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“Everything is
a metaphor.”


In the eleventh
or fourteenth century, the facts are fuzzy, in a small town in
southern France people had hallucinations. Centuries later
scientists suggested that the bakers had accidentally laced the
flour with an hallucinogenic drug. Rat feces. The town folk,
including the mayor, the doctors, and the police said they saw a
dark turd move slowly across the sky.


Doger
Ransel
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On October 19
of 2017 a long cigar like figure was seen passing through the sky.
Oumuamua, it was named. No explanation for its nature was brought
forth before it disappeared once again into mystery. In 1948 Doger
Ransel bought a Land camera, the Model 95, in Boston at Jordan
Marsh department store for $89.75. He wanted to make postcard
pictures of his girl Mercury DeBlanc. They went to a park and an
isolated corner where they couldn't be seen. Doger captured dear
Ms. DeBlanc's smooth milky breasts. And something else. A long
cigar like figure moving through the sky across the face of the sun
making the yellow ball appear to be laughing.


Mercury
DeBlanc
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Weeks later two
officers of the law appeared at Ransel's apartment door. Mercury
answered the door. The police asked to talk to Mr. Ransel. She
informed them that Mr Ransel had gotten unfortunate news of his
mother's sudden illness. He had left for Toronto that morning. The
officers looked at each other. One of them produced a postcard out
of his pocket. He asked if this was a picture of her. Mercury
looked at the postcard and shook her head.

“Its a lovely
postcard, officer. And the lady is quite attractive but it is not
Mr. Ransel's mother.”

“Is it you?”
the officer asked with a tinge of impatience.

“I don't
believe so. Is there a problem?”

“A judge has
declared it lewd.”

“Lewd. Is that
bad?” she asked.

“Yes, mam.”

The officer
reached out for the postcard. Mercury was about to hand it to him
when she stopped.

“What is that
thing in the sky?” she asked. “The cigar like thing?”

“Thing?”

The officer
took back the postcard and reexamined it.

“I hadn't
noticed,” he said. He handed it to the other officer.

“My goodness,”
the second officer gasped.

Months later
Miss Mercury was brought into the police station on a different
subject. A bank had been robbed. It was the third in as many
months.

“I am not a
bank robber,” she explained.

“Then explain
this,” the officer said. “It was found on the bank floor.”

It was one of
the Ransel's lewd postcards.


Princess
Custodian
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Doger
Ransel

In the 1700s
there began a small cottage industry. It was the production of
wooden noses. Wooden noses for addicts of snuff. Snuff which ate
away at the nose. You'd think that losing your nose would change
your behaviour. But nothing stops an appetite. Its the same with
sex. And so I began my business of erotic postcards. Which hastened
my emigration from the United States to the land of the north. And
the Empire Royalists. Toronto. A smug bourgeois town filled with
tittering.

I made a
living. For ten years. I would have sold bibles if they could have
kept the cupboards full. But then just as business was swelling,
other forces reached in for their percentage. The Church. The City.
The Mob.

I had a small
shop. Selling postcards and such. And of course at the back, those
naughty photographs and later magazines. I had a varied assortment
of customers. Librarians. A lot of librarians. Teachers. Artists.
Businessmen. And some women. I even had a delivery service. People
would call me on the phone and make requests. And I would drop them
into their mail, in brown paper envelopes. It was all very
intriguing. Like a spy movie.


Will

I started
collecting in high school. Sometimes old tapes that my old man
threw out. He had a huge collection of 'Beta' tapes that became
suddenly redundant. And then there were the sales at various
stores. Ma and Pa shops that found these tapes at discount prices.
In grade eleven we had to make a class presentation. Mine was 'the
history of pornography'. It did not go over well.

I used to go
down to this shop downtown. Behind the city hall. It was a little
shop with a small bell over the front door. The place was always
dark. The proprietor was Doger Ransel.

Mr. Ransel and
I had many interesting conversations. He didn't believe in reality.
How many senses do you have? 'Sight, hearing, taste, touch, smell.
And so your notion of reality is shaped by these five senses.' What
if there were other senses? You must read Kant. (I never did.) Mr.
Ransel always had a smug look on his face when he talked to me. He
called it the Socratic method although I couldn't see it. Not that
I knew what the Socratic method was but it just seemed like he was
being nosy.

One day, I
think it was Ash Wednesday, I stopped by his shop. I moved to the
back of the store where Mr. Ransel kept his older pieces. A lot of
them were books with these wonderful old German illustrations. It
was while I was browsing through these books that I noticed the
body behind the counter. I could only see his shoes and the bottom
of his leggings. I looked around. No one had noticed me. I grabbed
a bunch of his postcards and sneaked out the door. The next day I
saw a small piece in the back pages of The Toronto Star.
'Pornographer murdered in his shop'. I guess that should have been
former-pornographer.


Thor
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My father was a
professional wrestler. Lord Athol Layton called him the 'terror
from the North'. My father was called Thor. He carried a large
wooden mallet. He used it to level opponents in the chest. He
called it Odin's heart attack. One of his most famous bouts was
with Sweet Dady Siki in Madison Square Garden. My dad said that
Sweet Dady was also a country and western singer. Like Gene Autry.
Who the hell was Gene Autry? The worst thing about wrestling was
'B.O.' Some wrestlers did not shower regularly. Afraid perhaps of
losing their allure.

My father
approved of my collection. Everyone should have a hobby, he would
say. Better than wandering the streets. I showed him my postcards.
He looked at one for a very long time. Too long. Like he hadn't
seen boobs before. Most wrestlers had them.

“What's that?”
he asked.

I looked at the
postcard. There was this big black log in the sky.

“Looks like a
U.F.O.”

Imelda
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Imelda

I was a
novitiate in the Sisters of St. Joseph when I met Mike. He told me
he was a ufologist. I thought that it had something to do with
fauna. We met at breakfast. The church's work of feeding the hungry
in the basement of St. Peter's Church. Mike was homeless. And he
looked rough. And smelled worse. But there was an infectious smile
and an innocence about him. He told me we had been visited. Nobody
had to sell me on that. Look at all the ugly people in the country.
It's one of the reason I joined the Sisters. That and the precious
blood of Jesus.

We gave all the
men (there were few women) a good meal. A bed to sleep. A
breakfast. And a shower if they wished. Sometimes a local barber
came and gave men haircuts. Mike took advantage of the haircut. And
the shower. I accidentally walked into the men's change room when
Mike came out of the shower. I blushed from head to toe. Mike
smiled. And there was something else. He was... excited.


Mike
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Mike

I had listened
to Art Bell on the radio for years on his radio show Coast to
Coast. He was one of those men who had an incredible affect on
anyone who couldn't sleep. And all those thousands of truckers
across the land rolling through the night. The show was about UFOs,
the Deep State, Conspiracies, and odd things that no one could
quite believe. Who cared if it was factual. It killed time. I
suffered from insomnia. And Art got me through that part of the
night when a deep sadness would fall over me.

And then one
night at my parents cottage I saw one. A U.Effing.O. I didn't know
who to tell. There was no one there but me. I couldn't find a
camera. It was over in a flash. How many times had this happened to
people. Throughout history. And you pass it off as a quirk in your
mind. Or if you're religious, a revelation. Or if your mad, alien
life. It came up in conversation. With an old friend, I called him
old Doger Ransel. You ever play that game, he said, where one
person whispers a secret to his neighbour and that neighbour
whispers it to another and it goes on like that for some time.
Finally you hear what was whispered. And it has no resemblance to
the original story. Reality is like that. It just keeps changing
with the telling.
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The Beaux

The Beau
brothers were triplets. Popping into this world seconds apart on
the feces slide of their mother. The late Helen. Although she lived
to be 85. Mr. Beau prided himself on his wit and sophisticated
sense of humour. He named his sons, El, Lo, and Bo. The three boys
were a handful. Energetic, curious, and sometimes mean spirited,
they crashed into life like a beau in a china shop.

The three boys
were identical in looks, character, and voice. Because of this when
one of them was being punished for some infraction of Mr. Beau's
rules, which were always exceedingly fair, all three boys would be
punished. Just to make sure they punished the right 'infracteur'.
This practice continued throughout high school. Soon even the boys
couldn't tell who was who. And then there were girls.


Mr. Stabler
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The 8-bit home computer Commodore
64 was introduced into the market place in January, 1982. Volume production started sometime in the
spring of 1982, with machines being released on to the market in
August at a price of $595. Dalton Mackenzie bought one. Under the
advise of his teacher Mr. Stabler. “If you want to invest money,”
Mr. Stabler said to his grade eleven class, “don't invest in stocks
or bonds or computers. Invest in pornography. There will be boom
times.” That summer Mr. Stabler retired from teaching and headed to
California. A young girl named Shelly Long thought about what Mr.
Stabler had said and told her parents. They became very upset and
started phoning around to their friends and the parents of other
children in the class. They showed up at his house with torches
blazing. They were too late. Mr. Stabler had headed
west.

Mr. Stabler
stopped in a shop in the small town of Bunker Hill, Kansas. He
noticed a stand of old postcards. He grabbed a handful of the
postcards, paid for them, and threw them on the passenger seat of
his car. As he drove through the long fields of grain on either
side of the highway something caught his eye. He picked up one of
the postcards. It was a picture of a half clad young women in a
park. And in the sky was a cigar like image.

“Well, isn't that strange?” he said.


Will

Wonder is the
beginning of wisdom. That's what my pappy used to tell me. So I
headed out to Alberta to join Stampede Wrestling and the famous
school called 'The Dungeon'. I was a big fan of Owen Hart and Chris
Benoit. Both wrestlers had tragic deaths. But I was determined to
be a star in the squared circle. I signed up. It was tough. I
lasted a week. They said I was too theatrical. And that I should
lose weight. Too many things on my body were sagging. So I headed
out to California. Hollywood.

I only had
enough bus money to get me to Kansas. I was left on the door steps
of the people of Bunker Hill. And I was hungry. A trucker who was
headed up to Calgary gave me the remainder of his Big Mac and
fries. I took that as an omen. Good things were about to happen. I
got a ride almost right away. An ex-teacher from Brampton Ontario.
Mr. Stabler let me do most of the talking. And talk I did. I almost
put him to sleep behind the wheel, so I suggested that I drive. I
did. I talked. He slept. And against my judgment Mr. Stabler picked
up another hitchhiker.


Imelda

I got booted
out of the convent. They said I wasn't suited for the life. I kept
gawking at men. God, I couldn't help myself. Wasn't Jesus a man?
And then I made up for lost time. Man after man. I went through
them like Kleenex tissues. I don't know what I was looking for. And
then one day I was sitting at this outdoor cafe with my friend Myra
when this gentleman comes up to the rail next to me.

“Sister,” he said.

I looked up. It
was Mike. All spruced up. Turtleneck. Patches on his blazer
elbows.

“I went back to teaching,” he said. “And I have you to thank
for that.”

My mouth was
hanging open. Myra kicked me under the table.

“This is my friend Myra, Mike. Mike, Myra. You were a
teacher?”

“Drama,” he replied. “The perfect course for high school
students.”

Mike looked at
us for a moment.

“Well, I'll leave you to your coffees,” he said as he moved
off.

I looked at
Myra. She looked angry.

“Shit!” I said and set off after him.


Mari Mo
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Mari Mo

In 1956 Norma Jean Mortenson changed her name to Marilyn
Monroe. And Nikita Krushchev attacked Stalin in a speech, “On the
cult of personality and its consequences”. American actress
Grace Kelly married Rainier III, Prince of Monaco. And I was born. The first baby born to a man.

I saw a
photograph once of two men standing in front of a wrecked car, the
car Jayne Mansfield was killed in. The highlight of their life.
Their one claim to fame. They looked so pathetic.

I was not
actually born to a man. My father in his excitement at having a
little girl wrote his name in the 'mother' line. No one noticed.
Nor would I until I got my password. I was moving to Hollywood. I
was going to be the next 'Jayne' or 'Marilyn'. I took the bus. I
get air sick. We had to get off the bus at Niagara Falls for
immigration. A startling handsome young man asked me what my
business was in the United States. 'I'm going to be star,' I
replied.

I fell
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