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Losing


I am losing my
voice. Words. Vocabulary. I am forgetting what things are called.
'Thing' is my go to word. It is not Alzheimer. It is something
else. Something worse.
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Skin


My skin is
getting looser. Sometimes I'm afraid that while I'm showering it
will slip off and curl around my feet like a wet towel.

My skin is
disappearing in flakes

a blizzard in
slow motion.

There are
things growing on my body.

I am turning
into a tree.
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Bertie


I was standing
in the bus shelter when this woman pulling a grocery cart came from
across the street and pulled up beside me.

“What are you
doing here?” she asked.

I looked at
her. There were rags wrapped around her hands. And she was wearing
one of those furry Russian hats. And a bright yellow and orange
crossing guard's jacket.

“You have to
get out,” she said.

“Excuse
me.”

“This is my
shelter. I claimed it last week when Bertie passed on.”

“This is a bus
shelter,” I said. “It doesn't belong to anyone.”

She looked me
up and down.

“How did you
get here?” she asked.

“I walked.”

“I mean this
country,” she said.

“My parents
landed by airplane.”

“See. My
grandparents came by boat. I was here first. Boat trumps
plane.”

“I don't think
first has anything to do with it,” I explained. “We are all
immigrants.”

“I'm not an
immigrant,” she said.

At that moment
a large man stepped into the shelter. He was native.

“This is my
shelter,” she said to the new stranger. “It belongs to me.”

The big man
looked at me for a moment than turned to the woman.

“Fuck off.” he
said.


Your Story


Everyone has a
story. It is replacing the Faith in God. It is narcissism. But most
stories are boring. Or just so much 'fluff'. And all of them have
as their purpose... 'the real me'.
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Eh!


I went to my
ear, throat and something else specialist. Recently I'd been having
dizzy spells. And my balance was a wee bit off. So I stopped
drinking. When that didn't help I went to my doctor. Who sent me to
this specialist. Dr. Hoover. He sent me for some tests. And the
tests came back.

“Well, I got
good news and bad news,” he said. “The bad news is that you've got
a brain tumour. And you will have to go see my colleague, Dr.
Rushmore. He will no doubt send you for an MRI. I don't know if
you're supposed to say 'a' or 'an' before an 'M'.”

“What's the
good news?” I asked.

“Well, you'll
probably, eventually lose your hearing in that ear. The one that
has the tumour.”

“Oh,” I
responded. “How is that good news?”

“Well,” Dr.
Hoover said. “You won't have to listen to country and western music
anymore.”

“Oh,” I
responded. “I don't listen to a lot of music. I find it
distracting.”

The doctor
shrugged. “I tried.”


Dawn


Its
intoxicating. But they keep throwing me out. The perfume sections.
Of drug stores. And department stores. Sometimes I walk through.
Slowly at first. But in the third or fourth cycle they get
suspicious. Sometimes I walk right up the the counter. They give
samples. Oh my God. The younger employees laugh with me. The older
battle axes call security. Why can't they have stores like this
just for men.


Passing


When my father
died I stood in the family backyard, under a tree, my heart
racing... bewildered. At the end of the yard was a deer. Stood
there for a moment, looking at me, then leaped over the fence and
was gone.
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MRI


Nothing
prepares you for an MRI. Except maybe a modern jazz trio. 1 a.m. In
the basement of Toronto General hospital. They give you a key to a
locker. and a garment. You change. And wait. The girl across from
me looked petrified.

I smiled
comfortingly.

“I don't want
to talk,” she said and picked up a magazine. A two year old
Vogue.

There was
another guy at the other end of the room. He was with his wife.
They held hands.

The place was
dead quiet.

My name was
called. I was led into another room and then through a door that
had a danger sign over it. I laid down on a table. They placed a
mask over my head. And lodged my head in with small pillows. A cord
was placed in my hand with a red button on the end.

“If you start
to freak, push the button,” the young woman said.

Then they
wheeled me like a Cuban cigar into a tube.

Then the
banging began. Like old hot water radiators. I had an itch. But
wasn't supposed to move. Just give me the thumb screws.

Then it was
over. They wheeled me out. Three technicians. Looking down at my
results. Laughing.

“Your doctor
will call you,” the young woman said.

Moments later I
was on the street. It was cold and lonely. I haled a cab. None
would stop. It was as if they couldn't see me.
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Every


The night sky
seems deep and still. Quiet. And yet it is moving at speeds that
are incomprehensible. That's how Every explained his need to drive
fast. He was the kid at the Fair who kept going up on the roller
coaster and begging the manager to make it go faster. And yet he
was slow in school.

My mind is too
fast for learning. I go to grab it and it rushes on by.

Every got a job
as an Engineer on the CPR. And he howled with joy as the powerful
locomotives picked up speed. But then he saw the new jet liners
streaking across the sky.

He bought a
heap. Poured his heart into fixing it. And did all the jibber
jabber things you had to do to make it go faster. And man, how he
could fly. Girls were thrilled. It was like dating a ride at the
Carnival. Bumper Car, The Mechanical Bull, The Whip, The Scrambler.
Every was all this things. But he could never hold onto one
girl.

What he really
wanted was to become an astronaut. To rid himself of this planet.
He had the windows of his car tinted. It made him feel as if he was
going faster. That he was outracing light. And then one night. On a
dark country road. He put the petal to the floor. He saw the
speedometer. He did not see the railroad crossing. Or the
train.


Jehovah


Word of my
health issues got around. An old friend of mine from high school
made a call on me. An acquaintance. I gotta admit I was surprised
to see him. Fred Funk. Most of us thought he was dead. But there he
was standing in front of me. I invited him in though I had no idea
what we were going to talk about. It wasn't like we were buddy
buddy. Fred took a seat on the couch. I noticed right away that he
was dressed up. Nice dark blue suit and a grey tie with a white
shirt as you would expect. He was scanning the room, to get a feel,
I guess, for my success or lack of success in the world.

“I heard you
were on death's door. Mat.” Fred leaned forward. “Don't be
afraid.”

“I wouldn't go
that far,” I said. “A couple set backs.”

“I heard
otherwise,” Fred said. “But the world's end is imminent so your
timing couldn't be better.”

That was the
moment I decided I had an appointment to make and ushered Fred to
the front door.

“You know what
its like with dentists. You don't show up and they get pissed off.
And they have that drill. Last person you want to rile.”

“What about
Jehovah,” Fred said. The last words as I closed the door behind
him.


Story
Teller


And now the
lies begin. I hoped that I could tell the story as it happened.
Like a black box in an airplane. I can't help myself. Like the
scorpion and the frog. If I tell you what happened on Friday I keep
thinking, it could be better. Or funnier. Which of course brings
into question the stories of historians. Or Trump's Fake News. But
news and events in history can be verified with multiple witnesses.
I wish that I could just relate the facts. Sgt. Joe Friday. But its
all through my eyes. And there are no facts. There is just what I
saw.


DVD


Dr. Rushmore
showed me my results. It was like a NASA picture of the moon. He
pointed it out to me. It was a small black hole. Not even the size
of a pea. He said it was not cancer. It was benign. B9. Which is
what I started calling it. It felt like a sentient being in my
head. Like your cat snuggled up against your chin. A
Tamagotchi.

“Its growing,”
he said. “Right now its pushing against nerves that affect your
hearing and your balance. We could operate. Try to take it out. But
we've buggered up so many of these operations that we avoid
intervening if at all possible. You could end up a blithering
idiot.”

He didn't say
the word 'buggered' or 'blithering idiot'. But that was his
meaning. We would monitor B9 every year or so and see if things
changed. He gave me a DVD of my scan. I carried it around in my bag
for weeks.

I had a yen for
popcorn.

I went into a
bar for a drink. I told a girl at the bar that I had a tumour. She
said it would cost me two hundred. I wasn't really propositioning
her but that was her reaction. A hundred and fifty, I countered.
'I'm not getting off my ass for anything less than 200.' Whatever
happened to the hooker with a heart of gold. I passed. Then spotted
a magazine with pictures of Melania. In the nude. I took the
magazine into the washroom.

Of course none
of this happened.
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First Lady


Cow pies.
Everything looks like pumpkin.

French parlour
maids. Magazine spreads.

Presidential
wives spreading their misfit magpies

Grazing in a
field of mushrooms and tonsils.

'Don't call me
a hooker or I'll sue you.'

'Its just a
poem for Christ's sake'.


Meds


I told my
doctor I was having trouble sleeping. I couldn't stop thinking
about B9. This was the worst think that happened to me since my
heart attack. Makes ya think. Wasn't much of a heart attack. I had
sweats. I was wearing two sweaters. It was August. I went to a
clinic. Told them I was sweating, shortness of breath. I wondered
if it was too late to take out life insurance. The girl made me
fill out a form. They gave me a blood test. Next morning they call
me and tell me to get to a hospital. Call an ambulance. Waited for
it outside on the street. I felt like a smoke. Ambulance pulled up.
The attendants rushed up to my house.

“I think you're
looking for me,” I said.

I got into the
ambulance and lay on the gurney. Or whatever they call that table
with legs and wheels.

“Either one of
you guys got a cigarette. Dying for a smoke.”

They shook
their heads.

“That's
alright,” I said. “I don't smoke.”


Genie and
Larry


Genie would
line up for hours to get tickets for the next big event. But
wouldn't buy them.

“I love the
experience of lining up,” she told me one cold winter day as we
waited for the Kipling Street bus. Then she didn't get on.

“'Waiting is
what civilization is all about. Its following the laws of courtesy
and respect for others.”

Sometimes she
would go to the airport, luggage in hand and wait in the terminally
long lines. If the flight was delayed, her day was made. I used to
see her a lot around town. Movies, baseball games, sales, buses,
ice cream trucks.

You see I liked
to butt in. Even if I had no intention of going to a movie, I would
butt into the line. And people would cry out as if I had committed
some heinous crime. Sometimes management would come out and throw
me out of the line. And I would be on my way. That's how I met
Genie.

I butted in
front of her. And the crowd started howling.

“This young
lady happens to be my fiance and she was saving a spot in the
line.”

And that's how
we got engaged. My name is Larry, and Genie and I are waiting at
the City Hall to get our license. We have no intention of getting
married.


Heart
Attack


“You've had a
heart attack,” the doctor said then left the room. Abruptly. An
empty room.

I lay there in
the hospital alone with the comfort that the big one was coming.
And it wouldn't be long.

A woman entered
the room. Middle aged. Attractive, wearing conservative attire. She
did not have the badge, 'volunteer' on. She looked like a Trump
supporter. There are a few of those in Ontario. I had no idea who
she was.

“And why are
you here?” she asked. She stole my question.

“I've had a
heart attack. Now I'm waiting. Ya know. For the after shock.”

“You are so
brave,” she said. Then she left.

That was odd I
said to myself and then fell asleep. And dreamed.

'I've just won
the lottery!'
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George


“Why is
everyone so upbeat? Optimism is a drug. People who say the glass is
half full are the ones who drank the first half.”

That's what
George said to me. George liked to chew gum while he worked. He was
my barber.

“It makes me
sick. I feel like I ate something that has turned.”

He added than
added more.

“Its the
Hallmark Card of philosophy. Those bastards and their dimples. And
bland cute little sayings. Like sticking your finger down your
throat. I wish things were otherwise. But, I think you may be going
a little bald on top. How about I cut your hair into a nice sweep
over. Like Jean Paul Sartre.”

I said 'what'
and then I said 'okay'.

“Feeling good
does not change facts.” George continued. “Smiling did not stop the
Titanic from sinking. Or those bastards flying into the two
towers.”

George got into
some stuff about Martin Heidegger whose book Being and Time was
haled as one of the most important texts of the twentieth century.
And then in 1933 Heidegger joined the Nazi party.

“Even smart
people can turn out to be morons.” George said. “Everyone is an
expert. Would you like me to snip out a few of those nasty little
hairs in your ears and
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