s why I’m more than a little uncomfortable. So, when Heather and me stop kissing, she asks:

“You ready to go?”

“Yeah; I just have to swing by my place to get changed.” “Cool.  We’ll call Brian from your place so he doesn’t have a spazz.”

So, I’m still wearing Jeff’s Sisters Of Mercy T-Shirt when we get back into the car from my place. But I’ve also put on a super short skirt with spandex shorts underneath, and my hair is tied up, the sides of my head just shaved, and black and white striped thigh-high stockings and my Docs complete my evening wear. I wore something less dressy to my Prom. Me and Heather share a joint on the way over to Brian’s.

“Julie...can I ask you something?” she says, lowering the volume on the Ministry tape we were blasting. For a minute, I’m kinda afraid she’s going to ask if I liked kissing and touching her before. Thinking about it makes me remember how her nipple felt in my hand. But I don’t really want to think about it. The trouble is I do think about it. See, back when me and Heather were in high school we went on a camping trip one summer with her parents. This was way before Heather shaved her head and before I turned into Skate Girl. We had a tent just the two of us, Heather's parents in one tent and her brother and his friends in another. That night me and Heather - both virgins at the time - started talking about sex and stuff; we started talking about what it would be like to have sex with another girl and it wasn't long before we were kissing and touching each other. It was beautiful but it was kinda weird and uncomfortable, too. It was the only time anything like that ever happened and we never told anyone else about it.

“Umm...sure. What?” I asked, really afraid of what she's gonna say.

“When we all left this afternoon...you and Jeff shot up, didn’t you?”

“Yeah, we each had a hit,” I said. I almost wish she’d asked me the other thing instead, ‘cause I know what's coming next.

“Is that why you were so strung out?” She takes her eyes off the road long enough to give me a questioning look.

“Probably, yeah,” I tell her. No probably about it, and we both know it.

“Julie...heroin is so dangerous! And it’s easy to get hooked on! It’s not like weed, or even acid! Why do you do it?”

“Jeff and me only do it once in a while!” I tell her. “It’s not like we’re doing it every day, twice a day!”

“And when we all started smoking as kids a pack lasted us a week. Julie, just think about what you’re doing. You’re putting poison...real poison...into your body.”

“Okay,” I say, “can we not talk about it right now, please?  I wanna have some fun tonight.”  People who’ve never done smack just don’t get it. I know how addictive it is. I know what it can do to me. That’s why I don’t do it often. But, how can I not do it? The rush is unbelievable; like getting fucked by God. It’s chemical bliss.

So, when we get to Brian’s everybody’s hanging out in his living room, his mom and dad giving us our space, by staying in the kitchen. Everyone’s smoking a butt. Brian, Will, Gertie, Dave, they’re all lit up in this small space.

“Jesus!” Heather says, “It’s like the Oval in here!” And that’s probably another reason Brian’s parents are hiding in the other room.

“Ready to go?” Bri asks.

“Are we taking my car or yours?” Dave asks Heather, as he gets up.

“We’ll never all fit in one car,” Heather tells him, “Me and Julie will take my car and you, Will, Brian and Gertie can take yours.”

“I hate paying for parking downtown,” Dave growls.

“We’ll split the parking and gas,” Heather says, looking each of us in the eyes. In other words, pay for parking or else, “Five bucks from everybody and we’ll both have enough for parking and ten bucks of gas each.” So, that settles that. We drive down out to Highway 20 and head downtown.

La Nausée, the Nausea in English, is one of two great Punk clubs in Downtown Montreal, the other being Les Foufounes Électriques (The Electric Ass-Cheeks). La Nausée is on St-Laurent Boulevard, near Ste Catherine Street. It’s on the top floor of this converted warehouse and you have to go up three flights of steep concrete stairs to get there. When you get up the stairs, you’re in this bare lobby with a coat-check. Given the ongoing war in this town between the fucking skinheads and the punks, coat-check is mandatory. The lobby and the front bar are decorated with wall-to-wall airbrush reproductions of H. R. Giger’s surreal paintings; Li II, and Biomechanical Landscape, mainly.  There’s a dance bar at the back of La Nausée and the front bar is more of a pool-hall type of place. The two bars are separated by a short hallway that leads to the bathrooms; both bars play the same music, but the front bar is the place that the Crescent Street Ginos hang out in to pretend that they’re hanging out with the Bad Boys. It’s brightly lit and, other than the music, could be any other pool bar downtown. La Nausée plays a lot of hardcore, industrial, punk and alternative stuff. One of two places in town to go if you want to hear Ministry, or Nine Inch Nails, or Skinny Puppy music in a club. And when you cross that hallway, instead of going down it to the bathrooms, you cross into our world.

The dance bar at La Nausée is all strobe and blacklight. The music is about twice as loud as it is in the pool bar, and there are no real tables. Instead, wire mesh bars are set up all over the place with stools on either side of them. The actual order-drinks-here bars are set up along the two outside walls, and by the DJ booth is a small lounge area with shitty vinyl furniture. The room is dominated by the elevated dance floor where most of the strobe lights and the fog machine are concentrated.

So, the six of us check our coats and head straight in to the dance bar. Dave and Will go stake out a place for us to sit, Gertie and Bri go get the first round, and Heather and me go dance. Gertie and Bri bring our drinks to us and join us dancing. Gertie’s the first of us to quit and go sit down as Will comes up to dance. Of the six of us, Gertie looks the most out of place. She’s glammed up in black, but it’s more the type of outfit you’d wear at Metropolis than La Nausée. Dave’s in his usual uniform of black on black on black, with a braided ponytail undercut. Brian’s the kind of person who dresses neutral: faded blue jeans and a tight white T-shirt, his blonde hair neither long, nor short; Will’s more of a rocker type, with his shoulder-length hair and his close-shaved beard, and the faded jeans and t-shirt with the plaid flannel tied around his waist. More and more of us nonconformists are starting to dress the way he does, though, and I’ve started to hear the word Gung or Gunge or Grunge used to describe the look. No doubt three hundred-dollar Gap outfits aren’t far behind. I like Will. He’s an interesting guy, and I don’t spend enough time hanging out with him. If I weren’t dating Jeff, though, I have to say I’d probably be with Dave - or at least fooling around with him. Dave doesn’t seem the type of guy you’d want to get serious with, or the type you’d trust too much, if you were serious. But he’s well cut; he works in construction and does a lot of exercise. I’m not sure, but I think him and Gertie might have a thing. The way they hang around each other...I don’t know because whenever Will and Gertie are together, you’d swear they were going out. But something about the way she is when she’s with Dave...it’s different, somehow; more sexual.

So, around one, about three hours after we got there, we crossed into the pool bar to relax a while. Dave and Heather have been sober all night, sticking to coke; La Nausée gives designated drivers free soft drinks all night, which is cool of them, but it sucks watching all your friends get bombed while you sip sodas. Gertie and Will are pretty hammered and very touchy-feely, and Brian is also definitely feeling no pain. He’s a little antsy, though, and keeps looking at his watch, and out into the hallway. I’ve had a few, myself, and I’m in that horny-drunk-girl stage where I wish Jeff were here. I guess that this is the type of moment that confirms to you that you’re young and this is your time to be alive. I don’t know. For me, this is just another Friday night out with my friends.
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Brian Klein: Needs
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I first noticed the guy when we all crossed into La Nausée’s dance bar. He just locked in on me, making me notice him. Total eye contact...and it was like I couldn’t look away. Dave and Will went to get us a place to sit and Julie and Heather went dancing. Gertie came with me to get the drinks, chattering away about how cool the club was. I don’t know. Gertie’s a flake and I wasn’t really paying much attention. I know Will and Dave are into her but I really don’t know why. That guy was at the bar and while I was waiting for our drinks ignoring Gertie’s loud, pointless chatter, it’s like I locked in on him again. He was just staring at me. I wanted to look away but I couldn’t. It was like I was hypnotized or something, because I just wanted to keep looking at him. I guess Gertie got that I wasn’t paying her any attention but didn’t get that I was ignoring her because she just,like, yanked my head around! I swear if she wasn’t a chick, I’d have decked her.

“Pay attention!” she said, all annoyed, “I’m talking to you!” And she started off again. Thank God our drinks came, because I swear I almost told her to shut the fuck up. We brought over Dave’s coke and Will’s screwdriver, and then

























































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





