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Standing on the
subway platform. Thinking about the man I loved. T.S. Eliot sipping
tea and turning away from his beautiful despair. He never really
liked coffee. Preferred to sleep in waiting room chairs. Never
pulled a fire alarm. And turned to the Church where he hid until he
died of emphysema.
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It must be
marvellous to be rescued by death. Instead of being left at the
station. Waiting for a train that never seems to arrive. There are
no clocks. Mice play below the tracks. Like children in Chernobyl.
The sky is so blue on that afternoon. The planet is whirling
carefree through the universe. I can feel the darkness approaching.
Down the tunnel the choir sings Cohen's Hallelujah. Across the way
on the wall is a poster. I struggle to find my glasses.
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A moment
caught. An angry aside. Two people glance at each other on the
subway and never see each other again. A piece of conversation
drifting passed. A question is asked. But no answer is heard. The
wreckage of time and space. The frightened look. What are you
thinking. Why are you looking at me. I feel like there is a suicide
between each of my thoughts.
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A poet leans
against the sliding doors. Bent like a spatula. Anger in his
Charlie Manson eyes. Jaundice. Was that me a few moments ago. The
universe struggling to put up with me. A cigarette in his mouth.
Should I rip it out of his lips. It might make him feel that he
belongs. 'What are you looking at', words struggle out his mouth. I
was thinking of summer. When I had her breast in my hand.
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Does she
remember that August afternoon. When we fucked in my room. And the
office workers across the street watched us. On their lunch break.
So many thoughts that mean almost nothing. That shuffle through an
old man's mind. Meaning has so little to do with reality. I feel
like sleeping. Almost all of the time.
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I thought I
would be on the train forever. That each station is a repeat of the
one before. An old man was snoring across from me. The newspaper in
his hands was slipping away.
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Everything is
manic. Bicycles, cigarettes, toilet bowl cleaner, air conditioners.
Bastards' words rattling around in the the spin cycle of their
mouths. Hanging their friends out windows. Handcuffed by their
pointless kicks. Drugged with darkness. Was there a point to
feeling. Anything. Everyone is listening to stupid men with their
hair parted. On the right.
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The women who
taught her at Vassar. Were liars. Ivy League poets line up in
Beguines' bed sheets to sleep with her. Some hanging from clothes
lines. Flagellation in the wind. The pornography of sensitivity.
The order of Beghards of Privilege. They gave her
awards. She thanked Joyce Carol Oates. I don't know how she can
continue to pretend. Everyone remembers her readings. No one
remembers what she said.
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When did the
modern age begin. From cowboys to Bugsy Siegel. On a freight train
driven by Buster Keaton past a bar where Bogart is drinking with
Sinatra. Picking up speed through 'the lip' and 'the crib' and the
'Rickles rib' into Donald and Daffy and Trump. We've substituted
stories for the truth. I was in the garden when Jesus was betrayed.
It wasn't Judas, or Peter, or Dylan who betrayed the Lord. It was
Jesus.
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I keep my eyes down. In the car. Its not reverence. Its fear.
Someone might recognize me. And I wouldn't know what to say. She
had the right words for every occasion. (An impish grin in an old
woman's laugh.) Words that came cackling in ironic tales
with stories of survival in northern Rosedale. Or the Annex. Or the
Six Points. In every parade we waved her like a flag and just like
the queen she waved back. She is the image on the back of your Mass
Card. And the box of Cracker Jacks. We smiled so
smugly at our cousins to the south. Now we had a country that now
had a mouth.
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In 1517 Martin
Luther stapled his 95 Theses to a telephone pole. His kids warned
him that he was moving too fast. He just laughed and declared that
the future was just beyond the headlights... he meant headlines. In
the next decade he joined the Princes to put down the Peasants
Revolt. Thousands died.

But that's the
cost of steering the future
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I know your mother...
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you’re making this very difficult
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this isn’t my car
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strangers
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you smug little Canadia
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there’s something...
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get to your point...
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Canadians are so green






tmp_515a0dbbbb09d66a07790e59e461ab23_a2bJ7f_html_4dc8cd58.jpg
did you hear that...
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