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‘ ‘ABSTRACT '
' THE PARIS OF AMERICA
. . ) Richard Elger @

Ny

v

This novel'is the first part of a.two—pé;t work in which the mythical
story of P;ris of Troy is con;ained in the archetype of the moon cycle.
Each chapter ié on; of the twentyteight phases of the moon, and part one
cénsist of the first fourteen. '

Paris, an ordinary young Canadian of the nineteem séventies, moves

Ve

\ through the archetypal elements of his prédeceésor reveaiing his identity 3

and the identity of his adolescent homeland. ﬁ
. His anima, Mary Monday, is a composite.df: the moon, the goddess of
love, Pop cultuée, America, the goddess of Fortune, and Mary Magdelene.
His rela;ionship with -her cpntrols his Fate and the m;veﬁent of the plot.
Because theythemes are not Q;ebecois but Canadian, the setting is‘

Anglo-Montreal. And because Paris, France, was the mother of ‘bohemian-

ism' and Montreal is 'Le Paris d'Amerique', Paris and Mary move in the

e 1

.\A sociéty of Montfeal's'bar-rogm bohemians: a subculture whgre pop, disco,
kitsch, jazz, drugs, homosexuality, anarchy, art; s&cialism, fe;inism,

. and poetry ;ll mix. And where the qnly common denominator is rebellion

against: the father. -

The style of the novel is comic. The method of parody is reduétion:

' romance is reduced to sex, culture is reduced go kitsch, great historic-
"al and mythical persons are m;niaturizéd, the Trojan war becomes the
struggle for an identisy,*art grovels at the feet of business, and re-

ligion becomes materialism. Popular forms such as the punchline joke

and the political cartoon are also utilized. . { -
e
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Gump climbed across a‘mountaiq of éeething garbage and slid into a .

. ‘
telephone booth. He waved flies away from his face as he dialed the

hd 2

number.

1

!

~ ¢

"Hey Sybil," he snickered into the phone. "I've spotted one of
L~ '
your cases. That Parls guy, you know, the rock star,"

When he laughed, his, Adam's apple bobbed up and down like the bounc-
ing ball in a sing-along movie.

"So? He's tryin' to commit suicide right now!"
He peered out at the street through his thick, coke-bottle glasses.

. , R
p "Hey, I'm not goin'’out into the middle of a highway. I'm paid for

counselling, not-stunt work. It's ‘mad out there! And he thinks 1it's a
bullfighf. Must be on drugs. Did you give him anythinévlast week?"

"Certainly hot," Sybil answered. "I'll be right oier, so you gtay
there. yﬁere did you Qay'y;;'were? ‘3ight!" ‘

t

In one motion she hung up, ran over to her files, pulled out a

dossier, and rushed out of thé'clipic. She.co&ld s&ell rain ‘as she sig-
nalled for a taxi. The temperaturﬁ wasfdrobpiné. i
lA cab in the outside lane spotted her agd swerved .inward, bringing
the inside. lane acreeching to a halt as 1t/skidded up to her.
' "Park and Milton," she said, climbing in.
N ”ﬁ;udit chien!" the driver muttered: ‘

As the car-sped down the main street, cutting in and out of lanes,

running yellow lights and H&irovly missing pedestrians, she atteqpted to

3

thumh_through ‘the dossier.

‘ ]
Paris De: Kitschman. 24 ‘years old. - Musician. One brother. Ohe
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‘ gister. Parents divorced. Mothet institutionalized. Father a rich

recluse.
The c;b squealed to a stop. Horns screameﬁ. The driver bullied his
f
way across an intersection. y ' . )
She squinted ag her handwriting, notes scrawled wﬁile Paris had,

N

poured out his‘tale of woe: insomnia, depression; could be suicidal.
Request for valium denied’

She flashed back to that ‘previous wéek. He had 1ookéd like a Qadb.
puppy, the way his long blondé hair had hung on each side of his face
had reminded her of a Cocker Spaniel. He had seemed to be a prisoner
of his own anima, such a degperate’longing for a woman.' He had shbwnﬂ.
immediate signs of transference, reaching up to kiss her whenever she
had comforted him. ' Gump had commented that Pa;is was fixed at the

)
Oedipal stage, hating his father and longihg far his mother. Whatever'

3

The boy was lovesick, suffering from a broken heart. He projgcted the
undiscovered parts of his own psych; ;nto a woman;and when that woman
left,he felt as if part of himself had been torn away. And ‘now he vas
suffering'like a dismembered soul, not. realizing iﬁ was his own whqlenegs.
he longed.for.

The cab was stuck in a traffic jam on Sherbrooke Street. When he

wasn't swearing at the other cars, the driver scowled in the rear view
\ .

[

mirror and swore at her. ~ {

Lightning momentarily whitened everything, like a flaaﬁbulb& then
they‘héﬁtd the clap of thunder. Rafp splattered on the windshield.

"Maudit chien:" the driver yelled, to let her know that ihis was hef
fault. \ ‘

] .
She ignored him and corcentrated on Paris, remembering that 918 ex-
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gitlfriend, 0, had wo;ked in ﬁer clinic teaching nutrition, O had com-
. plained about having to live in the city and having to support Paris.
His band ra}ely worked because it only played original songs. Then it
broke ﬁp epti;ely.and 0 moved to the country, probably'causing this
crisis, she thought.
Looking out the window she could see that they were hopelessly caught
in trpffic. Since she wasn't too far from her destination, she decided
to walk the rest bf the way.
:}'ll get out here,” she told the driver.
‘"Sacrement!” the gfiver yelled, banging his fist against the steering
wﬁeel. "Sé you leave me in the ﬁiddle of this mess?"
e "And T need a reéeipt," she continued, ignoring his outburst.
"Tabernacle, certainement. Can I wash you; feet, too, while I'm at
ie?”
"He slammed around in the front of the car,(makipg as much of a com= -

motion as possible, finally plucking a recelpt from behind the vizor.

She took the blank receipt and handed him a bill., He stared ‘in

disbelief.

“Shit la merde, you gi&e me a twenty for a three fifty fare?"
She was losing her patience. .
"That's what I did all right. You're not As simple as you make out."
His face became red and swollen. He slammed his wallet open and
pulled the bills ocut violently.

"Yeah, you thin: you're somethin' with your afro hair and gypsy

clothes,” he muttered. "But you still look like an old whore!"

She sighed. She wasn't angry, it was actyally quite a typical ex-

perience. And she wasn't afraid, she had talked down kids with knives.

’
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She was just weary, a feeéling that wgighed,on her'oftenz recéntly. Though

she knew the motivatio;s, gould name and anaiyze bﬁg"?grces at work in , | .

_the psyche, even the mass psyché, it mQAe no difference. Huymans still ;

went on with the madness she must try to bear. ! A d
He thrust the change out to her, accusingly. He probably always ’ !

blames gsome outside force for his misfortune: the English, his wife, bad Lt

luck or whatever. And as long as he persists he'll never be able to help.

.himself. He'll reméin, like so many others, a slave of history.
She stuck the bills in her purse, pulled out her card and gave it

to him. He read it as she stepped into the rain.

SYBIL LAKE ' ‘ 11

P

Personal Potential and Development Counseling: *©

a

"Know Thyself"

Westmount Youth Clinic Tel: 932-3338 -

"Youth clinic?" he yelled ﬁp at her, "Is this supposed to be for
) " -
mg? o

"Don't worry," she said, opening her fbld-up umbrella. "We deal

with youthé of all ages."

She crossed Sherbrooke and walked up Park. The Park Avenue traffic

was blécking Sherbrooke, refusing to stop for anybody. Raiﬁ was pelting
down now, and cars zipping along thél;nside lane splashed pédesirians.
Sybil was wet by fhg time she saw ﬁari\s.

He had 1lifted his cape from his shoulders, the red silk cape already

soaked in the smell of cigarettes and beer from all the nightclubs he had '

played in now scaked in rain, and was waving it at the vehicles as they

roared by. Rush hour was in high gear and, because of the city-wide

a
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egos. You pour off the mountain and down into the city — my city —

Id

strike by maintenance workers, none of the stoplights was working. As J
he stood in the middle of the street, a steady stream of traffic rolled
by.

"A horde of plunderers!" he yelled at them. "An army of tinned

o

;ll the raw hostile energy of human nature canned and licenced by-the
state, transformed by years gflschpoling into well-adjusted competition!”

. : )

Horns honked at him and drivers yelled from rolled-down windows.
Paris didn't care. He felt that he had nothing to lose. The rain ‘fell
heavily and<the passing traffic lifted a %%r;y off the street thch
tasted like gasoline. I

He glared at businessmen speeding to their offices to make more
deals, labourers hurrying to worksites fo build more highrises, profes-
sors careening toward more publication, bankers hurling interest rates
higher. More, they all shouted, More!

More is what O/ had wanted. She wasn't thinking of Paris when she
left him, with no band, no money and no ;oman. More was the justifica-
tion for everything these days. Another guy was giving her a place to

v

stay in the country while she put her health-food restaurant together.

She had become weary.of propping up Paris's ideals, his.art.

P

Thoughts churned through his mind like the dark clouds overhead.

Thunder rumbled across the sky, like The Great Steamroller of Fate.

. —

' someone shouted at him. ;

"Get outa my way!'
He waved his fist in the air.
"You think the automobile is king. Safe inside your rusting metal

wombs you race through the streets of the city, ruaning over cats, dogs

and children without a3 murmur. from city hall! You wanna cover the world

N
.
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with concrete and steel!"

He held out his cape in challénge to a passing Ford. It brushed

'
» H

‘by with a honk.

"Oiéf" shouted a Spaniard, standing in the doorway of E1-Gitano's.

Th; rest of the crowd which had gathered huddled under umbrellas
and in doorways. - .

Sybil could see G;mp on the other side of the street. He was
waving furiously. ) ' . -

"What're we gonna do?" he yelled. .

P;ris held out the cape. to a truck bearing down on him. The angry
driver swerved toward Paris, but he sidestepped the vehicle and spun
round in a circle.

The onlookers applauded. N

"Why haven't the police shown up?" Sybil shouted to Gump.

"They're working to rule in support of the strike. They'd only
~ show'up after he was dead!"”

Gump's Adam's apple danced.

"My life is no longer worth living," Paris yelled at the cars.
"Either I die now, or I adm¥t defeat and become ordinary!"

"Die,"” someone screasmed.

Lightning shot across the sky and a thunderclap rang outy He

turned away from the traffic and faced the city, holding his ca

as if to teépt fate, and watched the cars disappear down the hill o

the other side of Sherbrooke. Street like lemmings into the sea.
"Paris!" Sybil called out.

He looked around, surprised that someone knew his name.

.

"You're going through a crisis. Life is taking you somewhere that's

aloft
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not where you thought you were going, so you're afraid. Don't‘Tight it.

There's a new Paris strugéling to emerge from the egg of the old Paris.,

Don't destroy yourself before you've given him a chance!"
1

His eyes were wide and bloodshot. P S

"Sybil," he cried. "I knew you'd come. You're the only one’who

can save me!"

A horn blared behind him.
- o .
"Look out!" Gump screamed. v

i

Paris turned. A red sportscar‘headed right at hgm. An igy shiver
ran down Paris's gpine. He leaptain‘the air just in ;ime, cdming S%wn
on the roof of the car as it whizzed undermeath. H; bou;cgd,and arched
through the air, miraculously landing on.hié feet. .

The crowd cheered:

"Paris," Sybil called out. "You see, you don't really want to“die.’

’

"I'don't really want to live," he yelled back. N

“Last week you told me how you used. to walk in the country, commune

with Nature. You described how it inspired you to feel the joy and
harmony in 1ife, and how ‘you loved to study it, always learning more,"

she shouted from under hér‘umbrella.
4

"Yeah," Paris said,mflapping drops of rainvater from his cape.

"And look at me’ now, in the shitty city, surrounded by asqhoiel. Living

here isn't living:"

There were screams from the pedestrians further down the avenue.

The red sportscar had turned aroundiand ;an dt%ving back toward Paris

. ®»
along the sidewalk. People were leaping into doorways and storefronts,
&

scrambling over each other in terror. as Eyey tried to get ouf of the

way.
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- - "Peritaps there's something you can learn here," Sybil suggested. T ‘,' &
"Maybe you will look back on your experiences in the ‘g:ity and realize '
. -+ that there were things you were trying% ignore about life and yourself. . ¢

Things you had-to learn here in the city:" . . 3

. "Look out!" Gump screamed, emerging from behind a pile of wet , Y-
garbage. - . ‘ -~
. . » ’
The red sportscar had careened out into the general stream of ; ' "

traffic and was again bearing down on Paris. The driver's face was red

. and excited. Paris could sea .the eyes bulging behind the windshield.

He ran southward, toward Sherbrooke Street, Sybil and Gump follow;ing L L
AN
1

.+ along the sidewalk, but the little car came closer and closer. At the e A

last moment Paris sidestepped in front of a truck and dove to the.pave-

ment, ;ettmg it roll over him as the red sportscar sﬁed by on the other

-~ \
'

L S - , v

B sidg. . . - ' .
When-Paris eme}rééd' unscathed the crowd whistled and applauded. He

stood U'p between the lanes of tfaﬁfic, 'with a glance back to see t.he ‘

red céar safely .;lownstream. ) , l . ’ . .

., " "Paris," Gump called out., "Why don't you come in off the strébt,

we'll go into Henri Richard's here, have a few beers and talk things )
o . e & ‘ T - '
. over." - . o, N .

Paris glanced '‘at him, wild-;eyed. : . .

’ . ) ‘
'What's the point?" ’ :
A R . ,

"I thought "you wanted to becomd a big gock star, Gump said. "You

b . want to vrite sopgs and have them played on the radio, add become . ) .
£amous — and rich." . '

+ .

"It's uéé}eu," Paris shouted. 'The music business is all sewn ‘up. . o

f
1 \ * . o T

No one has a chance unless they first sell their soul. Theé price is :-5 ‘ o,




more horr;?fe city. Like New York or L.A. And that's too revolting to

9 .

|

o

too high! Besides, 1'd have to leave Montreal and move to 53;; !iggei,_

x

even think about:"

-

Suddenly the red car appeared once again, hurtling up the sidewalk

from Bleury Stfeet, across Sherbrooke and up ?ark Sybil dashed up. the

a

’tﬁumped. She gave him a wink. . .

stairs of the Afmscrong.Funeral Home. Others drammed into chﬁcasmagoria

and Metamorphoses, .records and books flying in all directionms.

/ N

"He's coming around géain," S}bil called out. ‘

Paris turned to‘her.side of the street in{tﬁge to see the sportg-
car squeél into a turn in‘the parking lot of the funeral home and lurcﬁ
baék i&to the stream of traffic, heading right at him. |

AL leapt up onto ghé §ood of a gigantic Chrysler.' The driver honked

his horn and swore, but Paris just Weld on. Gump ran along the east

o

Qide of Bleury, ﬁéllowing Paris downthe hill toward St. Catherine
Street. Sybil rushed down the stairs and flagged~a.c§b, which came

squealing to a sfop and took off.a second later flapping the door shut |

behind her with its forward motion. <\ , ,

Paris could see Ehe red sportscar gaining on thg‘Chrysler, mprder

e

in the driver's eyes. e peered at the driver. He seemed to only have

\ ‘ ” (

one ear.
. \

"Paris,’” Sybil yell from the #axi window. "1 don't believe that

«

you have nphreaaon'fo 1living. There is something that keeps you going

1 L4
even now. S

e .
P
A bus rolled bes;he the Chrysler. Curiocus faces peered down at

Paris,” He scowled back at them. But there vag one.face, a girl with

hair and a bright smile. Her eyes twinkled at him: His heart

(l
) ' + ‘.h
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"What's important to you, Paris? Figure that 6ut and choose to
‘follow it. That has to be your: paths" ' ' ' v

i

N t
"I want a girl as beautiful as that one," Paris shouted, pointing I

up at the bus window. 'I want to be in Love'V .

‘ An explosion gf thunder roared above. The rain pelted dov;rn ‘like
mahch’it;e—gun fire. ' ' - \/]
H "ThenI it will ha\p\pen,"' éybil promised. ''Now get ou:t of the street."
As the flow of tr;fficl approa;:he‘d St.v lCatherine, the Chr}:sler sig-

nalﬁ&ed to turn. Being ;Lh the middle lane, it had to cut across another

-y

~lane to turn left. The driver. sped up and cut in front of a van. Horns
honked. ' The van broadsided Paris's Chrysler, sending it up onto the

sidewalk in front of a restaurant. Paris leapt into the air, flying |

\

past vehicles and pedestrians and landing in front of a sex shop.

\

As soon as he looked up he“‘saw the red ‘spor“tscar heading for him.

o)

. He rolled into the doorway. The car bum%ed up over the sidewalk and- -

-4

? crashed into the store window, scattering adult games, vibrators,

iingerie, aphrol‘lisiacs, plastic vaginas, dongs, leather harnesses, and

san electric Swedish teenage doll onto the pavement. )

Sybil and Gump appeared at Paris's side. .

»>
"He's in shock,” she‘said. .
) Gump was looking at‘ his watch.
N "Y¥a know, I'm supposed to be in class right now. X have to deliver.

?
[ 4

L
my paper on 3dolescent sexuality and 1ts relation to Pop Culture."
. '

' "Grab hold of him and shut‘up," she ordered. "This isn't theory

s

any more, this 1s’ real life!"

He obeyed. They both tock an arm with difficulty and dragged

' Paris £v6mthe scene. ’ - ' o a

S
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"What about that crazy driver?" Gump asked.-

v

They lookeéd at the red sportscar. The driver way nowhere to be seen.

¢
, 'L’he shop was- en;pt'y, too. It had not opened yet.
: "I'11 tell the police what we saw later," she said. "Right now-
} we'd better get this guy back home béfore he gets really sick. I know
; ¢ hgfe he lives. This way."”
: They dragged him chrbﬁgh the rain tg his apartment. The door was
open. They‘;:ook‘ off his clothed, dried him off, and deposited him in , ,
his bed. | o
"You stay here," she told Gump.. "Make an appointment with him to
‘ ‘ , geelme soon. 'I"hen call his brolther; éomeone has to help him gét back
- - - . on his feet." j ‘ | L *
' "Where are you géip‘?"
— 'I'm needed at the Clinic."
She vanished like Mary Poppins. - ‘ )
Lo "Spon-of-a-bitch!" Gump kicked the bed. "Life is just one ch‘ibng
v o L after anpther!" \ . :
— .‘He. ulled the knapsackﬁpff hig back anci rummaged inside, ‘extracting
lA.a small plastic vial. ﬂe;'opened 1t, and passed it ut;der Pari;'a nose.
\ Par'i jerked into wakefulness. .
“Good"" Gump said. /I need you cousciou {kor a few minu]tes."
' Parig,stared at him, dumbfounded..
. "First, we have to make an appointment." -
. He flipped through the pages of a largevbook also extracted from
the bag andl shook his head.
"We'r ‘b;oked sol@’d,\ man’. Kids are back i‘;n school, and ;te've got
b , * . all kinds ¢f problems :éo deal with. I do"n'lt know if we can consider ,

4 . A
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¢

lovesickness a priority item."
His Adam's apple did a little dance.
* "I mean, we've gof kids in here with real problems, cookie." B

He scribbled on a page. ~ !

"1'11 pencil you in for a month from now, OK?"

X

" Paris nodded, feebly.

A .

. fﬁey, come on champ," Gump snickered. 'Venus will watch over you."

He rooted in the bag and produced a piece of fol&ed paper. With a
]

great rustle he unfolded it. It was a large diaéram of 3 vagina with v

I3

labgls and*explanations written on the ?ide. To Paris it looked iike
the map of a battlefield. L
"This is what you want, eh?" Gump la;ghed.
fﬂen he pulled out a package of prophylactics.
"If you're goin' into the meat‘market, you'd better wear atmour,"‘ ’
he qaidi "VD is the gift that keeps on giving." 0

" His Adam's .apple ‘bounced.

"These were made just for you; they're Trojans."

'?aris'pushed them away.

1y -

"It's like taking a bath with your socks omn,” he nuttered,
v ‘

»

Gump's brow furrowed. ‘ - '

-

"OK. You try to help a guy and look what hhpbens."‘ :

He. stuffed everything back into his leather bag,;nd swung it up on

'

his back. Water flew everywhere. . y /

.

"I'm the kind of guy who takes precautions. I like to stay safe.
But I cap see that you jump right into the deep end.” - ’ A

He stood up. There was a puddle on ﬂSe floor where he had'been

4

sitting. A

)

«@

s b

[N T S

> Wangswy o of




R

[

.
e e v W % Y e

f

B AeaD So t
e Tan

"1'11 call your brother and tell him to look in on you. So you
just go back to gleepnnéw‘énd.when you wake up be ready to start your

life anew, OK?"

4

Wh;n hé walked away Paris could hear the water squishing in his’

~

shoes. .

A >

Paris's head sunk deep into the pillow. He saw the girl's face

in the bus window. -What was it about her; the eyes, the halo of hair,
. S .
the smile? No, something beyond that. ‘
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Saturd;y, the ngpnd v
, . X ‘

"I was that hippie who thought he could 1ive 4in the fields‘and play
gui;ar in the sun. ,But my habits dragged me down. My needs, ﬁy”appetftes.
1 cSuldn't do wh;t I imagined. I'couldn;t float like a cloud."

The Bopﬁe} 1adghed. 'his hair was combed back on both sides anq
puffed up on top in a hard high ;wirl, very fiftiés. He lookéﬂalike a

qrooster. . ' )

"So here you are back in.tﬁe city. Well, maybe’it doésn't offer
meaning or eternity, but it does p%pmisé a few moments of pleasufe, ehé",

The Bopper was Paris's older brother. He loved the city lLife.

Paris wanted to get to know hlm again, but théy hadn't been together for
years, separated by space an& conflicting ideology.

"The way 1 sée it,'" Paris continued, "mf‘whoié period with O was
introverted. I was trying so hard to preserve the saﬁctitylof my privace'
world; and the country was the place to do it. But since O l;ft, I've |,
come to th; end of that. I have to set off in a new direction, and- that
meansg straight into the'city." .

The Bopper nodded as if he understood. He produced one of the 'Sure, .
little brother' looks that used to anger Paris. qu Paris was amused.
The Bopper had aléays been an extrovert,' right ;t home in }he gingles
bars and discotheques of dow;town Hontreal. He had been nicknamed 'The -
Bop;;F' for that very reason. He 'bopped' around, riding the waves of
fad and fashion as they washed through town. He was the king of 'Bop
culture'. :

"You were introverted during your 0 period because of all those~“m

chemicals you ate. Anyone woydd be introverted with his brain frying

<

o




.Paris envied h;e brother's success with women.

in LSDL" : o ' . \ I

_ The Bopper had never .taken drugs. He was a‘body freak. Paris

smiled at the thought of his brother, the vanify and ambition that moved

him.” He was doing well in junior league hockey. At last a local paper

had given him gome recognition: "De Kitschmah's sizzling slapsﬁot a |

goalie's nightmare’. . ' . ‘

Paris had watched him put on a freshly laundgred shirt, one of his

RS w 8

_Brisson and Brisson'specials: a dollar for the cotton and buttons and

forty-four dollars for the name.. His torso was.musculaf and well pro-
portioned, with the kind of masculine beauty you'd see in ancient Greek

statues. The differénce was, the Bopper‘was all there, no parts missing.

v

\5 The Bopper had something. ‘Raris could see it as they walked down
¢ ’1 ‘ - ) . R
St. Catherine Street that Saturday night, past the crowds, and the garbage

on ghe sidewalk. Women of-every size, shape and sociq—economie class L

'

would patade by him with their eyes open. Instead of 'looking at the .

grounq ‘like most who didn't want to be bothered by some stranger on

-

the street, they looked right at the Bopper, and he looked right.back.

' . Q.
Maybe it was his grin. Like a crescent moon, it had magnetic power.

pe
"The way to live 1is to put all your comcentration and energy into
\
the moment, whether you're playing hockey, dancing or, screwing. That ¥QVf\'»

way, you' re\&n it, and you don't miss it when 1t goes by. You're alive;

#

man, ALIVE'" Qe told Paris

. The girls‘who walked byllooked up at the Bopper as if expecting ,
< .
something. . He had self—confidence, arrogance. He was firm,'stocky, Y '9
- \ .

i . .
and-musculer. ‘He walked with a swagger, bouncing on. the balls of his
feet, giving the iﬁpreseion of unlimited emnergy. Paris's body,. on the

other hand, was unencumbered by muscles. He walked elightly etooped
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qqder bis red cape, as if alre;ady exhausted. "‘His features were delicate

[~

and sensitive, his aemea:io;xf modest, although he did have a ély glint in
hié .blue eyes. -

The Bopper led the way into thg Rainbow Bar ardd Grill, lqoking over
the~gii'ls' as he passed the bar. l “

"There's a honey," he said, glancing at the leggy blonde perched on

" a stoql. - . .

A}
N

"I like them like that,” he continued as they sat at a table. "They're
‘ 80 ilnnocent, so Lmtouche;i. All possibility.! When they get toa o(‘ld '
thete'; no more surprises."
JHe gazed across the room. An older woman, sitting against the far
: wall, stared back. |
"Then again", he grinned, "there is something fascinating about older’
. women. They're so cool and composed. Experience! They know how to carry
thgmselv,es O s )
. He. ordergd two Molsons, then leaned toward Pari'.s as 1f to impart

3

some great confidence. ‘ ' ¢

Av-,;
"You know, sometimes I think I could sleep with-évery woman in the

Y

.-

city, exéept Allison. I have to draw the line somewhere. They're all

so tempting!™ -

B = ‘The Bopper was a hedonist. ﬁe. and;}Paris shared thé hunger for~ touch
B : . thi: ‘~qorhal -uﬁbfinging‘ and educational processing reﬁressed. _And they
both t;atgs‘ldted that'hung‘er int‘o sexual activity.
) "But don‘t‘you. e';rer‘ get -the feeling that one day'you'll meet a gi;ri
" who wi :'i)le THE ‘gi:rl?'f ‘Paris. asked. '

. N
¢ . s

e The Bopper jthrevg up his hands. .

L.

o "Now §oﬁ're-‘fl&ac~ing_ with clouds again, e\}ery cloud you see is more

"

<
O
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beautiful than tﬁe'last cloud. If you sit there waiting for THE cloud,

s
it

ytlau'll be sir.t:ingfchere for the rest of your natural born.

He took a gixlp'?of beer. o .

"And even when &ou think you've found Tﬁ% 31:15 two yeéré later
anotﬂer-THE girl comes along aJE you're fucked. Believe me, you've
always gotta leave yourself open. There's always gonna be someoné
coming along ;vho you want to be with and who could be, well who l.cnows
what? And you won't be able to go to her if you're tangled up in someone
else's life!"

* He raised his hands emphatica}lly, as' though discﬁss,ing a 'pa,ssionate
and tconsuming interest. " -

."Last weekend I"playecli an exhibition game in T.0. I met a girl who
was flyirfg fro;n Vancouger to Europe in ﬂe coffee shop at the airpoﬁl
We spent the whole weekend together. Stayed at the Four Seasons Hotel
— fifty three bucks a night for a double. And we did the town! On

monday morrning she went to Europe and I came back here. I'll never see

her agaie. Now that's what I call a perfect relationship.

He smiled with pleasure as he recalled the experience.

"She was from Germany. She'd been in Vancouver visiting part of her N

family. She ha@l a cute accent. She was quite shocked at how athletic
sex-is here. I said: 'ﬁey, what ;i‘ya want? I'm an athelete!' Apparently, :@‘
in Europe they still go in foé all that soft-lights-and-violins jazz.
Well, I figured it was my dtity to teacix her about my culture."”
. He poi:ted to his crotchf
"I told her that here we have to, perform. I mean, it's. a competitive

world! 1If you're not gettin’ what you want from someon%te"'s a

million mor?a out there!" toe AN
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18 ,
He picked up a beer bottle and mimickea a beef.ada

| ‘ "For me, life 1s a wet pussy, a hard cbck, and an easy drinkin' -
f’f—’—_ﬁﬁawKeefe.ﬁ

"Maybe in Europe they're still 1ﬁto Love," Paris suggested.

"Lgvé?" the Bopper laughed. ""Haven't,you heard? They changea the

t

"Well, what Mout &1l those people who stay together beéauée of
Love?" ,

"They stew in thelr own juice.”

"&ou've never wanted to marry anyone?"

Thé Bopper laughed out loud. °

"People get into conventional relationships because it's all they
know. It's like you've been trained as a file clerk but you hate the
iob 8o you quit. But two weeks later you have to eat, so you end‘up
getting another job as a file clerk." . '

He laughed again.

"I know some people feel that lhey need the security. But have you '
ever spent any time with married people? Theyﬂaék like the&‘ve beeﬁ
defeated. They can't do what they want to do, ihey always have’to check

.
with their mate. Why choose to be a slave? Monogamy was invented by

v
<

the weak, probably at some time when they were all afraid of the pox!"

The older woman from the other side of the bar stumbled over to .their
' S

table. She was unsteady on her feet, Had a @ew too many. She plunked

S rose into the Bopper's beer glass.
"Join us?" the Bopper pulled back a chair,

She winked and wrihkled her nose. Then she leaned over and gave the

Bopper a big, wet, alcoholic kiab.

name of Lover's Lane to Sex Drive." |

<
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"My husb;nd is waiting," she pointed to’the door.

"You made your bed," the Bopper shrugged.

""Meet me here at this table. Monday at five," she said, then leaned
over fb? another smooch.

They watched her staéger out‘the door. Then the Bopper grinned at
Paris and shrugged.

"It's either let's-get-married, or it's meet-me-here-Monday-at-five.
They all want to pin you down! Amazing! T saw a girl last night who i'd
gone out with before and really dug. But what happened before was, right -
in the middle of the affair, when everything was going great, she wantéd
to have avseéious talk about where our relationship was goiqg. I said-—
don't woéry about it! We're having fun now so let's.enjoy it, and what-
ever happens, happens! Well, I m;t her again last night and we  went out
dancing. She asked me what I wanted to see her again for. After we
went home and didvthe do and she knew what I wanted to see he{ again
for, she asked me if I would continue seeing her, and if sp, how often.
Was I applying for a job, or what? I said—what d'ya want me to say?

Two days a week? Five days a week? I said~—you phone m; if you want to
see me and I'll say yes or no. And I'll phone you if I want to see you |
and you cap say yes or no. Why does she always do that? When we're
together, just flowinq we have a lot of fun. Talking about it just ruins
it! As soon as things are set'and planned; they're dead!"

Jhctuafly," Paris said, "I like to have someone I can depend on,
somethihg solid. I don't like being alone."
| "Yeah, you always were tie sentimental one. And ydur life'll probably

be one big soap opera.” '

They both drank up.

DYDY PArRPl A ONPIR L S




L]
"And your life will be a blue movie.”
"The problem 1s," the Bopper mused as they walked tdward the door,
"that we live in the age of the ordinary. In other times people were hot ;

on the trail of anything rare. But what aroyses my interest in a woman -

is the ordinary, and they all have 1it! So how can I stick with one?"
They both laughed aloud on Stanley Street.
"And as soon as you confronﬁ the rare in her, her idiosyncrasies,

you lose interest.”

"Right."
They walked down past St. Catherine Stréet toward the discotheques. | j
It was the part of town nicknamed 'Vaseline Alley', because of all the ‘

homosexual activity. Pretty boys loitered on the street lookfng for

[T

plick~ups. On Saturday nights there was an influx of straights, attracted

to the area because of the outrageous characters and costumes, attracted,
] 5
by the sweet smell of the nectar of decadence. ‘

"Then again," the Bopber continued, "maybe it's just the reverse. ‘ 4

.o . ' §
Maybe I'm attracted by the details of each woman, those things that make

her different from all the rest. But when I penetrate her life and find
1

. ) )
out she's really the same as everyone else, an ordinary person, then I

split.” ’
"Either way, you split," Paris said.
"Yeah, but as soon as I've made it with a chic a few times, bang, .
she's laid claim tq my cock!" z _ . ‘
' Th;y walked up the stairs of a club called Die Lorelei, an old ) 1
German Beerhall um-pah-pah joint turﬁed &iscotheque. At the top of the ' |
stairs they paid their two dollars and were stamped on the back of their

e

hands with a big black cross. Then they walked through the door and




, g | / i
the music hit. them. It was loud enough to be Gabriel's horm.

i
A big bald Neanderthal in a clean suit led the way, wading through , é
the crowd. Paris noticed that he only had o6ne ear. ‘They followed 1in A i
his wake to their seats. The Bopper dropped some change in hig paw.
The primitive grunted and left. Then the Bopper led Paris tgward the
dance floor to find better seats. The club was dark except ?or the
strobes which rippled across the sea of dancers. . .
The dance floor! It was an ocean of flying arms, kicking legs;
jerking heads, gyrating bums. Bodies heaved, breathed hard. A genuiné"
sweat bath. Bits and pieces of movement caught'in a strobe flash. Gone.
An&ther bitf Gone. Whirling Slue lights. Red. Green. Neon rods drop from

d
the ceiling. Glow. Pulse. Back up goes the neon. Spots run across the

bodies, all jumping, swinging, twisting to a_single rélentless bass drum
> heartbeat. Thump thump thump thump, booming o;t of four Altec Volce-of- - Z 3]

the-Theater speakers and horns aimed down from each cormer én the balcony

above. These were hooked up to a two thousand watt amplification system . ot

powerfdl enough to blow the Pope off his throne at fifty meters. All .

¥
. - PR -

these watts coming from a power station kilometers away where man had
cunningly utilized the weight of water on its way to another ocean.

They c -to an aisle ;hich emptied into the dance floor. Bodies
poured down the stairs from the balcony into the dance floor, but a flam-
boyant couple :Tf:jzfcialized in entrances was blocking the flow. Th;y'
waited by the mouth until a hole opened up in the dan;ing crowd; then
they ;heeled o?t into the center in a frantic spin, like a whirlpool.
They seemed prepared to do it all night, spinning into the dance floor,
coming back, and spinning out again.

The Bopper led the way, shouldering through the crowd. He turned

back to Par;s. ' . \ f‘

s . .
. l‘ N
f \ . -
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-—_—:::ilykmges of Catholicism. Now .they .plunge& ingtead into
b4
‘ -Grban sprawl like lemmings, becoming a gteai: ocean of desire in

”_,‘

-

i

"Chink they'll let me through if I show them my golden bough?" he

said, clutching his manhood. : » , -

3

The Neandetthgi loomed ahead of the,i, gcowling. He was protechtﬂing
the gooﬁ seats. -The Bopper reached into'l{;s pocket a’nd‘pulled' out al
bill, then stuck it in the bouncer's paw. .jrhe big,’ burly man looked at
it?grﬁ;xted and lét them pass Paris looked back and watched him
knocking people out of his way as he headed back to the door. -

«

They sdt at a table right beside the dance floor. Paris‘ could not

" fathom it all. Drop a few centuries and these whirling ‘fig’ureé would

' T
have all befn\tryi:}g,tﬁ escape the addictions of the flesh, finding

C-
— v

They were all here, the sons and daughters of Greek restauranteurs,

search’of oblivion through the flesh.

British ll'.-ahkers,‘ Rouvesu riche c;:dst;:ugt#on contractors from the.Town.
of Mount Royal, Vt;.rdun shoe salesmen, ‘East End truck drivers (thg guys
who déliver the b:eei), West End judges, politicalve.canomists from the
U._of M., and Jewish art professors from L'Ecole des Beaux Arts, a;ll
bouncixig, sl;theriné, swinging, swa;'ing, jerking, jumping, weaving and
wheeling in private sexual fantasiea, like the molecules of 1:l.quid
Paris remémbered being heated:over a Bunsen burner in a High-School
Erlenmeyer Flaak hearing their mother's heartbeat 1,5 Booker T and the
MG's hitsoni "Melr{ing Pot"

The Bopper signalled to the waiter by holding up two fingers and the
eﬁty Molson bottle he fonnd on the table., The waiter nodde& and glided
over to the bar where '\a groﬁp o‘f Satan's choice were sitting, somewhere

between dead serious and dedd drunk.

N . M +
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him a fiver. i )

. Twilight."

A beautiful tall girl who reminded Paris of 0 sac beside the Bopper,

laid a red rose on the t:able and smiled. They both smiled back. :

% .
The waiter navigated island-s of isolated economic atoms #o clunk

their brew on the table. , E sy ' ' ¥

"How much?" yelled the Bopper. ,

"Three doll&rs," shouted the waiter. ! ,' . ' e

'Prices sure are goin' up around here,” roared the Bopper, handing

4

1 ©

"That's not all that's going up around here," bellowed the ‘waiter,
re:uming the change with a phallic lear. "It is quite a sciff drink "
. .4 ,
“ "Yeah/ the hard stuff,” the Bopper winked. .

[

"An Honest brew makes its own friends," the waiter camped.
t

" scrfamed the Bopper. "You gave me.a dollar too much.!

. "Here,
"Well, you are an honest brew,” the waiter exclaimed.

“Now I know what I can eypect from you." "

"Wait a minute,” the Bopper cried. "I wouldn't want to screv the

wvaiter.”™

"That's a shafie," the waiter ‘flipped a wrist, giggled and gave him

.a wink. "But by the way," he said, pointing to the ‘beautiful tall girl,

« s

- "what'll he have?" ¢ s . . .

He gave the wait:er a cold, bit:chy stare and walked of £ in a huff
"More into hia Yin than his Yang," the Bopper laughed ‘
"What're you into?" the waiter asked. , o

‘ "Npt you‘I o . - " h S

"Oh .God, you're not sti‘aight are you? Oh shit yes, 'i‘c"s Sat\,xfdfw

_ n'i.gh;'l Well, if y'oﬁ‘e\;er change your .colours ,givlé me a é'all, My nau!g‘a"

‘v
’
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. a .
He left them, laughing. .
Paris p:lcfked up the rose left by t‘}ge E:ransves;ite. He sniflfed it

" like Ferdinanci, nostrils t*lariné*. His eyes caught the grins of two girls *

sitting at the next table. He Stood up 'an' , with an antiquated bow, )
offered it to. them. The tough looking .onebtonished him by grabbing - .

o t:he rose. from hi; hand and'savageiy eating it whole. ’ .

o ., . . 't wasn't leven cookec‘l," the soft one giggled. : .

"I like it' raw," then tough one yeil‘éd, then gave her girlfriend a
kiss. ” ‘ . ‘
|

1t

“Let's dance," the Bopper suggested.
"Wanng ask them?" Paris indicated the tvo/ girls.
"de can't bre#k up a matched set,' the Bopper shook his head. B 1
They got up’ tot dance. On.this damee floor ydu didn't rieg.d a partner.

Y;)u could drift around until you saw someone you fancied and dance with

b

them, or just dance solo.

v

Beams of ‘coloured 1tght blayed"off revolving ball mirrors spraying

red,_gfeen, blue ahd yellow _rainbow dots g¥irling across thé floor..
-‘K‘veryt‘hing was mm_ring,é:ncgrs, the music, the lights and thg ‘floot.
Lo v ' ‘Thé only point of reference was the changeless beat.

Between the thumps was the old reliable disco high-hat cymbal:

Tchyup tchyup tchyup tchypp. It carried-the upbeat. - Between the two

they swept the bodies all over the floor — up and down, side to sidg,-

back and fotth.' ‘ y '

Paris lost his mind in the music. f)\ wawa guitar pushed him across "
o the floor with its wakgwakawakawakﬁwakawalga. A bass brought him back

> ' with its oombah ‘sombah oombah oombah.

Someon,e'dragge:i an elbow across a keyboard and the light man hit the ,




trobes. 'l'ﬁe motion of ail, the dancers became a series of flashbulb
snapshots. Arms in air. In the middle §f a turn. An arch, A crouch.

An.upward "stretch. Arms out.. Each dancer created his own series of

0
-

stills that existed for a flash and were gone.
, The étrob;s went off and spotlights played over, the dancers. Their

beams fbfllowed various individuals. A beam followed Paris for 'a while.

~ Then itécaught someone dressed liI;e a nun voller skating around the
edge ofg the floor. He had a face like Dante.

Thef nun skated over and c'mne on to {Paris with his eyes. Paris shook
him oft{ and wheeled over to a dark girl yith a fold-ou;; bo\d_y but.a weird
‘fgg)e wt;n had been star;tng ét him with out-front lus;é. She was danginz
witha ﬁollyvood blonde who iookgd like a doll. Paris tried to pick up

. ; N -

the doll by staring into her eyes while he danced with her, but she had-

other-ideas and spent the whole time looking at the ceiling. When he

[ ! tvurn"ed around he found that the Bopper had moved in on thg dark girl.‘ v
, L
. Shé was undulating her I;élvis"at him and licking her 1lips. '
;, | . The ﬁopper leaned over and yeiled in Paris"s ear. .
‘ "1 think she"s a boxer, that's why her face is pu\néhed.up. “Oh -~
N
- , . well, I'll put a flag over her head and do it for the country!"
A ) " Paris danced across the floor until he came to t;he soft girl from,
: . n ' t%he \table next door. Her eyeai tx'vinkled lvilke the 1lights of San F,ranci’aco..
3 \ . "™y name's (;aboose," she smiled. |
\ "P'aris." . -
They bot'h nodded. . ' '
! o "What's the shiow toni'giit?" he yelled in her ear. ] i
: <

' . ‘ * "Tap dancers,"” she shouted, her words quickly shattered into nothing-

ness by the Altec ,qpeakers.ﬂ "They're beautiful.”

L 4
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The music faded and a vedce leapt from the. speakers.

"Show Eime, ladies and gentlemen. Show Tiiiiime!"

The dancers all left the floor. Lillith scowled at Paris as he
approached the table with Caboose. The Boppef took a *phone number fgom
‘the boxer and joined Paris at their table. Caboose lit a joinf and “

13

passed it round.
The voice over the speakers materialized into an MC, ‘standing on the

stage at the end of the dance floor. He was in a white suit and aﬁred

spotlight. "

| . "Good éveﬁing, ladies and gentlemen, gﬁd I use the terms loosely.

As you know, tonight is the beginning of Sexual Liberation Week." ' 1
The audience thundered its abproval.
"We here atxthe Lorelei:fglieve that you should be able to fuck who.

you want when you want and how you want!" ‘

Applause.
’"So to kick off the show, here's the Lorelei choir, Sodom&,\hellatio,

6 ' 'Cunnilingus,. Pederasty, and the Marquis de Sade to perform "Paper Moon'.

Spotlights caught five figures running out to the dance floor as the

muéical introduction played. Each figure imitated its name. Sodomy

hopped on everyone's backside. Fellatio and Cunnilinguigcrawléd around

boy doll on wheels in front of him, as if tryi;g to catch it. And tﬁq
Marquis de Sgde was in black leather, r;qnin; i:guﬁd, cracgking a gréat
thp at the others. °
‘They all assembled.toiether in a chorus line a; the iong‘introduhtion
f came to a close. Then they mimed along with. the record: "It's only a
paper moon, sailing over a cardboard sea, but it wouldn't be make believe -

’

“ * if you believed in me."

Q

. on their knees vitﬁ their tongue? hanging out. Pederasty pushed a little Yo

1

\

\7\




. After the singing stopped, the music continued. It was a thirties-~
~gtyle recording. The choir ran out {ato the audience, stdpping here and

‘there to pull someone into the dance floor. Everyone. resisted unfil fhey

came to Caboose. Sﬁe giggled and screamed with delight as Cunnilingus
dragged her to the middle of the floor. There, they all attacked hér ‘ :
sexuall&, lifting up her skirt and licking her underwear. vSodémy dropped |
his pants and revealed a huge erection. The crowd gasped. Seeing this,
Caboose's girlfriend became incensed. She left the table and ran to the
rescue. She grabbed Sodomy's cock and swung him round, aepding him
flyiﬁg. ‘Then she purfched and 'kicked the others until they dispersed.
The crowd cheered. She éicked Caboose up and carried her back to chéir o
table, proudly, the spotlight on her gll the way. ' ‘v
The music ended and the choir left the floor. The audience gave '
‘them a standing ovation.

'The MC returned. . ) . . ;

"A‘ standing ovulation, thank you. Drinks on the house for Lilly and

~

> N

Cabooge,"” he said. - ’ ”,
The crowd cheered. - 1

"It's amazing," the Bopper leaned over té Paris. "Someone 1s always
! ] , i
m o .

claiming someone else's genitals!
"And now,” the MC continued, "the act you've all been waiting for,
the fantastic, the amazing, the better than avérage, straight out of the

closet and into the spotiight, those children of the night: Magic Elec~

~4
v

ki

tricity'"
Caboose gave Paris a nudge.

A sparkling couple ran out of the wings and onto the floor. He was ‘ S o

in a skintight shinéy silver spacesuit with a powder blue feather boa .o :
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ArOund his neck and red sequins lighting up his face. It was Twilight.
He winked at the Bopper. But his partner smiléd at Parils, and Paris
smiled back. She was in a one piece red velvet bathing suit, with long
fleshy legs which curved down into golden shoes. Her faee was' haloed by
electric orange freaky hair. She had a tiny snub nose, 'two big golden-
sequined flashing eyes, and a precocious crescent-moon grin‘with pearly
teeth and fire-éﬁgine-red lips. |
Paris'4 heart leapt. ‘
Dresse& in glitter gostumes, looking~like,extr§s from some Sci~Fi
film about future decadence, they came tapping across the floor to olg

pop tunes. Futuristic Nostalgia. The audience sat reverently in the -

present, where the past and future never quite meet. Paris was smitten.

And -Mary Mﬁnday knew it. Her smile, every movement of her mouth, pulled
at something inside him. He felt an electrical charge flowing between
them, an altermating current, buildiné higher and higherf His whole
being seemed to be illuminated by her presence.

v

She was fashionably lean, but definitely female. Her clothes were

wf ‘ N .
'too, scanty for transvestite deception. She also had a precocious sensu-
{

ality in her movements that is hard to fake. Twilight, for all his limp
and lithe gestures, seemed stiff next to her. She led, ‘and the perfor-

mance was magical. It was a mixture of childlike innocence — Shirley

" Temple tap dancing for her mother — and the suggestive lewdness of a

bump~and-grind.
They finished with a buck-and-wings and three cartwheels.
The crowd leapt to its feet and called for'mofg.
Pa;is was in love.

Magic Electricity.
o

A
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1 "Was that a guy or a girl?" the Bopper asked. ‘
T \mgoat was Mary Monday," Caboose said "The  Queen of tﬁis océan.: éhefs
beautiful." - . - : . ' '
~ “A balloon I'd like to stick a pin into," Lilly frowned | ‘”. ' 9
"Such a jealous one," Caboose reassured her with a-kiss. Then she T ‘ ‘
. said to Paris: "Would you like to meet her? I'm going up there now."
Paris stood up immediately.

b

"1'11 stay," said. the Bopper. “There‘gépOﬁgone over there I have to
meet,"
"Yeah," Lilly said. "Just your .type, a sitting duck."” -

, "Your type, too, butch,” the Bopper laughed:' : . . '
. s . , ‘ .

"What does Mary drink?'" Paris asked. ~
"8loody Mary," Caboose said,

"Nice touch,” Lilly observed,

Céboose and Paris left the table and went up to the dressing roop past

’

-

the bar. Paris picked up a Bloody Mary.
They walked upstairs to a room with a big star on the door. Everyone

inside was running around talking a kilometer a minute. They walked past

' e

the coowd to the far cormer. Caboose introduced Paris and Mary. Paris
gave her the drink. ‘sﬁe gzinned. ' : . {
"You've got a real front-page smile;" he said. ‘
"Yegh," she said, "1'm hapoy}' I'm not analytic. I'm becoming'"
s | Caboose left them to talk to Twilight. He was Celling the Loreledi
choir about thé'facial treatment he'd just had, a cosmetic job to get rid

of his beard. "I'm doing my bit for the feminization of the dniverse.”

X "It's really happening here tonight," Paris said. o
; : P R . ' AT
S . R T

"I make things‘happen," Mary replied. "I'm.a generator." . . ;fﬁxr'
. , R o ‘ ‘
\’ . .
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Paria's ears befe on fire. He felt weak. Her gazé seemed to come

. from another world. Mystical. Moonlight. He wanted to say something '

v

more but he couldn't.’ He looked' at her helplessly. She seemed to-

_‘understand. She'laughed; not at Him but ‘at the situation. He also

laughed, nervously. : .

"1 like you," she said. 'You have an honest heart."

He wanted to say he loved-her, but couldn't open his mouth. He was
. . y

too weak.

An older man 1if a long purple robe came in. He gave Paris ; suspi-

¢

cious look. Mary nodded at him, as if to a superior.

"What are you doing after the show?" Paris blurted out.

"Shh," she said. "I'm getting into a spaceship and going to the moon."

. )
She scribbled her phone number with mascara on a cigarette package and

gave it to him. "I can't talk any more, now," she said! "Phone.me later."

She looked right into his eyés: Arrows pierced his heart. He shuddered.

"We could have a nice exchange!"
She -atood up and went over to the man, _ﬁe kissed her.’
Paris stood there for a minute 1ike a frozen fish, then quickly left,

He returned to the table and. looked at the dance floor. ‘A tgll, thin ‘

N J

negro womsn was whirling arotnd with her arms up in the air between Lilly- ,

and the Bopper. She flirted with them both as if to say: "I'll try any-

thing. Anyone can have me. 1 love you all!" And this inflaméd everyone

§ 4
m

Then ghe'd say back: "Anyone — Everyone! IR ..

Paris didn't wani to dance any more,. He just sat there thinking about

‘Mary. At one point the Bopper came over and said: "What's the matter with

- 1
v

you? Are you in Love?" ‘ o , ‘ /

" around her to buzz by her 'and say with tﬁeir‘bodies: ‘"Would you take me?"

1




Paris nodded, feeblyf

"Shit!" the Bopper shook his head. "Life's too short, mate.”

4 8
But Paris's fate was sealed. B

a

. .
The evening got crazier. Caboose and Twilight moved in on the table. *

I , \
Lilly and Caboose bégan to neck opposite Paris and Twilight leaned over,

¢

drooliné, to say how much he liked to suck cocks. The Bopper was all over

' 2
the dance floor, flirting and collecting telephone numbers. .

'

"I've‘got'enough to last me a week," he‘said, returning to the table
at last.

M50 let's go,"vParis suggested.

"OK," the Bspper agreed.

"Party pooper,' said Twilight.

Out on St. Catherine the sky was lightening. Saturday night was on
its final chorus. A few strays roamed the street, resigned to going home
alone, or coming on to everyone in sight. ‘fwo gun;“on the corner ;f Peel
and St. Catherine screamed in laughter and pain: "Don't we deserve to
get fucked tonight?" .

"No!" the Bopper sneered at them as he passed. "Amatéurs!" ,”

[

Some, drunk and reeling, ca?ried the nightclub revelry onto the ’
sidewalks. Others pissed in the alleys or puked in the gutters.

Paris followed the Bopper i;to Ben's Delicateasem. A table fuli of
tripping hippies‘giggled at everything; Zombie alcoholics sat frozen
over a third cuﬁ of coffee; flamboyant showbiz types were engaged in
animated coqversatio;; hookers took a break.or cruised in low gear;
secretaries with their disco dates thrill%d to the downt;wn wh;fl;‘

budding urban artists earnestly explained their insights with a.sweep

of a traglc-comic hand; while a table fuf;lof'American tourists from

~

(o

v
——r
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Akron, Oﬁio,;ooked on. All ‘part of Benfs 1living laboratéry. The res-
taurant was all 1lit up like a spaceship. Eveiyone looked yellow.
Tpe'Bopper pulled his collection of éhoﬁe numbers out of his pocket
and ghuffled through them, writing notes on them as he did. )
"For my files," he said. "I have to remember who was who." * .

?

"why didn't you take one home tonight?" Paris asked.

"Oh no. Tonight I was scouting'" ’
! .

Paris pulled Mary's pbone number out of his pocket. (4 .

"Da‘yquurealize how many millions of cunts there are in- the—world’"

.

the Bopper asked. ' .

"Millionsg!" said Paris '"Millions of cunts! Millions of marshmallows!

Millions of mountains! Millions of stars! Milliéns of coke bottlesg!"

YAnd you latch on to one?"

- "I'm sorry," Paris gaid. "Manufacturer's defect."

e e n s i e
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" traces of emotion. He always kept a straight face. Even, ic was rumoured,
‘at the moment of orgasm. He had used it for so many years in the poker

- game of big business that tﬁe mask had become his face.

-nally broke down and went mad. Then he watched his father promptly N

' marry his secretary.

Sundey, the Third

1

Deadpan De Kitschmaégwas Paris's fathef. He lived in a compound
built on Lac St. Anne in the Laurentians. It was an expensive area, a
suburbia for the very rich, and 1like most of the inhabitants Deadpan
owned businifses and real estate in the city. He no longer had to remain

in Montreal because he hired people to loock after his interests, so he

could live in seclusion on the edge of the Canadian’ Shield and watch his
asset; grow. ‘ .

He was a shrewd businessman. ' He had always bought cheap and sold :
dear. When he was young he had boasted that he could turn anything igto
mbney, and he had made it his:life’s work to prove that.

He had been nicknamed Deadpan by an associate who had been struck

with admiration for the manner in which De Kitschman had eliminated all

Paris hated his father. He had watched the man invalidate and ridi-

cule his mother's romantic notions all through his youth, until she fi-
commit her to a mental hosﬁital, push'a divorce through the courts, and \\\\\ '

Paris had been very close to his mother. Ai; ﬁis‘musical talents had
come from her. Now she ﬁas cafq;onié, an empty shell. It tortured him -
so much to see her like,that, Ehat he could rarely bear to visit her.
Paris's stepmother was still jealous of her lamentable predecessor.

She couldn't have children and resented Deadpan's previous marriage.
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‘him off from his childrenm, banishing Paris from the house at

She cut
B I

seventeen. Then she persuaded Deadpan to move .to the Laurentians. Paris

hadn't talked to them in years,
Paris's friend Adam lived in‘ﬁhe‘Laufe tians, across the road from

s

Deadpan's house. By.sgome mysterious twist jof Fate, their fathers had

' bought adjacent land.

"I can see it from here," Paris said, looking through the big picture

window.

’

"I can't believe that he won't talk to you, he's your father, for

Christ's sake!" Adam said, stroking his bushy red beard.

Adam waved a record album at Paris. He had played piano {n,Par{s'é' f

- v
group. ' AR

"If you talk to him, ﬁéybe he;ll get'them to play this down at qhé
station. 1It's the biggest in town, and he owns it! It could save fﬂe’
group." .

"He won't do mé any favours,” Paris shook his head.

"I;}s Qnr last chénte," Adam insiﬁted.

'Parid_reached for the record, which was printed cheaply.with liner

notes written by A;ligon,’Parisﬂs sister and Adam's’ lover. ‘Tbé-title was

"Canadian Contené"..

“OK, 1'1l give it a try, just so you can't sain.didn’t. But you - .

come with me." o

They walked outside. ¢ It ‘was ; bright Indian summef.aﬁﬁe;noon.:rThe

‘e

smell of dying leaves was everywhere. . :

“ S “ .

Adam's father's house was on, a hill, overlooking g'lqu.' Rather, it, ‘»“‘

would have overlooked a,iaké if Deadpan hadn't bdilf'his‘hbJBE in front -

of 1it.
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"Hey, look'!" Adam pointed to his right excitedly.

They ﬁopped over the old stone wall which circled Adam's family man-
. A

sion, and skidded down into the ravine below. When Paris.caught up with

\

o —— S

Adam, he was crouched behind a tree.

"Look at them," Adam whispere; through his beard. "They work joy- g ) g
fully, obeying their instincts. Their work is play!" ‘

.In front of them, on the stream, a family of beayers carried sticks ) .
and branches across the water and stuck thgm together with mud. The !
stream above the dam had turned into a small poné, below the dam there §
was only a tiny trickle. They dove‘into tﬁe Qater and emerged through
a hole on top of the dam. Then they.slapped mud on another stick and o .
patted it into place with their flat tails. T

"It's like a Walt Disney movie," Paris la;ghed. . . ’ {

"Yeah, but it's real:: Adam replied. "You know, we can learn a lot
from these ;nimals€‘ Playiqg musif should be like this. You‘jugt iisteqt\

t? &our inner vo%ce and it tells ydu'whétatoﬂylay. It's a clean energy L j '
burn, instinct speaking od;,,not ;wie;ed o; repressed by anyjulterior -

" B e . . .
motives. o '

"A great interpretat;on ﬁf our gaﬁioné;'béggc;n
"I can sit and watch them 'fb;'.l;ours."
Suddenly‘hié facé‘grew étiﬁ.";l'e tf" -
'"Waip a min#teih .l.:
He dug his'.hands 1nt.o the “ieaveé .’p;aéiqiédt'ﬁe ti:e'e," pulling up a wire.
‘One endffaﬁ.tbward the dam; the othér ;n&, £oward Deadpan's house.
fJésus Christ!" he Yelled.,l"pef'gygét outa here!"
" They gscrambled up the hill in pénic; "Adam threw:himself back over' .

W

Ithe sténe wall and dragged Paris down with.him. . - '

2

¥ ) ' . 5 .
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“Yhat the..?" Paris tried to ask.

© Adam pushed his head dowi. . . D .
. "Just keep low!" S 2 . '

There was a clarp. then a boom. Pieces of wood erw into t:he trees

s

over their heads. Birds screamed,as they flew from the trees in fright./
' >

-

;. And the thunder of 'the explesion rolled across the lake.

Adan' s face was fluahed with rage. ST ‘ e }

"That aaahole could ve killed usi™t ' R Lo R

He cautiously raised h;’s head above 'the wall. VPafi‘s".followui. i!{,‘he
. . ﬂ . - . , " " Al -

middle of the dam hijd beet blown .away. . The pond emptied through it,’

carrying pieces of wood and dead beavers dovnstream toward Deadpan's h

1

property. A beaver tried to pull {tself wp oh the shore. *Its tail ‘and
hind 1egs had been blown away. Finally it gave up and slipped back into

the stream, disappearing under the surface.

A

"The monster," Adam yelled. "I never thought he d go this far"'

AN ,
& . ! ' ,

“Who else? He's been trying to get rid of thosg beavers ever since

“Deadpan?"

“ t

he moved up here." ot

ltWhy?u e

"They dam up ;he streem which runaf onto his property. He's go-t:‘m some
k;gd of pond in his backyard. When the stream is dammed, he says- he’
doesn't get enough water. He claims he bought the land with the st'rea;n o
on it, had it written into the deed. This gives ;xim the .r:‘ig‘ht e exter.-‘
minate the beavers. He 8 been fighting with the town council for months.
'The sanctity of private property' was the phtase his latyer used "

Adam shook his head. ‘ _ L ] ’

"This .time he's gone too far."




"I could have warned you. He'll stop ét.nothiné."
: / Adam strode down the road with Parislat his heels. The stream surggd

under a 'small bridge, through a fence and onto Deadpan's land. They

[

s walked éloﬁg a twelve-foot Frost fence with barbed wire. at the 'top.
_ They passed signs saying: "PrivateTKeep out", "No Trespassing", and’
: E "Bewgre Dog". ' .
. Adam's jaw was hard-set.”
° T keep telling myself that be':c‘.auqe he's y:;ur fathei” 1 shouid treat
. him ’1ikle a ‘human being." ~ B Co ~
: Z "Just an accident of bi.rth," I:aria sai&. "The): don't ‘look and bang,
‘you're here.” o { j ¢
s - ) "And you don't look' and bang, you're gone'" . )
. 6 They'reached the gate and a sign which said: ?D. De Kitscﬁﬁgn";
‘ Adam rang the beli hard. and paced back and forth.’
"What is 1t?" a voice asked. ‘
‘They looked atound. No one. . . “
’ '_Yﬁhere are };,ou?"~ éat:{rs asked. .
"I'm gveryxghete," the voice said. "Now; what do you want?" .
- T i"~, ' P;ris p;iuﬁéd at a‘steei post inside thé gate. Built ont;’it was a
L . ‘apeaker, a microphone and a TV camera. They stared into the camera.
TR : "Eureka, " shiduthe voice.
" . . 'Ada;:: stuck a middIe ‘finger up.

"Very nice;f' the voice said. ."Yo;mg people t.g\c'fay. "No woq:ier the
world's in such a mess’" » o : ' ‘L/
'"It's turkeys like you who gcrew it up!": Adam waved a fi;é.

N ‘ "I don't know wl;at yo.u'r"e talking about."

: "You now damnwell," Adam snarled. 'The beavers§ °

. v - . [
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. "It's perfectly legal. T have a permit."” A

.
"Legal," Adam's face swelled up with anger. "All kinds of atrocities

seem legal these days'" !

"I have a legitimate right to protect my property."
Adam exhaled a sick laugh.
"Even if it means murder?"

A cold, éynical, cackle came from the intercom.

’ . "Surely you aren't trying to,suggest that the extermination of a few -

4

wild pests is murder. Aren't you taking your role as protector of the

poor and downtrodden a little tod seriocusly?"
° "Your whole goddamn attitude pisses me off!" Adam shouted.
° . "Convert the universe into dollars and cents, I want-to buy it. You .- : .

think your wealth gives you th&;&ight to do whatever you want!" -

"My dear boy, Igﬁ't that the whole point of becoming wealthy?"

3
“It's against nature. You're a monster!" ¢
: ]
. ¢ "Oh no. You are the unnatugﬁlvone. I've obsérved Nature's laws and

I mereiy reflect the;. Do you nk Nature is angry with me? She has none

of these gick, civilized notions. She has always wished the stronﬁ to

. dominate., Big‘fish eat little {ish!" . ) v
"You're a cold fish, alright," Paris said. : ’ _—
"I can't believe that two young, healthy boys are crying over a few .

“

migerable beavers.”

kel

"We are concerned,” Adam safd. "How does a human being become sc .

‘ ipsepsitivé?"'

"It's not easy, you have to work at it," the voice cackled. "But
what's that object in your hands?" - : A ‘ . I

Paris looked at the record as if he'd never seen it before. .

-’
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y[ "It's a record, of our group."

They heard a li;tle motor buzz. The lens on the camera turned.
"Oh yes' So*why are you carrying it araﬁﬁa in the woods?"

Paris laughed c}nically.

"We were gonna ask you to ‘play it an your séation.”

"So why don't you askl":

Paris looked at Adgm.. He shrﬁgged. -
s

ﬁ%x. How would you lik; to play this om your ‘station?”

"No," said the voice, then laughter oozed from the speaker.

"Why not?" Adam demanded. . : O

"You boys are so mnaive you proba$ still believe in love, am I right?
Do you think records are played on my Wtation because a co;ple of local
boys éot together? Do you think lhat' ‘the way it became the number one
station in Montreal?" ‘ t M

,"But this is local cylture!" Paris protested,

"And what is that?"

/'Songs about life around here: the St. Laqfénce river, the Rapido,
' r
the Laurentisns, and hockey."

b

’

"Now I'm positive I won't play ;tf/ Who do &ou think is interested

in that?" yd

;-

"People.around-here.//rébple-wﬁo listen to your stat;on," Paris

LI
argued.

"Hah,"” the voice thundered. "Hah!" ‘ . !
. : - .

.ooA deep, menacing laugh boomed out of the -speaker. It was loud, but

hollow. There was something twisted about it, an eerie strangeness that
pade Paris sﬁndder.

"You obviously don't know the people around~hg{e. Oh, you think you -

©
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do. You're filled with all kinds of romantic notions about the simple

1i¥e of an ordinary man, going about his daily tasks with pride and
dignity. Hah! You think honesty is more importaht to them than getting
rich., Hah! Let me tell you about them. I know. I read graﬁhs‘and ‘

charts, breakdowns by age, income and sex. I know what they want. Hah'"

v

Paris wondered-.if the volume was being turned up. The voice seemed ,‘ £ -
to be louder. p
"First, there are the young. They gobble up all the dreams Hollywood
v

has to offer. They want it loud and fast. They're only interested in

songs that make it, because that adds to the;r gtature. By identigying ?
\ ' s~ ' oL 2B .
with a successful group they gaiﬁfprestige. They think that making it ] l

big 1s the be-all and end-all of l1ife. Oh the optimism and energy! My’

rock station feeds them and my advertising rates climb." | s
Paris heard the laugh again. There was something reptilian abodt it.

He could hear water and scales. Slithering tongues. ’
"Then there are the adults. Hah, adults! That's a good onme. Thirty: ~

and up. They've settled into their mediocre ruts and they don't‘want to

be disturbed. They need the wall-to-wall carpet sound. Lush strings.

Some background while they sit in their cars, eat their mef£tballs or .
hump. They want the weatherman to apologizi for the rain. AQ: m} MOR
station feeds them." \ - B

"So?" ‘ F

"So I don't gee where your pathetic little product fits in."
"What about people who think? People'who are...'
"Think? Hah: Did you really say think 1.

: »

He erupted in another burst of~inéane laughter. , .

"First of all, people who think don't listen to the radio. Music ‘ ; 'f
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. ,then he pulled himself level o l‘ R '

41 . ’ ' .

and thought don't mix. And if they did, they;d listen to the CBC. Let
t:hefn play to peopie who .think, and watch their ratings drop.' Think? ‘If:
you want to go bankrupt In a hurry just try selling sox;zething that:‘ makés'
people thinic!" V ‘
- .

"But how do you expect us to build an identity?"

"Go shead, build an identity. But sell it to L.A. first. Then

tﬁey'll‘ buy it up here.” . .
: {
"That's sick."
> jb'{usic is.a ﬁrc;duct just like anything else, like'hamburgers or hoola ‘ /
hoops." . . o /

' L . ) . a /

Adam leapt 'up onto the fence in a frenzy. The camera buzzed as it

turned to follow him. ‘ "

. "™Music i; energy. Muslc is life! Music is the flow of tk%e universe!’
'It's sacreri!" he yelled. | |

" He began climbing. Paris watched his. fri‘end go up, hand over: hand.
Adam ha& devoted his life to the piatlm', t:\ad searched the keyboard for
Lbeaﬂvuty, perfection. Paris admired his ;‘rierid for that.’ Adam .ha; ',st‘n'xé-
gled to'fashion a melody so beautiful that anyone who heard it v;ould
have to wake up and realize that t:he material world can be changed,
coaxed to perfact:ion by loving -hands. And that would idspire them to S

try to do the same to the world we all \J.'ﬂle, in. . Adan wsnted to turn -

]

" them on!. And so far, wit:h t:he exception of Paris and Allison, nobody

X gave a damn

“"I'm gonna ki1l him'" Adam yelled. b

He scrambléd up, his shoeé slipping ixi the small squares of the wire

fence, He carefully took hold ‘of the wire at the top between uhe barbs,




r——

. ey At g

e n

o

a4

14

"It'é‘hopéless."

N
'

a fool to go this far!"

.

"Fuck you!" Paris yelled.

the voice taunted. "Give up, you can't win. You're

\\_/

' ’ v
Now he was mad. .He jumped onto the fence and climbed up toward his

friend.

"We'll kill him with our bare hands!" Adam shouted encouragement.

"It's somethiﬁg I should've done a long time ago," Paris said,

) dragging himself up, holding the record between his teeth. :

3

77 ou'll both regret this," the voice promised.

o

¢

P

Paris reached'Adam. They felt like two commandos.

r

ﬁe took the re-

cord out of his mouth-and laid it across the barbed wire, planning to use

it as a bridge. They both pulled themselves up and made ready to swing

over the barbed ‘wire by putting their weight on the disc.

s

, b
"For the beavers!" Adam yelled.

Suddenly, Paris felt his hand stiffen, as if the muscles had seized.

€

Adam let out a cry of pain. Their.bodies jerked in spasms. Paris saw

L4 .
flashes of light. . . '

They both let go and fell toward the ground, tearing their clothes

- and flesh on the bargfd wire. Then they hit the drive&ay with a sickening

thud, like the slap of dogflesh on chrome.

»
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Monday,. the Fourjp :

Paris's sister, Allison, lived w?th Adam in the big stone house near
the-lake. While Adaﬁ wrote mﬁsic, she wrote poetry. o
* "The law of Chance is unfathomable/like the first cause from which
all life ariseé/;nd 9niy by/immersion in‘/devotion to/and communion ﬁth/
the fantastic flow of Chance/can the. authenticity of imagination be dis-
covered/No yésterday/no tomorrow/mo law/no morality/Just perpe Qal motion
and freedom/for all!" ' ‘

Because -she was a dreamer, she had been given the nickname Allison
° ’ .

Wonderiand.

She had been fasting for a week: She was trying to push her mind to:
the point where her sense of reality wcould snap and release h;; imagina-
tion from all restraint. |

She siippea h‘er canoe into the shallow water.

"Never underestimate/the supeffi_cial." she thought as she gkimmed
across the surface. ’

' It was a-cool Indian summér afternoon. The lake was smooth. Insects

spidered across the surface tension. A school of minnows drifted below

Ii:hem. "Frogs floated among the lillies, only their eyes above water. Fish

eggs glided near the surface, reminding her of tapioca. Swallows stOpéd

by, hungrily.

"In a cance/named desire," she thought. " »

., . | ' ' !
She gii}ed past her father'g property. She could see his backyard
’ .

from the 'lfk ‘She knew that he had' freed the water from the beaver dam

upstreanm,-but why wasn't any of it getting tc; the lake? She peered into
— . - ’

his property. Ah, he had dammed it up himself.
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"Damn: dam/Dam/nation/Will imposers/imposters/;mpossibie dream/Bottle
and sell the universe/You need verse/You need first/to let go/grow/to

A

ever know!"

Dea&pan was .standing beside his sacred pond, which was surrounded
by a three foot stone wall. Beside him was a table with a large cut of
red meat on it. His gestures were styiized, as if he were pérforming'some ?

sort of rite. She backpaddled closer to the shore and strained her ears.

to hear what he was saying.

"0 great One; the Devourer, I offer this sacrifice."

He picked up the meat and held it in the air.

et

"I, the Exhalted Grand Chomper, I, the chief representative of thf ; \

ancient society, pledged to carry out your plaﬁ:‘ subjugate the weak and

raise up the strong; and bring forth a new race of Masters! We know

el

that the only law of life is: eat or be eaten. Blessed are the meat '

' . ceaters, for they shall consume the earth. Meat eaters first. M.E. fi}stl"
S ) .

- He tossed the meat over the wall, into the pond. There was a *
| splaahing.of water and scalés. ‘ ‘ . !
"There are winners and losers," Deadpan }aised hiQ fist. "Buf I am
a winner!" ’ : ’
Allison dug her paddle into the water and hurried fo the middle of
the lake./~
. "Away from qu cannibals/Pharaohs of pain/Away from the struggle/the | / !
éuéfeting/of material-man/Where Spirit is a car/and Cohcencrationois a

camp/Murderers of animals/and people/but worst of all/beauty!"

She didn't eat meat, being a vegetarian. .She had even persuaded

Adam to stop, by taking him to visit a slaughterhouse. Tﬁey had lived

for years on vegetables, fruits and nuts. Except when she fasted. /

-
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"The greed and lust of hunger/destroys the inner e&e/Men are blinded
by/their own blood /unable to see/I must let it be/unattached/unlatched/
only then will be.auty be hatched/And Vision is the ke)}/not whether I choose
it/or t:ow can I use it!" )

Whén she was in the middle'of the lake she pulled in her paddle. -

This was her favorite spot. Where she had ‘aIl her poetic visions. She

felt safe here. . ‘

o

The image of her father stayed in her mind. She tried to shake it
off. She prayed to her poetic muse. - |
\L “Let me drift/free from desire/Let me escape his putrefying prison/
of\flesh/Let me float “vith the wind/with Chance/True romance/Let me lie/ °
let me die/and in dying/really live!' - '

The lak'e was a mirror; there were no ripples, only a féw clouds were
reflected in it.

"Batgleship grey/Anchored/in the blue peacetime sky."

Ahead was the silent, red and yellow forest. She dri;fi:ed sileutl‘y,

'3

like an Indian.

o

"The lake is my .soul/a mirr‘or/No Need to disturb the waters/And no
| judgements/I reflect/the ha‘z'mc;ny around me/the Peace!" |
She sat on the floor -\of th.e canoé’, her back propped up against éhe
' seat. She emptied her mind, to ‘feel the s%tillneés. But: words swirled
through her consciousness, looking "f_or;;l form. ‘-Sﬁ'q hummed a fl\at melody,‘

almost a chant.

“Canoe song,"

I see and I hear/how the living God breathes/So measure it right/or meas- .

ure it wrong/Each bird has his feathers/each bir{ has her song/Sometimes

.

she intoned. "The sparkliﬂg water/the whistling trees/ -

I love/and sometimes I hate/The one is°my wings/the other my weight/Aé}i' .

L3
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.~ realm of dreams and visions, when anything could happen.

‘.Q '4 . ‘* -‘ ’
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"j a moon;'halfWay through the first quarfer, roge agbove the mountains.

46
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) sometimeg it's hope/and sometimes it's gear/T%at my strokes on tLe sur-
face/so soon disappear.! - !
‘It flowed out, as.if it had alw;ys been there, as if it were a poem
she had memorized years‘ago and only had to recall. But it was new, and
she wag happy to have been present at its birth.
"I'd 1ike to thank you all/for becoming," she smiled.
She watched the sun sink behind

Now her mind was empty. Silent.

the mountains. She loved. the end of the day. Now night would‘begin,
She felt the

:"qegié,all around her es'her consciousness slipped away.
- The sun'disappgaree. The»evening'star hung above the'jagged peaks
"of thefeiLheuefted pinee: She stared a;ﬂthe lake sueface. An image -
formed in the glassi.w&ter: her mother'gvface, as it had looked before

- it had takeu on the zombie blankness of the mental hospital. The golden
earrings she wore sparkled, ‘one on each side of her face

In the’ gatheéing dat¥kness above, both Venus and Mars were vigible.
A light breeze began to blow of £ the land -

The earrings began to move, metamorphosing into golden shoes which

f

ldenced on the 'water. Allison watched _énchanted, ~The shoes doubled,

then dnubled again, until the entire lake surface was ccv/zed with little
- golden ahoes,1dancing ‘'on the lake. f

J . '
Above her!\épe-aun'had completely withdrawn and darkness assumed

. the tbtone;x The stars came out, one by.one. “To the south the gky was

~iightened By!the bright. lights ofuuqntreal: In the midst of this light,/

i

A bat q1ew by, skinming the lake, flipflopping through the air,

catching in ects Fish were~jumping, too. Every Few secands she heard
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a splash.,

- She became aware of a spotlight on the water, as 1f a show was about

. to begin. From the far side of the lake, where the black forest was

B e PN

silhouetted against the dark purple sky, from a loneI} house glowing i#
the dark, came the strains of an old pop song. Her ears strained 'to
catch tﬁ; sound. ﬁas it Adam and Paris fooling around? They ofteﬁ got
together Lp 3ing:old songs and have a few laughs just like in the Molson
beer ads. Wﬁét wa; the soné? She recognized it from her yéuth, an old
fifties song called "Yenus".

An image began to emerge from the light on the lake. A figﬁre ipié .
red bathing suit and golden shoes danced on a shimmering segghelli‘blt.,t
was surrounded by littlé cupidons who danced the jitterbug, the foxfrdt;
the tango, the twist, the watusi, the frug, the swiA, thé hustle, the
bump and the charleston. They ;ll swirled arouﬂ@ the larger figure as :j
they approached Allison.

Soon she re#lized that they weren't cupidods. They were pork chspa,~
round steaks, .pig's kauckles, salamis, and chicken legs. The seashell
had,tﬁrned into a huge silver dollar, and the }arge dancing figurevihgo
a cash register. . ’ ‘

The buttons of the cash register bobSed up and 'down in time with
the‘music. Nuqbers popped up on top, adding up until thér; vas no room:
for another focal.l Then'cﬁe cash register exploded, sending miliioné
pf silver\dollarg up into the air. |

"Millions," Allison thought, "Miliiﬁns of danceslu;ilions of pork
chops/Millions of dollars!" | |

The silver dollars formed a long chain connecting the pieces of meat.

They swirled around her tanoe. As she watched, -the meat turned into’. .

Y

\
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' musical instrumenté:r guitars, saxophones, pianos and drume, They were

all chained together 1ike a work gang At the front of tbe chain, pulling

oL it along. was her father.

He pulled the chain toward the darkest end Df the lake, where a set

of gigantic jaws seemed to be waiting, expectantly Deadpan steered the

chain into the jaws and soon everything had vanished down the gaping

gullet

‘Allison stiffened Now this gigantic crocodile was swimming toward

her. She ehook her head blinked, even’ aplashed some water on her face,‘ l

but the vision didn t disappear, it kept coming ax her
She panicked, picking up her paddle and pulling frantically for the
-beacht‘ The wind was stronger now, and it blew her bow around, slowing

her,progress. She knelt in the middle to distribate the weight evenly,

but the wind still blew\her off course. ' She paddled with'all her'might

" but it was no good. It seemed as 1if she were standing still while the

huge set of jaws came closer and closer."

She could hear the splashing of the beast right behind her. She
could smell its foul breath like the smokey, stale beer smell of a disco-
theque. She turned. There,it was. She swung at it desperately with the
paddle, hoping it wonldwprove to be’ an airy illneion;

Bnnﬁ! Right on the nose. - .

The reptile bumped the canoe and knocked Alliaon into the water. -

When she came up for air it was heading straight for her, jaws gaping.

" The water all around her was being sucked into its enormous throat. She

couldn't swim'away, the current was too stromg.

-

Desperately she stuck the paddle in the mouth, vertically to jam it

open, and hung on while fish, lillies, frogs and logs swirled past. But

St e e st Ay RE 2 3
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. were no more doors but a small opening at the far end. A loud din came

" hdd to get down on her knees to crawl thfough.

\

the paddle’ snapped in two, segding her slithering down the gullet, which
was coated with slime E ' S E ' :
She slid dqwn, down and down, for what seemed 1ike hours. .. When she .

finally reached the bettom'she found herself at tHe end of a long hallwa&,

with ddors all along.it. She stood ,up and walked along cautiously.

She opened the first door. Behind it was & small room inside which o .

'

a Mountie, in fell drese uniform, swﬁng a whip at a young Indien who was
chaihed to the wall. His back was covered in blood. * She closed the door.

The '‘next do;r opened into another .small room. Inside, a woman dress-
éd as a‘judge was whiskering words from the.Ffench language into the ears
of a man dressed like a bureaucrat who.was masterbating furiously. She

A

slammed that door. o

In the-next‘room there was'a'man who was naked except for a cowboy ;\
hat, who rubbed black oil all over ‘his body and moaned with pleasure.
In the ‘following room a 'man sat in a pin striped suit, reading ﬁhe

Globe‘and Mail, while two women licked his Q?oes.,

In the final room a woman in an immigration-officér's costume leaned
over a desk and filled ocut a form. Behind her was a crowd of people all
fighting each other for the opporcunicy of licking her anus.

Allisom, nhut that door and continued down' the hall in disgust. There

froﬁ it. Curious, she walked carefully tpward it,-for the floor-became ’

slimier and more slippery as she approached.- When she reached it, she

.

‘She plopped down into one end of a large chamb¥g. - The walls were

covered with A dark yellow-green substaece which she edgld only describe

/ 3
as something between puss and snot. The floor was flooded yith green bile.
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) decompdsition were being eaten away as, they sank into the bile.

_she grabbed’ them.

- ghoes to 'bind thg pleces to her feef," and.walked on them l:lke snowshoes.

' they were in.‘7

. the dogs in an attempt to get them moving before they sank.'

~

She could barely breathe because of the overwhelming stench:of putrid and
, Al

decomposing meat.

’

"

In the middle qf :he roon_x_hundreds of bodies in various stages of

In most

-
\

cases all that q)uld be seen were the heads which were all screaming
Y

"Helptﬁﬁelp me! ’l‘heir screams filled the room with a terrifying dis- o

'cord:

~
3

Allison didn't know whether to cover her ears or her mose. ' But she
didn't have time to make that decision l;ecéuse 'shé'felt-the bile she was

.

'( " ~ ) ’ . " .
standing in begin to eat her feet.. Fear gripped hér as she looked around -

in desperation. The two halves of her. paddle wer‘e close by, however, 8o

~

With great resourcefﬁiness éhe' used the laces in her

LI

4

And just in time.

Suddenly, litres more bile came pouring through the opening. With

’

it came more ﬁctims, of ‘every race,. colour and creed. They gnaahed

their teeth and pulled their hair when they saw what kin%of a place
»("\R,

« -
Y ©

Then they sank into the slime.”

With a great cla:ter and much howling a man and a dogsled complete - }

with dogs slitheted :hrough the orifice and plopped into che ooze. 'l'he

nnn looked like Pierre Trudeau dressed as an Eskimo. Looking sround, . .,
4, . . /’ . A o
and quickly sizing up his state,.he cracked !\is whip:over the heads of

But for some

unexplainable reason the dogs insisted on pulling.in diﬁferent directions.

o*
Allison wat:ched ix horror as the man, the sled and the dogs all disap-

. ” .t . . , . §

peared into the. sludge. - e




l through the opening’ into & long tube.

| at'a breakneck speed. It

her how wonderful 1ife could be, if auly people cared She realized how. '

vas better than' sinking into a séa of corrosive chemicals. She /‘

51

She didn'tgi«rc. up. She began walking across the sea of bile' toward

e opening on the other aide As .she passed the vic,tims they cried out

for help. She was sotouched by their hopeless pleas that tears fell
; ,

. from her eyes. She c0uld not help them. T_hrey yere too far gone atd

th%re'were too. many of - them.

"\

+ vog

At the Other end of the cavern 'was a roupd and metallic hole An' -

~‘arm with a large round door on che end stuck out of- the wall and hung

over t{he. bile, begide the_hdle. She haﬁi no time to anulyse, any?ing

limbed

As if her -weight had touched off some sensory mechanism; an 'engine

began ¢hurning and the arm scooped up some of the hardened subhstance

: near the Opening and swung it in, pushing Allison further into the tube.

. Then the slick rubbery walls of t:he tube. began co undulate and the

largevlmnp of dfgested meat, with Allison stuck on the front: of 1t,

i

began to move down the passage.

/
. Soon, she found herself shooting down a twisting, windipg channel

so fast .she couldn't bear to look. She e
vag gure that she was going to die. She thoughc of Adam and his beautiful

mulic. She pictured his face before. her as he’ would look when he told

much she Iwed him and his sweet vision. of natural 1ife. She saw Paris,

her favorite brother, atruming his guit:ar and singing a song he had made

“up about Canada. How ahe- cherished those moments they had all shared.

’

.They had been so close and given each other go much love and inspiration.

S

She opeued hef: eyes. There was a white speck at the end of the

‘ tunqel.‘ " Hope -filled her heart. The speck grew biggcr‘aud‘ bigger until
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. .
it became an opening which she was pushed through. -

-She splashed into the lake, and found herself s;Ltt near the shore,
wa‘ist.‘ deep in mud and water, tryiﬁg to catch her breath

"Ailison, have you lost your mind?" Paris asked, wading in;o;}ge
water. “What are you doing here in the dagk, splashing ;rbuﬂd in the

L 3

reeds? You're all covered in mud and fqrog shit.”

Allisénv stared Iaround in Eonfusion. The ‘cano; was overturned,’
.fioating a few meters away. - . DR

" Paris vpulled her up. Shé ugged him, trembling all over. <

"1 was worried abodt you, s"o‘I thought’ 1'd k:omt; down here_'and'chec—k.—_

it out," he explained. ] ) ‘ -

.They began to walk to the beach, but Allison tripped and fell :an'o- .

-the water.

' "What's wrong?'" Paris asked.

She sat down ag‘aini and untied the canoe paddles, bom;d.to her'feet‘. ‘
He 5shook hisl head. : \ - , - .
‘ "fou are 5et't;ing very weird."
He waded in and fescued the cance. a
-"I must have been dreaming,” Aliison said.
"I've had wet d;"eams, too. But this ia .ridiculous."
He pulled the canoe up ‘onto the beach and helped' her up. :
. }‘"I'f T told y—ou what happened, &ou wouldn't bel‘ievelme,"' she said.

He shrugged. >

. . . '
"I think you're right." )
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‘Tuesdaij\the Fiftb
' Paris could no't; git in his Foém alone. Inside himself,A he felt a pain,
a mix£ﬁre of heartache and depression. Everywhere he looked, something -
reminded him of O. He had tried concealing things sKe had left behind-
in a trunk, but he realized he would have to burn everything in his
apartment to rid himself of all traces of her. ‘ -
How could he eat when everytimé’he saw the little dwarf refrigerator,

the hotplate or the gli—purpose electric frying pan, his tests would. well -

{up? It was with thesé few tools that she had expressed so mgch, knowing

i S . .
every vitdmin in every vegetable and fruit\ He remembered how passionate
. . v

Ve

she had'begh/abouﬁ/healthy foods. She had believed that'the§ could dhénge

the world.

b

Hel, hacli believed that music could change the world, but ,no- one wanted
to listen. Now it was .all disco music and é€go. He shook his head :ﬁi’nk—
ing of all‘the journalists'across the country who decided what wag real
and what was not, what Canadia;a would consume, the st&les, the issues,
the names. It was depressing. He had played arf)und Montreal for years
and‘uever once been mentioﬁed in the paper. Yet some weird British or
American group pushing some completely insubstantial carnival-dream 1ﬁage
can roll.iﬁté town and get complete coverage. He sang about Canadian
towns and gedple and was ignored by Canadian recor;i con.:paniea, radio
stations and newsﬁapers. What was going on here anyway?

. And she, who he could ?lQays depend on, had also betrayed him. No,
he couldq't séa; iﬂ his apartment alone. He felt like such a loser there,

a ghost. So he swung his réd cape over his shoulders and wandered the

streets of Montreal.

~
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_ since he had no destination, anything was possible. He felt freed by the

. were all so beautiful.

_from side to side, Nature's magic machinery, hypnotized him.

" handcuffs and dragged him away.. The starlet -smiled, unaware of her de- ,

, N

LY
\

He didn't feel too bad while on the move, meandering éimlessly, and

N

weightlessndess of not knowing whaWuld happen next. It took him back -
to the womb, even further, to some “'\faguely dreamed of other-world where
he had lacked the restraint of his seunses, some life before birth where

he had had no limits. .

His feet wandered, his eyes ‘'wandered and then his heart wandered.

rd
It fluttered from woman to woman, flower to flower, like a butterfrly.'

Some kissed him with their eyes. Other drifted by like icebergs. They

\ . .
\\’He followed a woman in a backlessg dress. . The sight of her shoulder-

[

blades moving just under her soft brown skin, and her buttocks swaying

Pigeons ‘ {

o

flew out of her wéy as she walked across Dominion Square. He was a ' , ) 3

s

pigeon, in a Skinner box of chemical stimuli.

‘He followed her into the Peel subway station. They stood in front

of a life-sized postef of a movie starlet trying to seduce ‘passersby intg

seeing her new film, "The Aﬁ;i—Virgin". A man was staring at it intensely.

[

‘Parig watched him, an ordinary man in a nondescript suit. The man inched
. - . . :

closer to the billboard until he pressed right up against it. To Paris's
amazem;nt' he began licking the starlet's breast. Then he took his clothes ‘.
off and pushed himself against the image of the starlet in a tortured

agony of desire.= . '
Others gathered, with a ‘mixcure of shock and amusement, to watch this

man naked, except for his socks, mbvan and writhe againat the wall.' Two

.

policeman came running down the stairs and grabbed him. - They fmt hinp in

2

foliation. ' . 3

+
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"‘notice how well you use youf hands? S

eyes. For a moment, it seemed, they were lovers. Oh, if he could leap

When Paris turned around the girl in the backless dress had vanished.

So he boarded the néxt,train, and sat beside a megro woman. He watched

thg way her blaqk hand grasped the metal tubing with its long slender AP '3‘

fingers and red painted nails. It tightened and contracted with the
motion of the train,  then begén to.slip up and down. Did she know? He
looked at her face, the pleasant face of a woman of forty. His eyes

caught hers. What was he'to say? Excuse me, but I couldn't helﬁ'but e

P N

She.looked away. . \
He gazed out higlwindow. A train had stopped'in the station beside

A

his. A woman stared at him from her window. He stareﬁ bgck; into her

from the tfain, Tun across tﬁe stairway bridging the traéks, and jump

inio her car to profess his love. But her train pulled away before he

could complete the thought, and he knew he would never see her again and,

\

by tomorrow, not even remember her face. ’ ) . ) '%
Other women boarded his car. He observed their wrists and ankles,

the only parts of their bodies women exposed these aays. He wondered

'whether these fragments were good clues to the rest. .

- An Oriental girl across the aisle caught his eye, then looked away. 2

He stared at her reflection in the carriage window. She soon noticed he
was watching her there and.turned to look straight at him, in a.kiﬁd of
;hallenge. Their eyes made hot contact. She quickly‘became flustered
and dropped her gaze.

What was he to do? Stand up and make a speech? Dear ladies of this

subway car. As you can see, I am a young, trim and reasonably good~-

' looking man struggling through his sexual peak. lAs 1 look at you all I

ﬂ(“-
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K sée 80 much that attracts me., Yes, 'I find you all so beautiful. I
really would like to make love to you all.” You woy‘id find me very

agreeable, I'm gure, So here ] my telephone number. Take out your

pens and paper, please

He left the Metro at Betri,nuth everyone elge, and' walked toward
0ld Mont;:eal. Out of the corner of hisfeye he noticed that a man with .'
a beard was following him. \
| He looked like Allen'Ginsberg. A 'hamosexual? Ginsberg, riding the 1
euhwaye of Moncreal‘, chanting: "Being in Charge", would have called
Paris's dilemma “JR‘,andom 'bransiers".
e He ééssee 'a:suia;l» parle.
A 'l}ib@u Goddess? Paris 1$oked closer. Iwo people stood, one behind the
o'tbe'r'p The one :Ln front: faced the declining sun, shirt up around the |
\ armpite._ Hands came from behind and caressed the belly and chest Two .
- heads kisded. What sex. ‘were they? It was impossible to tellT™™ |
o Paris \burried away 'I'he bearded man was still following him. Damn.’
' Would he have to confr:’(;'nt this” guy? He walked .past 'the bistros ofAPlece'_ | !
,,Jacques Cattier. He could hear the jabber-jabber of conversation, - They
all fluccered and flirted with €ach other inside the terraces. . Sounded
1ike birds. Paris was still trying co lose r.he :urkey on his r.ail

What would 1ife be without desire'l ‘Peaceful, he thought. But maybe

it m)uld stop altogether.

Thunder rolled across the river ﬁrom -the eouth ehore He looked

. up 8t the sky, grey and impasaive. The sound of t;he Steamroller o£ Fate. -

he thought. From his birt:h

fight it off, but it seemed

56
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Paris turned around. The man stared back.

He thought he saw someone with four arms. ﬂ l

¢
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Fate had been in control He had tri.ed to

.....
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* him the stor& of Iroi} how the naive Trojans had celebrated around the

57 | : ‘ o

He remembered his poor mofher. —éhe had said to him once, shortly
before her breakdown, something which had stayed with him'for‘yearsé
"Tragedy is Truth". He had been too full of youihful optimism then to
take it seri;ﬁsly, but now he thought of it again.

Why did people need each other? What was this strange pull of
desire? If only he didn't need 0. Are love and sexgal desire the road

b
to Tragedy? . In that case, 'we make ourselves suffer.

He needed someone, but it-wasn't the guy with a beard. Paris quicken-

ed his pace. The‘i;ard quickened his. Paris couldn't imagine making love

to someone with a beard. On the very few occasions he had considered the

homosexual possibility, it had always been men who looked like women who }

had attracted him. A beard? That was rubbing him the wrong way. No one

would paint a Venus éith a beard!

+

He ducked into Notre Dame cathedral. Surely the homo erectus would

RN

never follow him in here. This was a sancéuary for the spirit. He walked

to the front and sat in a pew. When he looked back he saw no sign of the

‘“fhank God. ;

{The church was almost empty. There was an old woman ‘praying near thé

' 5fron#3 and a group of American tourists being herded along the biﬁe. Paris

§

1isqg:ed to the guide tell them about the founding of Montreal by the
I ‘

Recollets gnd the Jesuits, and how they had dedicated this origina;'church

to tT, Virgin Mai&, hoping she would jrntect them. Thaf was why Montreal

&ginally called'Ville Marie. - b,

vas

gadsheprotected us? Paris wondered. .How could she protect us from'

ourselves? He thought of his mother again. So many times she had told =

'

famoug horse, not realizing for a moment éhat it was their 2’461ng(“

- \ »

\ Al
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. girls wore pants and short’ hair,

- R
- -

She had described it so well. The Greeks.were-smart, they.knew how to
sell it to the Trojans.-
"What do yeu like best in ;he world?"'she had esked him.
"Hamburgers," he had ansvered,
* "It was as irresistible as a hamburger," she had said.
Was he not walking around with a Trojan horse inside? What‘he
‘thought he needeﬁ_eight be exactly what he ehould not have. Yes,and the

o

fwhole country has its Trojan horse. American buginegs and culture have

- * establighed themselves in the hearts and minds of Canadians because they knew

- ¢

what Canadians really wanted: dream wishes and fantasies. They have colo-
'ni;ed‘our souls, he thought. Nationalism was impossible for us, even our most
'secree.;nnerwﬁﬁoughta were -already American.

’ He'tﬁoﬁghtfof,nary'Monday. As he stared at the Heavenly city of -

:4Jerusalem'he coulé;see her face. It was ? profile, a close—up, against

the lighc background The backlighting accentua*ed her small nose,

' long eyelashes and full lips. Then she turned her head towarg Paris

and smiled eéstatieally.' The test of‘her body came into focus and she

began‘eq'dance. The[city around her. now was Montreal "A street ceme

"into foéus. She beckoned for him to follow as she tapped up the avenue

in her costume of vaudevillianAglitter.
'The street and city around it curved upwards. His mind's eye
followed her up into the clouds where all the hard-edged buildings and

buzzing neon signs had all melted like cheese into a Mary Monday New

.

’ world filled with beautiful boys and girls. He saw a cartoon garden)

a futurisqic utopia, in which the sexes were indiatinguishable. Some -

some boys wore dresses and shaved 1egs.

\

There were no beards. - They - were all—making loveﬁ

»




" phoning Ma}y.r ﬂé(still had her name and number in his pocket, scrawled
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With a start he realized that a priest was saying a mass up fromt.'

He had been staring all the while at the Holy City. There were a few

more believers in the church responding half-heartedly. He thought of

.on a cigarette package. The word-mgd; flesh.

He felt a vibrétion;‘a rumbling. An éarthquake? He turned toward
the doox. A giganfit, tr;nsparent penis r&mméd its wa§ through the
portals. The priest,shzuted at it, damning it for aétempting to pene-
trate this sanctuary, but it throbbed-and squeezed up'thqjaisle tow;id
the altar, The parishioners screamed and ran fof,céver. Tﬂé penié

swelled, filling up the church and bumpink against the Golden City.

The liétle pr;ést was a ridiculous figure, an Eimer Fudd impotently
shaking his fist and leaping out of its way. Paris ram for the side ” ' \

door. » .
7
A charge came vibrating up the center of this latest member of the

congregation and exploded into a great burst qf magic dust and animated

stars., Paris was swept.out of the church and dischgrged on the to;d

k4

pavement of the street.
<

<o
«

He looked up at:the statue of de Maisomeuve as he dialed Mary's - ’ '

«

ﬁunber. He girded up his courage to explore the path ahead.

a~

"Mary Monday, Queen of the World, épehking!" ( !
"1, this is Paris. You gave me your number at the Lorelei on !

Saturday night, remember?" , .

"Oh yeah, the cute one.' What's happening, Paris?"
y -

"Well, I thought maybe we could get together, you know?".

. He was glaﬂ that she couldn't see him blushing.

4

?vag‘been thinking about you. I'd really like to see you."




7

out’ Saturday."

"That's nice. Well I'd like to see you too, but tonight's impos-

sible. -How about ‘tomorrow at the Venus. 1'll be there around Happy

e

Hour."

1

"Sure, greaf. I'11 be there. You know, you really knocked me

-

o

"I'm glad., We could have a nice exchange. Just between you and

-

" me, I'm due for something new. My present situation is a bummer."

"If there's anytﬁlng 1 can do.."
lﬁfouﬂdon't have a beard,- do you?"
'@arisilaughea.

"No, why." , ; .

"Oh, I don't like beards.™ ‘ | » ' : f,' -

" "Neither do I!" .,

"How will iﬂ;pcogniie you? 1'mean, well, I meet a lot of guys. I'm
sure I'll remember you when 1 see you, but.. well,I hope you understand.”

"I'l} be wearing a red cape."

‘“Qﬁfyeah. ‘Now I remember. It looks good on you. Like Superman.” -

¢ <

"OK, see ya then." . o
"Right, bye." . | ;
"By 2. "w

He walked away from the phone b;oth, feeling good. "He smile& as

h o : /.
- he strolled downtown. As he walked up the hill, he felt the city 1091;

ghead of him. IAll around was the chaos of an evenihg rush hour., ' Horns
ﬁonked and men screamed at each other.from rbIled-down vindows. Cars
uelzed in ap§ out of lanes, trying in &ain to cross a stalled liﬂélof
t:gffié. Everyone was hustling and jéckéyiﬁg for éouitién in,their\~

1solated metal shells.

R
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sules of self-seekers tried to oucbluff each qther to make it safely
across the intersection. There were screeches.of tires and a threaten-
ing ?howl of hogns.

. Paris started across. He dodgéd, pivoted ;nd,gidestepped like a

halfback running a punt retuyrn. The large, ﬁeavy tires of a dumptruck

‘rolled by, ¢entimeters away. If he had hesitated for an instant they

would have had to scoop up his squashed, pale flesh.

[

When he reached the median He-came'upon a stalled car, He peered-:
into the window, to see if he could help. There was no one. The owner

had probably‘lef; in disgust. But a dog Jumped over the seat and barked

\

at him. , A small Cocker Spaniel, with its tongue hanging out, and a

crazed, pathetic look in its eyes, ran around "the car in a éanic. " Its
S

stringy hair was matted from the heat. " It jumped on the dashboard,

" wagging its tail furiously, then it leapt onto the back rest of the

driver's seat, where it raced back and forth in a frantic anticipation

/
of release. *

Paris turned to go.  The dog:.let out a sustained, high-pitched cry.
) y ‘ /
Paris hesitated. The dog whined and scratched at the glass. Paris

looked around, hoping he might apot tﬁe owner. There was only the
traffic jam.  Not another pedestrian in sight.
If only there was a way to open the window enough to let in some
air, Paris'thought: He fe}t a sympathy for the animil, trapped by‘i;s
dependence on someone else; its need-foi‘fqod, shelter and lovél And
now it was abandoned, helpless. : _[ o

He put ﬁis hands flat against the window and pushed dowﬁ. It éave,

slippiqg a cen;iheter. Then he pushed two fingers into the spéce and
. N ) v

_——————

The stoplight at University and Dorchester was not working‘ Cap—

1
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vbhérror as the dog leapt'out of the car and ontc the street, right into
'the path of oncoming txzaffic. ,A taxi doing a hundred kilometers an

- hour, driven ﬁy an angry frown, didn't even try to stop.'

, 62

o . N

>

pulled with the weight,of his body. The window opene& ﬁore. ‘
. With a sparligg gro;l the dog jumped at Paris's fingers, ‘sinking .
his téeth into Paris's flesh. Paris screamed and pulled his hand back.
Q"Jeq;s Christ!" o - N 4 T ¥

The dog was in a frenzy. It squeezed itself ‘into the small opening /

and pushed with all its might. The window gave in. Paris watched in ' -

The dog was dead before it could yelp. The body flew past Paris,
' $

~and all he heard was the slap éf dogflesh on chrome. With the hollow . [

.echoes from the cold, apathetic buildings and the steel and concrete B

d

<

streéc, it sounded.like the clap of doom which would one day signal the

end of the world. - C.
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Wednesday, the Sixth

"

- -~
A huge neon flower 1it up the sidewalk and street with reds and °

blues. It .was a massive gign, covering entirely the fromt of a four

’

story building. Inside the flower, great neon jaws snapped at the

passersby. Stéirs led up through the jaws to a door.
o .

' The Shadow stood at the door. He was the bouncer and doormau.
Although he worked in other clubs, this was his center of operations.
He was a mountain of a man, completely bald, with a bright gold earring

in his only ear. ‘ ' ’

He shouted at the crowded sidewalk: "You want tits? We got tits.
You want buns? We got buns. You want cock? Ve got that, too.’ Anything

you want, get it right here at the Venus:!"

'"Right this way," he said as Paris walked-up the stairs. "Happy

Hour has begun. If you're not happy now, spend some money and we'll be

happy."

2

- .

f"No, this man isn't interested in getting drunﬁ,“ Gump said,
standing beside him. '"Just look at him. This man is a lover, not a

loser."

, "Seme thiﬁg ;o);e;ﬁ tﬁé Shadow sneered. . - oL ‘ ' i
Gump extended his hand to Paris. " He wore jeana.and an old tveﬁlw
b .
jacket, had long stringy hair and granny-glasses as‘phick as coke '
bottles. - ', C - ’

il

"Welcome to the Quintessentialﬁqxocic chapel. In éhib dark magic
chamber you can commune with other seekers, andbmate to thé heavepiy

music of the holy hit parade. You look great. Back in circulation, .

]

’
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His Adam's apple bobbed. W.

- . a 8 <
?ai‘irwre tight jeans, dashing knee-high boots and his red cape.
{ 1\ b ' ! ~
' "You;sound like a man who knows the scene,” Paris said.’ SN

*“Ah yes, but I only observe. I never-participate. That way 1

e gain tl3e maximum of understanding with the minimum of rieﬁc "

L

Paris tried to slip \past them, but the Shadow blocked the door,

his hand held out. Paris dropped some change in it; The Shadow gave. ..

‘ him a sc::mful look then stepped a,side. .
; faria t{a‘dl to climb another flight of stairs to get to the club.
He bounded past the animal skins, o;d Quuat:al traps, and fra;ned replicas
of. 'bilis of sale from fur trading companies which‘hung on the ‘ataimgll
wiall\.. » ) 8

Inside the bar there were traps everywhere: beartraps, lobster

_traps, fishnets and cz;ges. A large tiger cage stood next to ‘the door. .

He was surprised to find his sister Allison inside, standing on a table,
. Qa e
shouting at the crowd.

.

"Clean energy burn is being one/with the raw flow df exiqtence/

4

" Every moment: is pure nwelty/nothing is repeated/ot deleted/but \con-
ple:‘d/E‘very moment beinglevérything at that momnt/uniting birth and

duth in its ncrocon'" . ) . Ty

- 4 . "

Shc vavcd her arms in' the ‘air. her ybtdm iﬁuuperséd vich shouts.

of approval from those sict'.ing at the tablu. A band was netting up on

|

the ntnge. A uxophoniu Paris recosnized. a paritimer everyone #alle‘d

Bluenose. blaw random notes along with Allison's poet:ry. T

‘e

'l L "All memory/and, cﬁ\u‘ ;}reconceptiou/ate bitrary digactions a

o

ﬂ.xina of the Real elect.ion/coveriﬁg the corc/nnd becolung a bore/ Y

. oh how we ynm/our lictle hearts chumlif we coul.d only ret:ut‘/to C}}m

o'

=)
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Energy/Burn

Blhénoae honked; squealed and screamed a final flurry of notes.

Everyone cheered, and three guys carried Alliign over to the bar.
. . . f\. 0 .
'When you're, hot, you're hot," the bartender said, laying out a - ,

., ‘round of beers. '‘And whel you're not, you're not." b

Paris gpptqached the bar.

°

l"Hi, baby brother," Allison greeted him, throwing her arms around
"his neck. "The whole family's here tomight.” - -
"What's left of .it," Paris said. "You're going over well I gee."

“She tells:'em vhat they want to hear," a~man standing beside her
¢ . <

said. - ' . '
,‘/ ‘ "Everyone wantéﬂto hear the truth!".Allison cried.

‘ The man raised a finger in the ait, ponderously. .

v+ "You are the re-emergence of che wildefness through the cracks in

e

. the Cement of our social fabric." ) \ -
"Are you calling my sister a weed?" Paris's brow furrowed. - “

"She is trying to bury civilization like the Mexican rainforests

.

- SR "Naw I'm a jungle,” Allisbn observed‘ e

A

The man snilcd from thz oide of his fnce, extending his hand to !

e " Paris.’ ’ . ) ! : ' .
- - "o offence mtend:d ft @ just-that, vell, somebody had to say it, o
i’, : ‘\i ?:: and since I m the houqe 1ntellectual ic's ny job." )
.- ', ' Paris shook his hand. . )
.. . N j "My name 1s Jeffrey Chawser,” the man‘SAiQ. Cos ‘
’.. o "Paris Df.K;;achman." o . R 4' o . )

, .+ - 'Nice nsme, Paris. The Trojan héfofpnd lover. ~.

» i

]
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':Our mother loved Greek myths," Ailieon exp}%ined. "She used to | '
read the;rx ‘to ‘us all the til'fle." . . ' : X -
"Unusual in this day and agé," ‘Jeffrey commented. '
- "Did y‘ou"‘fike Aliison's poetry?" Paris asked him.
V Jeffrey' finished his éiass and ordered another. .
"I've got a com;;osition for her," he said.‘. "A conceptual piece. ‘ J

Drop her from a thousand metres onto a huge white canvas. I'_d call’ #

Lo it 'Portrait of the Arfist as a Sacrificial Lamb'!"

"That would take guts," Allison laughed. L

"Yes. But an artist must have the guts to state her misunderstand-
ings 1loud and clear!" (' ' {

"You're really giving it to her, eh?"

Paris didn't like Jeffrey. There was something about ‘him. Pom~

‘pousness? His voice had the resonance of a man who was too certain of
v what he said. Besides which, Paris felt very 'protectivé of Al¥ison.

He knew the vulnerability of her vision. He had shared it for many ‘

o ¢ [
years.

~ w

“1'd 1ike you to meet Judas}" Allison said, introducing the bar-

|

tender. and diverting his attention from Jeffrey. - '

. ) "He's the owner of this palace.”

Paris shook his hand. : '

"Judas,. eh?" = - ‘ ) ' - ’ ‘ .

v

The bartender mvéd his cigar to one side of his mouth to‘im.ske .

‘room for talking. - . ' ) - L .

’ \
"It's a perfectly good.name%"

o He was a pudgy little man with a dark moustache.

‘ . "I‘:mean, what would've happeg;d tp Christ if it ﬁhdn’,t been’ for °

‘

=y ’ . . 9, . o, o . -
M . L ) * ¥ - 3 v )
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Judas? He probably would've gone into. politics or .the church and become’

fat and corfupt like all the rest of them."

B

"Or gotten married to Mary Magdelene and settled down to a life

of comfortable repetition,” the Bopper added, sliding into the conver-

K U

sation.

"Judas is the shepherd who fleeces his flock," Jeffrey sneered.

Judas 1:eddened and took the cigar out of his mouth with a sx;xackingg )
noise that sounded like -a kiss. i ‘ )
“Hey, I'm no social worker!"
"Two bucks for a beer? It only costs you fifty cents;" Jeffrey
" continued. '
| "So I got overhead. Don't you understand business? Don't you have
anf i;lea how much of a hassle j,'t is to keep thils place open. :I'he cops :"
are alwal,ys. breathin' down my neck. They've been in here twice this .
week, alregdy." ’ ’ A }
He jerked his thumb at the end of the bar. ' |
"See that queen down there? ' Last week an undercover cop watched
her give head to some guy at a tgble and reported it. If they figure
soliciting goes on in here, they'll close me up.:. And I know damn well
it does!" )

He looked down at the end of the bar in disgust.

""0h sh}:&“
. They all looked. The queen had dropped to her kne%.es and was cra‘;ling
betﬁeen aman's legs. They could see her unzipping his fiy, as he sat
. ~ -
. above her on the stool, in an eerie blue twilight.
Judag banged his fist on the bar. .
"I don't car; vhat tl:ey do. I just wisix' the hell they'd do it ' Cs

¢

o

T T et
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spmewhere elsge'

D

* He called the Shadow up to do his dirty work. The Shadow picked -

the transvestite up, thteﬁ him over his shoulder, and carried him.down

the stairs. v
. ."Why do you put up with ali these gays in your bar?" Paris asked.

'Judas looked surprised.

"I got nothing against fags. They drink, don't,fhey?"f
"Well so do I," Paris said. "Give me a Molson." . /x\‘.
Judas reached down and came up with a cold ome.

‘ T "By the way, I like your decor," Paris commented.

b b

: "Bars are like ﬁboks," Jeffrey said. '"They have to have a theme."

Judas placed tﬁé beef'in front of Paris and looked at the others.

"Aren't you guys ready for more?"

3

ot s s i 0

"Hey, don't rush qs.. We've got ,plenty of time,” the Bopper pro-

~ ! e

- ) tested.
{ "I can see that it's time to‘éu;n the heat up again,” Judas said.

He turned and ﬁalged avay, leaving a trail of cigai smpke behind

* him.

¢ "Let's talk about me," Jeffrey guggeSCed faceiiously, a’wryasmi}e
1 j -

breaking acfonp‘on; side of his face.
- . "I'm working on a screenplay of the Tibetan Book of the Dead.

Yeah, that'a‘righ;. An adventure-melodrama about a Yogi's journey

‘f:om death, through the forty nine days'df*Karmic illusion in the Bardo
stafe. back into the womb o% his choice.”. -
"Man comes cut of w;man aﬁd spends the rgét Bf hi§ life trying to
get back in," the Bopper mused.
\ e, "Ah, but this is the other sid; of the circle, a'side nobody's

1

i

e
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ever put on the screen."
‘ "Lots of special effects?" Allison asked hopefully.
"Depends on the budget, but knowing the Cauadian film indhstry; it'11
probably end up as a B movie," Jeffrey shook 'his head.
' "Well, life's a B movie,"‘Paris said. ‘"So why: notf death?" .
"The hero will be invisible, a ghost," Jeffrey continued. ;Forced

to return to life because he could not disassociate himself from bodily

’passions. ; ) ' o . . ., >
S "Ijll:drink to bodily passions,” the Bopper toasted, ralsing his LI
R glass.

:Parie'thought of his own Joutnex; Wheh 0 lefé, he was free, or
shthd hhse been.: It‘wae his chance  to 1iYe alqne.4 He could have gone .
\to the country.h Lived‘avsimple life{ like a hermit. There wae a,side
of | him that wanted to do’ just that.. A side. that distrusted the world
—'and all its slimy entanglements. Why hadn't he? Instead of thinking

'of himself ae free he thought of himself as broken. " And now he found

- himself irresistibly drawn toward a new paaaion, a new entanglement.

Retutning to a womb of his choice?

.

"How are ya gonna ghow the white light?" Allison asked. "If.1it's .

" really like the light of God, 1t'll blind everyome in the theater."

. ™Ef God is light, then why is there a Shadow?" said the bouncer,
— | ;

joining,theh.at the bar. He slapped Jeffrey on the back and guffawed .
loudly. ' ' ‘o

" . ™y do you havelonly one ear?" Paris asked.

-

"Like Van Gogh," the Shadaw said." "To protest'thislfuegedjup‘ . ‘ “‘}
'warld we' re all supposed to 1ive in!" - e ‘
.k o
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" chewed the broken bits and s'wallowed. Then he picked up An ashtray R

70 ' . N
"I heard different,f" the ﬁeppe;' satd. "I "h‘earld'_thet kyou‘ éim}e' ‘ .
'ﬁse a straight razor, ‘and one morning; as’ you, were tuebi‘ng; you ‘ecci-' 7 "
Ddentelly slicetl it off." L : ; . ,‘ o ‘\ - K \ |
| The ébadow clenched his f'iets. To su‘gge‘st‘ auch‘ é thing wee an : o . :' :__ “f
]ifftoqtto his pride. . - ) ' ,‘ . - - - .
"That's not true'" he ineistet:i. \"Iticnow’ what lha'ppeue'&, ‘-I. was 5 . : :,‘
tbere." o ' v / ' ' S - ,—l‘ : ‘ ) \
Jeffrey leapt in, trying to steer the conversation away from the ,"\ .‘ ‘ S
Shadow's ear, which was a sore subject:. . C <’ - :‘ \_ - ‘  T,
“We say God is light becauae ‘of,our ‘he;:itege.‘ O;xr foré}ather’s ‘ PR " .
t;sed t:or‘.vorship the sun.". P | . - R ‘.’ ,-‘. A {
’. "The sun is the mest 6ver-;ra‘te§ill- stét- in the:uni\lzera\e'!"‘ the‘\rSh’gdow ‘ '
snarled |, | J\fl;' B ‘ R _ ’ ]‘
"'l'his guy could start a fight in'an. en;pty room," the Bopper obsenv- ., . » ' | |

« . The Shadow pi}ck’eq up a glass from the Bar at‘x&‘ﬁit(i‘n'ta. :Lt. "He‘ - ’ \

b

and emvtied the contents 1nto his mouth‘ Again, to the amazeme,nt Df " ' ‘ -

_all, he awallewed. 'Theén he sneered at them. cupped his ﬂands over his ‘

genitals and said: "Eat ny shqrte'" L Tt B o s .{ S
Jeffrey tried to continue. | o Co co . b
"But the sun has always been revered by artists, because it 13 the~ o T

[

‘source of creation here’ on. earth. You see, - art has, alwaya been cancern-

ed with the creative - B P N ) -

.

The Shadow brought his ‘fist down on the bar with a crash clinking =

all the bottles and glaeses. ' .o . .

"weu 1: s about time that art dealt ‘with deatmccion. What the"
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fuck islcreation without desttuction?'r '
t He grabbed Jeffrey by the colla:“: - ] ]
. ﬂyou_keep your’ Plato and your“LeonatdOQqu:yqurﬁ?icaosoi' Jubt give .
‘ine a‘siedgehammet. I’ll show you art'" - :;sl B _l . . R
, | The‘tension wes 80 thick Paris could hardly breath He tried ai S
l different tack. ?‘P ' ‘A::..{ E :Jfl;'; _f ; 1“./ - "', B ‘
I L a"The Shadow's‘rdght.?"i‘fﬁﬁkfz_:‘. T: )
| '\ They all looked at him. y :'”'1;'.f‘:i T :‘ : ". .
' "Yes. If there was nothdng out ereation, oe'd~run,out of space. ’ ‘
I/ - “ \ I mean, the old has to be destroyed to. oake‘way for the new. ‘
o . ) A". ' The Shadow let go of. Jeffrey and éyed Paria suspiciOusly. = f" - U' . } J\
o A "For instdnce," Paris went on. _"I just Broke up with a girl a’ . 5.
h \( | ‘ while ago and T was hurt you know, hurt Bad. 'But tonight I n gonna‘ e ‘
) ‘ ‘ meet someone new, right here. That makes me:happy. 'Precisely because
L i, ,‘: it s new. And it wouldn' t have been possible if my old relationship ' «‘:
L badn\t been destroyed e - nji‘-“ ' e f\ o : |
' ~ The Shadow tilted hib head sticking his one" eat up in the adr. o :
"Who's the chick?? ' < ;‘ ,” ,' j .f\ j, b:; li ’N" f‘; ‘
‘Parie d4dn't mean to go thie fet. Hia confession had Just slipped .
“out under the pressure of the momentl But  the- Shadow wis challenging T
; ‘.' his ctory. . \ ) o . '_L\‘ L ,;; X
. "Mary Monday." . ‘ LS :

5

Jeffrey coughed, and spit'out the mouthful of beer he'd almost

.

- ~ swallowed. Then he looked at Paris iu shock. ” ’

’ " "Mary Monday? But she's living with’ me‘" o Coe

"Not for long, sunahine!“ the Shadow jeered.

-

Then he patted Paris on the back. A twisted smile broke across

his face.
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‘dressed completely in blie denim. g .

"Don»t .be afraid to destroy what needs to be destroyed " he told

.Paris. "Be bad Hell somebody"s gotta do 1t!" - ;“ fﬂw -

l
Paris looked at Jeffrey. He appeared stunned. Paris didn‘t know

she was living with anyone. He remembered the man in the dressing

room, wearing a robe. That must have been Jeffrey.

A conga drum began a rippling rhythm A saxophone wailed bﬁer'iﬁ. B

An electric piano dabbed abstract chords here and there, with no parti—

cular key or progression. .The‘musicians stdod on the stage_in the~

'

" corner. It was shaped like a gigantic.seashell. Plas:iongrapes hung |

over it and there were cupidons at either end. The musicians were

2

Allison took the Shadow's paw in her hand. . oo
l\
"Let's dance."

She led him out to the dance floor

~

"I've heard of pot-heads, acid-heads, and skin-heads but chat

‘

guy is a war-head'" the Bopper exclaimed. B

They watched him dance. He waa stiff from his bald head down to

his rear end, moving only his legs. His body was stocky.and'cylindricail

¢

"And I thought chis was supposed to be Happy Hour,' aaid Jeifrey,

adjusting his collar.

e
.

}
"Don t tell me you believe the advertising," thé Bopher scoffed.
Allison brushed by them, waving her arms grqcefully as she slinked

across the dance floor. Her body was loose and supple, like a reed

v ' ’

bending in the wind. The Shadow‘oluméiiy tried to folloé‘her; 1dokddg

1 N ! .
around self-tonsciously to see 1if anyone was laugging at him. Yo onme .

- o

dared.

Bluenose grabbed the microphono.

-

2
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"In jazz there's no such thing as a u.'rorig note,”" he ye‘lled.

Then he played .a string of wild équeals.

‘"Come on,baby," he screamed inlt:o the mike again, "do the Urban
S?rawl!"

<

He sprawled on his hands and knees. The piano player followed;
then Allison and the Shadow trfed it. But he was too stiff, so he
+ gtood up again. ‘Looking arobund, he realized that everyone was watching

o

him. He had to do ,somet:.hing. So he undid his belt and slipped down
-his? pants, kicking off one leg and then the ;)ther, in a grotesque ‘
p;arocliy of rhythm,

| The' crowd laughed. .

He bent over, his head tow;n;d the band and bum toward the clients,
.and pulled down his underwear, revealling a dark and hairy anus.

The crowd cheered.

. —

"Why do you put up with this?" Paris asked Judas. '

"The crowd loves it,”" he explained. "Beca:;se in this day and age,
with as much civilization as we have thruat upon us, here's a guy D.who
can evade his taxés, not pa‘-y rent, insult people openly, fclaunt: all the
rules of mofalit:y and public decency, say whatever he feels, and still
walk around a free man!®

Jeffrey raised his glass with a sad look of resignation.

"So let us drink to chaos, where everyone is equal, everything is

¥

free, and anything can happen.”
;rhey all clinked glimses. The Bopper nu&hed Pari's and motioned
" toward the do;r. ' '
"Now there's God," he 'said. "Look at that ass!"

“God?" Paris asked.
’ . * *




-

R

- middle. That's what Dﬁnte sav when he saw God. Of c5urse,he learned

"?eah. It's what pulls all of us."

He put his hands up like a film director framing a shot.

"Three perfect circles. Two round buttocks and a pussy in the

everything he knew from Beatrice.™ - .

- ’

"I didn't know that you knew so.much'about réligion." )
"Are you kiddin'? Don't you remember when' I was eight:I won a Eity; o
wide essay contest on the love of God?" - o :

"What did¢ you win?" R '_ L o e , . v

"A floly Bible." T
"Really?" A Co. < ) 0 ) . ;. A
"Autographed copy." T

"Signed by, who?".

1

rhe Holy Ghost, of course.” L.

"You never showed it to me."
"He signed it in invisible ink!" ' i-

fhey looked back to the door. It was ﬁdry he was describing.. She

stood there in red feathers, golden shoes, a T-shirt with a big silver
o N > .

moon on it, and short, tight, red silk hot pants. Her bare legs were-

loug and slender. Instead of a purse she cavxied a newsboy bag with

The Montreal Star written on it.

She had captured .everyone's attention. Paris loins ached and '
1 .
his knees weakened. She smiled, dropped her bag, and ped onto the

dance floor. The band swung intd an up~tempo number based on an old

lpop tune. She tapped, .boogied, 'and cartwheeled, doing takeloffg on . ﬁ:

N

a dozen dances. The crowd waé’electrified, yelling enc&%rag

applauding difficulé steps.

‘.
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led for the final chord. As the band responded, she droppéd out of her g

75

-

*

She leapt over é table and ontd the bar,'dancigg around the beer
bottles and ashtrays. ‘ALI the tiﬁé, she seemed to be‘looking’at Paris.
He could feel it. Her energy was ﬁirectgd at him. She was showiné.d?f’ . . ’
for him. " .

Just when'she seeméd to have exhaﬁsted her possibilities, dancing

on everything except heads, she grabbed Hold of a beam whicﬁ‘spanne& the '

length of the bar and swung herself up. Her feet hit the ceiling-and

stayed there. She let go of the beam and hung like a bat.
The érowd went wild, standing up and screaming with delight.
In time with the beat,’éhe walked across the ceiling, dramatizing

e

each step. When she hung over the middle of the dance floor she signal-
shoes and summers;ulted down to the floor, landing on her feet. On the
final drumbeat she bowed.

As the applause rocked the club, she walked over t; Paris, smiling
ecstatically. A man with a big Q}onde mouséache climbed on a table and
pulled her shoes off the ceiling. Then.he picked up her bag and dutifully
brought th;m over to her. She climbe; back into the gh;es, threw the
bag aver her shoulder, and st;od in froné’of Paris.

His eyes d;ned. jher body was lean and firm, & dancer's body. 'éhe o

had beautiful wrists and ankles. His heart pounded like a jackhammer.

-
3
T .

"Sign! Sign!"

Q ,
Judas ran over to her, waving a piece of paper.

"I love it. 'You can ;tart in a couﬁle of weeks," !
She winked at Paris and sigﬂéd the contract. Judas séileq_with
satisfaction, then slid back behind the bar.

"You re;lly knocked him out," Paris observed. ~ ‘

+




' "Yes," Mary said. "We got the contract."
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"And how did it affect you," she gasped, still out of breath.
"I throw myself at your feet."”
Paris knelt down and kissed her ankles. -

"I like a man who knows what he wants," she said. .

ﬁryself.'.'
-"Wonderful," he said, risging to his feet. "They aure pull.at me.".
Her eyes twinkled at hin/. He felt the magic electricity.
"You make ‘mé feel like a new man."

o > - @

"I always feel like 'a new man," Twilight interrupted. 'Are there

»

' any around?"
“"Don't look at me,” Paris shrugged.’
"Was that Judas?" Twilight asked. - . : . . B

, . "Oh‘ God, I need the money,” he cried. "I can't walk the streﬁets

v

a;xy.mre.' . That phase of my life is over." . ° . !
She frowned. | - -
) "I like your outfit," Paris complimented her.
, She grinned and t:wir:led herself around, ‘ ”
"I'm a barbie doll. You never know what outfit I'll come out with , i
next." ' | - S

* "What ‘about ny ov.;tfit‘," Twilight interrupted again. "I1.come in

. 0




3

hot pants, too." e, i

. ' He wore the same combinat%on as Mary, except that on his T-shirt ) ?;,////’
w;s sewn a stork cafrying a coffin to a little house, and his legs were

1

bandy.

"Those pants don't do you justice," laughedﬂthe ﬁopper.~"Take them

off." , o

"Don't tempt.me,big boy. There's only one thing I can't resist, *

That's temptation."

; He stuck his nose in‘the air and minced off in a huff. , .
"He's getting to be a pain," Mary said.

"Want a drink?" Patis asked.

»

Mary nodded. . ¥ .

A s : i

[
-

"Bloody Mary," he ordered. "Why don't &ou put your bag dowmn. It

looks heavy." 4

a
L

. ."It's my office. I'm a mobile unit," she winked. "If I dropped

J

this, 1I'd float right off into spacd. 1It's the only thing that's
// ;- keepin' me dowm." ; . : - .

They both drank. o - s ' L -

v

. A . "I feel like I've known you for a long time/" Paris said. "I feel

- 1ike I've been with you before."

"00000000," she mocked television mystery music. '

, She looked into his eyes. Blue. She could fell that he was in

the bag. -Normally, she didn't like men vho threw themselves at her.

No fun. But he had an innocence about him that she translated as’

¢

© sincerity.

I
v

'She reicﬁediin:o her bag and pulled out a postcard. A gioocy

picture of a crater in the Arizona &e-ertx . ‘- '

'
- * A
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C "'That s where ny spaceship landed." ’ \'\ .
. £ ' .
. . N g w
A ; He J.oo):ed at it and nodded his lhead. :, N L , .
4 . B . \. L ’ LI
/ o S . "And you' ve come to .our planet to teach ua?" - N
. ‘ N o G . - . / 5. .,,‘
( S ."About love;' "‘ o . ‘ L -
L « " _ She had a ﬂightly Bouthern drawl which, along with the wny she “
i % o ' . 2
> , i ' \ spoke from the back of her throat, gave ‘Her a baby—like voice. »
[ - - 7. nel
n® His face became serious for a moment as he stared at her - ‘Was he )
na " . / [y}
. beipg foolish thruwing hia heart at Hary like thia? You don t send a »
, w5 hockey playe: back onto the ice until hia injuries . have hea?ed. He had . %
N a ‘ TR i . ‘ a{. :
! ey .7 not yet healed. Was she 'the remedy? 5 ' -
. ' ! , e, b ! '
P o * ‘She noticed J ffrey at the bar. He had gldrced- ‘ner way a n\mber
¥ " ... of times. She did ot want to talk to'him. It would mean trouble. She
A o : ' ' .
. b < .‘had already moved out of his house, only her cat vas left there. But.
4 a b .
x
hnw ],ong <could she stay vith Twilight? He was nuts. She could use some
3 7
. ‘ \ help from a sweet tuy lik.e ?aris right noy, “to help her. put of the mesa .
A . she was.in. Lo A ‘ ' Lo ‘ NN
N ' ' v - ] ' ) !
3 ° N . . ] . )’ ) « . - B wd
C "What do you do?" she asked him, 7
. “ms;leian." he mimed playing a guitar) e ) < T oot :
b N .u~ : ! - nte . '
: Oh yesah? Make a living at it? : | ‘
T e . , \ ) . ) ] .
, TR "Scupe through. Pny chu thnt " ) R A S
H - »
. ¢ . l!e vanted to curl up vith heri She was 50 teminine. Withoit a - :
’ ' ! '
. y wmn,' he felt empty. She sensed his vulnerability, and this made ﬁ“er
Y i
] y ' i © - 4. fdel wore secure. She di’dn t want a male ego- t:hat was too scrong f.ike
‘ L ;, ‘ ’ Jeffr#“ He ‘wanted to uumify her and stand her in his office, next .: T
. ‘ 4 . * "o ' VY * ' -
G t k.- . A . o
L . o 713 des , . \ Lo,
' . "We could ‘have a nice exchange." she kissed Paris on the cheek. o
ma gave hin qoutidence. S A e
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T ~ "Don’'t giva me that shit!" she screamed. "You always -give mwe that .

A S e e O

- 5 .

) . "I hope so," he said. - / . _ :
J‘effrey stumbled over ‘to them and bumped into Paris. . He was very

drunk. ‘ s : '

N
-

PTE

"What're yOu two talking about so secretly," he whined. "Don't

you know chis is my girl"" .
. . LB
"I'm notyyour girl any more, Jeffrey, so don't -lay your bum trip.

v

¢ on me!"

v , P

f

A -pathetic e,xpfession crossed his face, the look of a lost ‘soul.

"You can't walk out on me that easy. it's “not over yet!"

i

. She became angry. She hated these scenes. And in front of a ‘

' p'osalible new lover? How Asleva-zy‘l It was times 1ike ;his ‘vhen she real—- ’

-~ J

* {zed _ixow scattered he;: 1ife was.

- . : . . 4 3, . ) . .
. »7- ™ou're so negative. You wanna drag me back into your little life. . ; [ -
" But 1it's too late,’ I left already' 2y Lo " NI ’
' a 'Jeffrey"s face tviét:e,d in pain. Paris watched with q:l.smay. ) »
a ¢ ¢ ' ) ' ' ) ' W@ ' A . . ’

"Just don't go liké this. I need you tonight, Mary, pleased” Coo

he looked around, nervously, to see who was watching. ® Everybody ' ¥ -

P \ . . . . . . . . {
.
8. . - . ) ! ; ¢ N d .
: . ‘
N, . ‘ B N
LN . ) . N ) R

v

oat—lmb crap just to lure me back, but as soon as ‘I retum, -

. bang, it's ba k to your analyzing and control, carving me up wit:h ygur
a \ . it. That"s a.:Ll., Finito'" o L T ’
Y i 4 ( . She whirled ' rg,\xnd" and hurried out the doo’i’.' “Paris was after her ) , )
) 1like a shot! They‘bothﬂrush‘edl ﬁast Gump.on the stairs outgide. He sat o

tine he looked- up, . Jeffrey was hovering over h:hn.
5

SR - ' "What: q going an?“ Gunp inqqired.\nervously.

a roa R
o FEEERN : -
- : * .

-
. -
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- ‘ q . ,
Jeffrey coughed, and then with a great heave covered poor Gump with

tt__\/e‘uangested ramains of eight beers, two scotches and an all-dressed - -
] . ) '
pizza. ) . 1 \

1
»

Gump' screamed in horror, and Jeffrey collapsed, hitting the stoop . -

4. \

" with a slap, 1ike dogflesh on chrome. N . . .

,
. . -
! . P R

.

Paris. caught up with Mary half-way up the street. Her facg was wet with
.tears. When he put his arm around her, ehe snuggled up close to him, s
N T Ty 2 .
.gratefully. .

.
T

"I just wanna get away from him. He's everywhere 1 go. He seems to

know where I'm gonna be. He won't leave me alone!"

'

Paris séroke_d her hair, tenderly.

) "Maybe he doesn't know what he's doing. It must be hard to break up
. , ; >

* with you.”

He thought of his break with 0. He had vanted to show up at her

. farm with a gﬁn, but] he was too miserable and depressed.

. . o ’ ..
.

"Oh, he knows what he's doing,"” she said. "That:'s‘ his big problem."

) They turned west on Sherbrooke. It nv'vﬁs‘a warm, evening. There avae a ]
moon among the skyscrapers. On the 'sidewalk in front of the Ritz Carlton \ 2
e g o - L., . ..
_Hotel,. lay an uproéted plant. Mary bent; down and picked it up It lay | - .

o+ Himp 1n her hnndl, a little soil clinging to 1ta roots. - ‘ s '

"Look at this," she satd. "It’ 11" die 1f 1t's Left here.” * 7 .

Paris looked up. Cy k ' B L _
» v . 9 - vt e - e

"A suicides" he said. "Haybe 1: jumped off the twentieth ﬁloor"' Ce

<N

She'.iurrwedoher brows at‘ his flippancy. e - e o




] . ) .
He hailed a cab.s co ) - b Co o

v

The moon hung avern their shoulders as they walked up to his'ddor.
" "I've heard that when the moon is beginning a cycle, it's a good o,

time to plant," He said, "but what about transplant ?" ) ~‘ o \

“It should be good for that, too," she said, examining it closély.

. "What'll we call it. It's our pet, now."

"What kind of plant is it?"-he asked, opening the door.
8 ,
"It's a rosebush.”

T -

"The rose 1s for Love."
" "We can't call it Love." ‘ - s
"How abou't Eros, the God of Love?" -
) "Yéah, I like that. How come you know.about ‘old Goda "
"My mothet was an expert.” | : L "
#'All my mother knows is what she sees on TV." }
They wa;ked' in;o (the apattment and turned on the light. Mary
locked around. Guitars, amlalifiers, records, socks on the floor, , -
roaches in the ashtray. The cupplete disorder of a bachelor apartment.
"Do, you have any pots?” ‘ ) ( " ‘l
“Are you kidding?" -
"Well, what have you.got?" ‘ R . . B |
Henma‘ged'inthetinykitchan.l' L ' ‘* . o
”Here's an emPt:y pemt: bntter Jaz.” . Fe - . '
- "That' 11 do. How about ‘some earth?" : P S o

He took a spatula out to the little yard in front of t:he building R |

’

and scooped up, some soil from under a. hedge. She pagked the ea,rth A
loouly anound the rosebn;sl; until it stood up’ Ln the far. " T
* "Now we water 1: and see what hnppens. o T
'._ ' L RN 11:-_1 ‘:{’! o oo “. .
o o ¢ . . \::‘;_c;q’ o : " , ‘};. “ 8
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She poured water on it and placed it on tlye‘wim*iow 8ill. He switched

- . ~— ‘ . -

. . off the overhead' light and turned on a red light in the corner. It .gavg N

"

o{f .2 rose-coloured glow.
"Nice," she commgnted.
"The Love-light," he announced.,
"Oh, does it work?"
"Time will tell."’

N ( "Did you like my routine tonight?" she asked, bétting her eyes, fish-
' {

.

s ing for flattery.

"It was a peak performance," he said, picking up an acoustic guitar

by the sofa. ‘

They both sat. He strummed an open chord and began to sing to her

in a Leonard Cohen-like dromne.

\

“"Breathless, yes I wondered, as the stage stood still and the walls

~

became transparent."

., He hesitated, his mind grasping for a phrase.

1]

. | : "And did -anyone else there realize that the Holy was .happeniﬁg a; I '
. dove through your ey;ea and you through mine.” v
His blue eyes fiashe-d ;t.her. She shuddéted, involuﬁtarily.
N ':Like the ;nt;aic in our éars‘,' stretching out in space, looking for a’
station‘!" g Loe .

& : .He arpeggioed a finai progression and put the guitar down, strings
‘st:lll ringing. '

~ ‘ . s ).

3

)

~ "ot bad," she nodded. "You give me goosebumps.". . R
v L He Jkissed her..  She opened her mouth to him, he explored it with his .
' tongue. She was the first girl he had kissed since 0. 0's breath was -
. : : was o

‘natural, the smell of a field aftgr a 'raidfall. Mary's breath was more -

\

‘ : l1ike'the fcing on a cake. ‘Str;w'ﬁerry flavoured. .
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"Let's pretend we're in a parked car at a drive-in," she sald,
‘ - /

excitedly. "Yo“ be the football hero and I'll be" the. rah-rah cheer- .

leader who g still a virgin and takes&#xm Landers sériously."

"So we make out until our chemicals take over?'"
"

"No. Until you ask me to marry you," she laughed.

"He kissed her again. She went limp in his atms, He put a hand

e e R e s ey o

on her knee. ' She pushed it off and stopped the kiss. ‘
"Paris De Kitschman, I'm not that kind of a 311‘1%" she camped‘, N
with her han';ls on her hips. , -
' "Yanna bet?" ‘ y ' o
: Paria ;rabbed her and kigaed her fércefully. - - |
f’Let. me explore the new world gf your fle\sh. There's a little
' Jacqu‘e; Cartie;: in us all L ‘ , | . , /
v As t':ixey kissed, she made low noises in her tixroat, as if she was ‘ K
purring. This spﬁrred Pa;is on, , ‘ o
"Mumm, it"s hot in here,"‘she said, wher}' they stopped to I;reaéh.
=~ She took off her T-shirt. Hg stared .at ﬁér b;:ieasts, small rises
c;n her chest t;pp;& with iarge, hard nipples. He ;Qn his fingers ovér
, them, )
:'St:fll mot sure if I'm 2 girl or a boy?" ‘:7 A
"They loc;k l;lice two fried eggs, sunnyside up." . - Dot ’
"Like them?" ’ . : B o
! N ' "Yeah, they re the breasts of. a young girl, still budding. 1 feel
: like a child molester," he growled, { -

¢ - ' e Py
. “

" "Not much godd for children. e - .

3

"They re non—functional Art for*axt 8 sake. They couldn't be

used‘ for sune“th_ing as g'roteaque as child weaning."
MRECEA S . L,

;-‘\ w
.
.
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. "Ye-al';, -;:hey'ré only for my}avérs., Those are my babies!"
"L,et;'s ‘take pff',t:h‘;a rést of our clothes,;' Paris suggested, ‘thankful. | -
that his janitor had turned up the"heat.
\ Her little-boy body was smooth and firm, sweet with sweat and . .
Johnson's baby powder. Paris feastéd with his Jeyes.,‘ nose, tongﬁ'e .and .
- fingers.. He ;ias enormously excited by the newness oflher. She 'stroked

him like an expert. Her eyes rolled back in her head and she quivered.

"Take me any way you want," she whispered.

[ 4

.Paris thought for a moment. How many ways were there? *He c}idn't:

want to ap‘?ear unsophiéticated; but he only knew a few. He hoped she _

wasn't expecting anything too wild. He would Just have"to do his best. \
!

N He picked her up and carried her to his. bed. The sheets ha&n'c

been changed in a month. He hoped she wouldn't notice the smell. He

laid her dofm and began licking her all over. He nibbled and bit her. ' .

She squealed and moaned. He really wanted to pl'ea'se her. He wanted to

N~

impress her as a lover. He listened carefully to her moans and let

himself be guided by them. - : -
"Lick me," she pleaded. ’ \ o : o
Moonlight shone on her mound of Venus. He stared into her furry
S, .nouth of mystery. DidAt matter that he hardly 'knew this woman? No,

that was part of the tluﬂl! Because he didn't know her she could be

anything to him, everything. She was the most béautiful woman in the

world. She had no faults, no imperfections. She was new.
L . . ' .
: Into the wet and warm go the slaves of history. He pushed his

tongue up into her," as far as 1t would go. He found her clitoris and

. . ' sucked it between tongue and . lips. Her .monns changed to screams, al-

though he had ﬁifficuley hearing now because he: thighs closed over . ‘, v
» . N }." .

3 v
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his ears. Encouraged, his head rotated wit:h\ her hips, faster alnd faster
until her screams reached a crescendo and her body vibrated. >
She lay back, whimpering, as he crawled up to the p\ill,ow. Hisa 1
face was soaking wet. She smiled.
"Do you want to come inside me? Get your caterpillar ‘in traction

and come inside my cocoon." .

"."We'll make butterflies." . ’ . [

gée rolled on top and eased into her, gla t he was so stiff
They both groaned, pausing a momentr to 'sayour th pen*f:ration.‘ Then
hg buried his hands in her fuzzy orange hair, kissed her candy-apple
' red mouth imdb licked her teeth. She was so perfect, like a doll. But * . ’ '
" r:al! She pushed hgr pelvis ul; to ﬁim, and they moved ’in harmony. | ‘ !
He looked at her now t:'hrt?ugh a haze of passion,‘'out of focus, as
if “tt;ere was vaseline on the lems. °
"Your mon:th is the nf:'ast perfect and delicious mouth in the world!"
"You're so big. Oh, fuck me. Fy'ck me:"

Now you're talkin', he thought. “He saw her back at the Lorelei,

exciting the crowd with her long legs. And now she was with him! He:

. . was liying a fantasy. He was doing whatJ 'so.many others wanted to do.

i~

He was a fucl;ing hero!

"You're mine, npw, Mary Monday."

o

"Oh yes. Yes!" , e

ﬁ . They moved faster until their ‘hearts were pounding and their bodiea .

thrashing around on,the bed. With his thruqts he pushed her all the way o0
to the wall, where she lay with one leg up and her- head dangling from the- o
. corner.. He used all the frictian he could get from the rim of her vagina,

o

eupecially the upper part, near her clitoris, because this mad ha: claw
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his back. B |

, . : ST T
( . . He felt 4 charge building in him. She felt it, too.’
"Blast off.. Come on!" ) . . o
"My moonshot is coming." ‘ .
) "Into deep space.” ‘ .
> o '
They were flying, weightless. He was going deeper into the void.
" ‘Tt suddenly struckhim as funny, all this fuss over emptiness, nothing..
As he exploded inside her, he began to laugh, and tears streamed from
‘ his eyes. - . . )
v 1 - ' /) N o *
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, S ' Thursday, the Seventh . L

When Paris walked‘into E1l Cheapo stugios, he was ready. ' From now :

3 ‘

, on, he promised himself, he would work, do whatever came his way.

Success with Mary had tipped the scales. For too long, he thought, he had
struggled for authenticity in his music, at the expense of rewards he’

é ' could have won by pumping out the kind of junk Canadians bought. Many

of his- fellow musicians had done just that and were getting rich. But

he had allied himself with Adam to fight ' at the barricades for 'Real
f . Canadian Musgic’, shaﬁing indigenous folk“s:yles'inté fofms,they’had
hoped would‘help'forge some gort of idéntity for their adolescent homg— ; {
: land. But Canéda preferred Supertramp and The Bee Gees.
. . He haé leaned on O during that period. She had been his strenbth.'.
‘ Vhile'he dédicated his energy to his ideals, she handléd the practical
problemq of survival. Paid ghe rent, Boﬁght the food. He cringed
T fhinking,of the sacrificeg she haa mage. &o‘wondgr she had left.
He was determined not to let that‘happeu,again. He had learned g
his lesson. National identity is fime, but first we eat!s
Mary was all entertaidment. She didn't ca:g wpeff_a song came
L ! ’ from, as long as it worked. That was her power. ;)He had been too ?

y .
, o cerebral and serious:in his crusade for local music. She was pure

- - ©

delight disatmed her audience completely. Heﬁbﬁuld'learn a’ lot fram

. « ' “her. Maybe they would work together, his heart quickened at the thought.

. o "Today, we're gonna make a hit,“ Goldie announced as Paris strode

thronﬁh the door.

N T \

Er

All the highs and lows were misaing from her voice, as &f i were

n'

an AM record, compressed to méke it sound bigger.

s . ‘»" . - . e
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"Just make out the cheques and I'll play anything," Paris'tesponded;.
"Alrighe!" said Juke, fingering hi;‘bass ;n the corner. Juke was
short for Jukebox, a nickname he had earned during ten years on the |
road.’ Before every gig, he checked~9utlgpe club's jukebox, to'see'wﬁpt -
. the crowd had beeﬁ programméd Fd like. If there were any tunes on it,
he didn't know, he woﬁld quickly learn them. That‘way he always worked

"

steady.

. i
"Just as long as it isn't disco,” Adam said, fidgeting on a desk.
"ah, but it is," Goldie said. v
Shé had large steamer trunks under her eyes and the slightly‘dazed
‘countenance of someone whose work so coqflictéd with her sleep ‘that .
sleep was desperately trying Eo clhim'ﬁer wéging life.
"Then we'll need some of this!" Bluenose added, pulling a small

\

vial of white powder out of his pocket.

o

He was originally nicknamed Bluenose b;cguseuhe hailed from'Lunen-

burg, Nova Scotia, but it was fiow 3eneraliy‘understood,in relation to
., his lust for cocaine. B
\\ A small man, with a hunched back, peeped out of the studio door.

"Come on, where's the drummer? D'ya want me to sit here all day |
and pick my nose? - We gotta get a drum sound!" -

Le. Levesquois made a face, |

‘ "You English ;ie always in such a‘hurry."

"That's how wg'conquered°the ;orld." X replied. X,-the sound
‘engineer, was alleged to be iliitétate, but he couid”hear sounds other
'pepple didn't kadw exi;ted. He also enjoyed being called X because‘hé'

%rthought it'addeh an ‘air of mystery to his character which flattered

a3 . y

his ego. . o | ) ' ‘I o L ; o

°
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/\\\ " "Give me a snor& Bluenose, so I can handle the boredom," Le
L

.®

evesquois pleaded. i : P
Bluenose ‘gapread -the powder on Goldie's desk. He lifted a razor
blade from an editing Egerd and shaped 'some of it into a line. Le
Levesquois rolled a dollar bill up tight, stuckAone end in ois nose,
put the other on the cocaine, and sucked the powder up into his brain.
"Ahh " he smiled. "Now I'll play anything. You want disco? Xou
got disco. Pas de probleme, sacrement! Anythiﬁg!"

»

He disappeared into the studio. Bluénose continued making lines.

o

Goldie 1it a cigarette,
"I,wadfed to ask you," Bluenose said to her, '"was that sto;y about
you and youf ex-hubby true?”
“Which story?"
. . ""The CB radi%."

"Sure, it was used ag evidence in court,"

"So you were recording gome rock band 1n a club and hubby was there?"

'Il

"Yeah. And he says to me: 'I have to go to the can

. "Then his voice comes out over the PA system, loud and clear, for
everyqne to hear?" )
"That's right. ﬁe was talking on the CB radio in his car.”
' "And it was picked up by the lead singer's condensor microphoue?"
“Yeah. And he was talking to his gecretary about the pregnancy.”
- "And everyone in the room heard it? Five hundyed people?”
"Not only that, but I recorded it.ﬁ
. MAmazing. Ihat's what 1 call a public conﬁeesian!"

"The bigger the} are, the harder they fall." ’

1?er ayao gloyed like neon, o . A ?;:;

. x R .
' . N : Lo e P o,
, W b .
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"It made my case in divorce court ope‘hand shut. I sued the Bastard

for everything."

She waved her hand around the room.

. "That's how I got all of this." =4

B

- .
- et o S e o . 15 A
B

"Well I hope you're §traighter‘with us than he was," Bluenose said.ﬂ

. ' : \"Did he .screw you?" ' ,

"Yeah. I did a freebee fot him once, sax solo on an album, when I
was starting out. It did pretty well, disco stuff. People told me they “”.

really liked my sax work, even that it had helped sell the album." D'you

} -know the prick wouldn't even give me a free copz? I hadKCO‘go‘out and
‘ ‘buy one juat to hear. the final mix! I needed a copy as.a demd to get
more work. I cold him I had to pay eight 'bucks for ic."
"An' what'd he say?" . ) . ; : ; E
"He said: 'That's cheap for a good demo’. ’ . :%
“And to think that he won an award for helping to stimulate the
Canadian mus}c industry," Adam 1aughed: ' v
Bluenose waved them sll over'to the desk. He rolled up a dollar
and gave it to Adam. . One by one, they snofte§ the cocaine. There was
‘much aniffing, smiling, winking and nodding. They cov;red one noatril

by pressing it with an index fingpr. Then they switched noatrils and

finished their l‘né. Tﬁe chaine first‘froze the nose, ‘then spread

across the face. whey could caste it in the back’ of their throats.

‘Bitte;. Gtadually it worked its way to the frontal lobes, freezing (,

" their critical faculties and freeing them' to go with their bodies.

3 - Evenyope'toék sdme but Goldie. . e ,j . .

. ' L. NG R . o e
The door to the studio opened. |They heard ‘the thump thump of a-- ;o B

: . . . . ) * N [ P . S .:;‘“G:":V‘,"a‘
disco beat. X appeared. . .. . . ' T CL e L e,
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"We're ready fqr the bass." o» 7

-

"Come on, Juke, I wanna hear that hit.basslinér"
. .

"I don't play anything but hit basslines," Juke retorted.

"Glad to hear it. There's nothing 1 hate worse than a smart-ass

» e .

bass playér tyiﬁk the bassline }ﬁ a knot, trying to outfunk evéf}one

else!" ' . ) :
. oo #

They both went into the studio. !

“This should be a tax deductible expense,".Bluenose said. "I ‘mean,

if T.didn't have this stuff, I'd never make it through these sessions.”

"The government doesn’t care about realities,” kdam sneered..
‘ . N N v .
"They're in the cosmetic businmess." . , . ¢

A

’."Yeah; ya try, against all odds, to play the music you really feel,

“the music that really comes from c@e here and now, and what d'ya get? -

No work, can't signhleases, and you'bedbﬁe an outlaw in the eyes of your

v

owvn pedple." v 7

"It's dynhaﬁieq," Paris said. "The music buainqss is run by

0 i

dyﬁastiea just like the rest of the world." B
7"Ye‘ah,‘and most of ,those dynasties come from south of cﬁe,bofder,"

Adam frbwned.

’

'S0 does this coke, man, ;eilly south of the border," Bluenose

. 4 )

. B . ' ¢
chuckled. . ) ‘ .
” '™

He snorted another¢11ne. ) : )

"What would we do without this stuff?" Paris asked, following

ﬁlﬁenoéé; ' . R g \ . )
"Revolution?" Adem did his line. "It's ke TV." ° t
";h. gpnt's mu?h béttar.f’Blucnose sat back. "The aecnnﬂ_;ne o

reslly gets ya." ‘ | ’ - | . " ' ;~ﬂ~ f:x. e [.‘ v

L

oy Y AT ey




\ g . "Let's‘go-in there and ‘see what's happening,” Paris suggested.

/
. ." Inside, the momitor speakers were up full blast. - Goldie and X

[}
were screaming at each other over the tracks.

N ‘ ) ¢ ,
\ ﬁ she yelled. : h
' S P
"I'1l add more bottom," X returned,.flicking switches.

ﬁ.\ "And the bass. It's gotta weigh sixseen tons. A gigantic bass.
) I'v; gotta see it coﬁing over the hé)::izc;tx,= as big as skys-crapei". Bigger!"
;'OK. The bass that ate New York City!" X yelléd, playing with his
gqt;algzation buttons\. | ‘
: ' . Le Levesquois lounge;d.in a corner. They had alreaciy recorded his
bass drum 'T;ump, thump' and put it on a tape loop sé that it would
‘ ' ] pia;' indefinite'ly. Juke was on the other siqe of the glags, wearing
! | earphones. He could hear the bass drﬁm and was putting an eight bar
. 1 'Umbah, umbah' bassline over it. v
‘ ' Goldie grinnedjat the three musicians as they 'entered.‘ She raised
her eyebrows to the’monitors. |
.« . "Not bad, eh?" she asked, rhetor’i/.cally‘. I 1‘{
'i'he three of them giggled. ’
A " "It's Tidiculous,” Adam snickered. K |
"'I'hat",s what I like, p’osiAt:iv’e thinking," Goldié¢ frowned. o -
. ) She’ turned to X. “ - ' |
"I like that sound. We'll put hand ;’ka—-}a\on the two and four."
._, ' ' She pushed the :g]_.k—back but;:on and:spoke t{;rdugh Juke's ear"phones.‘k‘
7
»

/ X stopped the mgchine and rolled back the tigpe.
“E flat,MC minor, A flat,* B flat. OK? Byt stay on the B flat for
f

. four baTs, twice as long as the others. That's where the horns will

. /-4
w .

+

"I'want that bass drum as big and round and full as a harvest moon!" .

.kt
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e build. People love that.” , T P

- P " "OK," Juke agneed;- "D'ya want a little riff on the last bar?"

"No," Goldie said. , "Do what you were doing. Carry the B flat. .

Don't get complicated. The horns will do the rest."

o

"What horns?" Bluenose asked.

"You. We'll  overduh you until you sound like a horn section."

."Bang! Three unemployed saxophone players," Adam mumbled-in his

beard. ) |
: . 4

, N !
"The wonders of technology," X grinned.
.« ‘ "So let's put ‘one down," Goldie comqnde&:'. "“This is a take."

Id N
; . They went through the piece again. Juke played endless circles

, o ¢ ,
\__ of patterns over the bass drum. ‘Goldie told X to stop the tape.

"OK. We've got enough. We can work with that." , -

. ~ ;

Juke packed his bass away.
.  "Piano'" Goldie yelled. E '
"I'1l set you up," X said, leading Adam into the studio.

A
- Adam sat at the piano while X placed microphones inside and over

% ’ 12

the plano. Goldie came over. 4 : ,
S ! - ,
"I want a rock'n roll type of thing, you know - dat dat dat dat,"

. she- said, playing a chord.  "Kind of Fats Domino, eight to the bar.l
' ) )

ca e, ; r

. ) It'1l push the beat along." ‘ . . '
N - .~
o \ "Right. You know the changes?"

"Yeah, E flat, my favorite key." L .

EY

Y "When you get to the B flat, carry it, but on the. last tﬁoibgats
of the last bar give me a sweep.” C ‘g

-~

"Like this?"

x "And that's what's important?" < ; d

of
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Adam dragged his elbow across the keys.
"Perfect," Goldie smiled. ° ’ R o
. . Goldie and X retqrﬁed to the control roaﬁuﬁ.Adam put on earphones.

"Play him the track," Goldie commanded.

Adam played a series of diminished chords over the bass and drum

’ \ 3

tracks. Then he screamed at the mike in a gruff voice.

2

"In America the poliﬁical power is controlled by the rich and es-
sentially denied to the masses, who are encouraged to live in the dream . . . B
wdrldnof the enterfainment industry, instead. The dreams of pop music,

. movies and TV are the wish fulfillment of-the unconscious demands of

A

‘unrestrained heroism, violence and lugp vwhich the average citizen is ‘
/ o C A

, ' not allowed in everyday humdrum life."

He dragged an elbow across the keys. / -
4

"But the demands press for satisfaction in this commercialized /7
- mass férm. Give‘the people what they want! Dreams.are the guardians Bk
| of sléep: People w&ht to remain in their interutﬁrine, womﬁ-with—a-viev,'
safe, middle-class life!"

Goldie stopped the tape. . - - ‘
0 , s -
' ' . "It'll never sell," she said, sarcastically.

"Of course not," Adam replied. "No one wants the truth."

"Well then, I'm not interested. This is a recordimg session, not - )
- a philosophical society meeting. You might as well do. it righi, fcquae ~
b : " ' h ~
o . I'm not gonna let you wear me down!" .

X gpoke into the talk-back.
"You, like me, like countless other millions of ants, animals rnd

+ -insects, are forced to make a compromise with life. We're all forced

to do something we don't want to do—work. So you're just another -

PR o
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‘.- piece of sufféring flesh. .And try to imagine how little we care!"

_"Imagine if work was fun," Adam said. Y

Rt

"Then it wouldn't be work," Goldie insisted.
"Y%u re so insensitive’"

!So are you. Have a little sensitivity for me. I have to justify

’

¢

this studio time you're wasting!"

Adam eighed.

o

"0K. Give me the tracks again."
X ran the machine. Adam played along, exactly the way Goldie had

wénied.‘ She 1it a cigarette with satisfaction.

" ghe said to 'those in'thé

,"One day I'll find a new piano player, , - B B

o

control room. "Sé”let's keep going, not slow down the pace. .Where'g
that horn section?" |

"We're all here!”

Bluenose unpacked his sax and waléed into the studio. X set him j -

" up with a microphone.  He slﬁpped on eqrphoﬁes and licked his reed.‘

He put the mouthpiece together, éqgealed through the sax, took the
mouthpiece apart and licked the reed again. |

"A sax is.like a woman," he said. "You've gotta get her wet first!"

He jammed the mouthpiece into the horn and wailed some free-form
jazz.

"I'm not uslng one of those pea~shooter mouthpieces, ya know? It's
wide open, and 1if everything's not right, the sound'll get away from me.'

He blew again. The,notes gushed from h¥s horn like a river burst-

. ing through a dam. He soared and swooped, twirled like a mad sufi, and

. ) screamed like a napalmed villager. Then he laughed into the mike.

"Man, jazz is a religious experience. It's everything'"

FRRIRREIN ey AERUORR Brb Aot 4 v 'y TETILT LT v NS
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He blew up the scale, down the scale, in between the scale, in time,

out of time, sticking to no meter or key. . °

him,

"That's very nice, but we've got a job to do here," Goldie reminded

¢

Bluenose grimaced. : "o

"Once you experience the pure bliss of flowing along an improvised

gtream of jazz, and being part of it, being both the dancer and the

dance; the energy flowing right through you, knowing the ultimate free-

*

dom of playing in free time and free space,‘no structure, ‘just you and

your

you've been there, ya never wanna come back!"

iﬁstrument, and,théiulgiméte possibilitjes of sound. Manm, oﬁce

"It's the cocaine," X said.
3

not'e

"Reality? Dreams are real, too!™

1

Goldie pressed the talk-back button. '
"Yeah, yeah. But now reality strikes. We're making a hit record,

scaping from the world!"

"Oh yeah? Just try to eat them'"

"0K, OK. What d'ya want me to play?"

"A trill, dat-a-lat, on the lﬁst beat of every bar. And when you

get to the B flat, just build, going up the scale to the-seventh.”

"That's all?"

-

' "For the first track."”

"Where do ya want ‘me to come in? The first worse

worse, or the bore-us?'

1

3

'Right off the top, turkey!"

X played the tracks to Bluenose, who played it, the way Goldie

"wanted it.

\

o
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"Let me hear it with more echo,"” she agked X. i

"Hey, 1've got ak\echo unit so good, I can fix it so the echo doesn't

-
come back 'til tomorrow."

\\\.&4 s
X sat at his board like a pilot in a coékpit. He used all his buttons

"and dials to fly tht\ﬁgh:mdsical spacei . ; E
A . .

Goldie lit another cigarette. %
"Next track. Up a third," she said. f . | éi
"0f course." o ' : ) ‘ x
He did it the way she wanfed it.
"Now the fifth?" ‘ |
"You're learning." ‘ ' o
They did it again.' It began to sgund like. 2 sax sectiom.
’“Now the seventh,” Goldie.commanded. : L,
Bluenosé was halfway through the plece when his sax exploded ino !

" honks and gqueals. He tried it again, but they could hear the agony of

a cramped soul, building up PEl;w the sound. The sax bleeped and burped

periodically with the discontent of the rebel.

"Clichés, CLICHES!'!" he screamed. 'Give the people-what they want!

What people? Those who want to make cute little knick-knacks out of the

[

infinitely changing energy and delight of the jazi of’ the universe?. Those

who are so twisted and stuck in the mire of habit they can't hear any-

thing but t they want to hear, with ears that have been deafened by the ]
. habits of the multitudes passed down from Karmic father to Karmic son? ?

" Those whose sole inheritance is nothing but a vast warehouse of musical

" clichés?" '

»

He played a few recognizable sax lines from past hits, twisting the

lasg note into an agonized scream.

s "There are no absolutes! We are free from the tyranny of harmony,

¢
.

B L
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ﬁelody -and meter.. ’ \

He blew a stream of musical non-sense. C . e
! e

"Look at this instrument. How it limits me. ’ Ever.ything carefully

organized into notes and octaves, tones and semitones, sharps and flats. ,

;%

I mean, why this?"
He blew a single note.

""For B flat? And this?" -

He blew another.

#"For C? 1It's all 4o arbitrariario! Between B flat and C there

are a million— notes. -But here we stay, with our habits of hearing,

our mechanical instruments and our B's and C's, refusing to budge!
» I8
Gentlemen, we are involved hexe in a tragedy of cosmic proportions!

[}

‘1It's our 'dﬁty to end all hierarchies. The number one is no better

.

than the numbér eight hundred and thirty seven! A 48 no better thamn 2!

A Ph.D. is no better than a~k1nderga:rtef1 kid. An oak 1s no better tham

- * 3

an acorn!” .
. “ I

He finighed with a flurry of notes, played so that each was as
ambiguous as it was possible to play on an instrument which had been
carefully ,constructed to permit distinct sounds.

) .
yoixr own ideas turned into music, go do it— in New York or L.A., but
don't try it here. Nobody wants to know! We don't have the machinery

or the industry to sell a new style here. It's all we can do just to

reproduce old styles. I mean, if you invent a new nski-do or bull-

dozer, or turn gay and design a new line’of ladies' fashions, maybe you
f " )

: M
can sell it here. We have those industries. But you're wasting your

E:Lme, and my~ti}e, with this musical anarchy. 1It's like trying.to sell

v
&

"All right,” Goldie said. "If you want to create your own style, ‘

®
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abstract art'in Moose Jaw, whereé you're bettér off painting Texaco signs.

So plai the God-dammed seventh:l'"

0

X ran the track again. Bluendse played it. Then packéd yp his

»v
. saxophone. o, o
"That's better," Goldie sighed. ' | G )
She lit a cigarette. . "" ‘ . - §
"Now the guita&, Did ya bring the Telly, }ar;s?" . .
Paris pulled his Fender Telecaster out of 1lts case. -
"Good. I want a chirpy sound. Slide up to it, and-o;;-and-;—two,
leaving the three empty and the féur covered by the sax,payoff."” | [ |
o "Sure," Paris said, walking into the studio and plugging the guiéar 1
. into’ the ever-present Fender Twin amplifier. o ‘
. "What kind of chord do you want?" . !

'q,' "Something with the seventh and the ninth, you know, R&3B style."

; } .
. Paris played an/E flat chord with & D flat, E flat and B flat on top.
. 7 ' ¢

\ : .
‘ "That's perfect!" . 3

§
. "1 could probably make a good living playing only this chord,".

Paris laughed. - C

e

"It's a chord that gells records," Goldie said. "You need time to '

find the other. chords?"

4

"No, I'll use this one. Just move it up the fretboard."

‘ ¢ a
"Great. I love simplicity!" . X

"The minor might be difficult.” (. ’ '

Paris groped across the strings.

"No, mo. Stay out of the mgpor. I'm gonna do something special

there."

"WHat?"
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"I don't know exactly. I know I'm gonna put some siﬁging in there.

But I also want an effect. Something to wake people up when they don't

[

oot expect 1t'" X

Paris:gave hér a shocked look.

"Well," she said. JWhy c;u't I be creati%e!" -

"That's fine with me." |

"Gopd, Let's lay one down'”

She returmed to the control room. X started the tape. Paris played
his part. H; was playing music that he had not designed or chosen. Wﬁs
he then not responsible for itZ‘,If the great cosmic t;ge recorder was
ever rolled ba;k, 1, would have to shrug and say: "I was just doing a

*

job". He shook these thoughts out of his mind. There was nothing he

could do about it.
' . "Play it 'all back," Goldie said, lighting.a cigarette. 'a
She was pleased. She waved Parig back into the contral room.
l"Make that bass drum sounq\@ike it's,in the brand Canyon!"
"How 'bout the horns?" X asked. . | " ' ‘
. "Crisp and bright. With an edge."
"Tight as a beaver's asshole,” X nodded.
She listened with satisfaction as the chords repeated.
"We'll splice in a rhythm break later," she said. {"You know, all
|tha; shit they love in the disco; downtown."
“Eat shit, twenty million flies can't be wrong,” ﬁluenose laugheé.
"Creation from the dead m;tter‘of ciichéb," Adam yelled. "Bfought‘ )

to life with the power of electricity. The creation qf a hit, a monster

record! 1 think we're in the laboratory with Dr. Frankenstein!"

-
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.lymph glands going."

101

"Yeah," Bluenose agreed. "And here's her weird assistant."’

[y

X stood up, and shouted in a screechy voice.
¥

"The electric tribal music of pain and pleasure! The commercial
; N . ’

folk sorg. Afound the heartbeat drum she'spins-che raw iﬁternal gut; .
of the efo;ic, to be externalized through global neurons, with the
thunderclgp volume of the best modern science has to offer. Formless
turbulence is channeled through those clichés that will empty a million”
pockets." . ﬂ

He threw his arms in the air, me}odramatically. a

"This is the creation of the mighty Goldie. She stands between
heaven and hell and gives\tﬁe people what they want{"

"For an {l1literate, you ‘speak quite well," she commended him.

"I've been doing crossword puzzles."

"So. Let's hear it on the small speakers, to hear if it will stan&
up on an average radio."

X switched monitors.

"OK. We'll go for a really average sound!"

Gol&ie listened and nodded.

“Perfect," she said. "But now I.need something extra, to t?ke
those sleeping masses.': '

. -
"How about a bell,” Paris suggested. "The final bell in school

lalways woke me up.”

-

"Good idea. We'll hit 'em in ‘the subconscious. A bell will get

them excited, too. There's nothing like danger to get their little

"Are you sure those are the glands you're after?" X asked.

-

"Sure. We've already got their hormones going with the disco bass

'
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and drum. We'll hit 'em in two levels at once. It's comin' to me. Yeah.
‘The lyric will,bedsomething like: 'Danéer - Love at Work'. Like a road

sign. They'll understand that." |
| "No one ever went broke underéstimatiné the AmericanApublic!" ‘

"But what bell?"

Everyone looked around.

"There's on; in th? elevétor," Le Levesquois éaid.

"That's 1t'"

Goldie ran over and kissed him. Then she ran out into the hall.

i;he elevator Arrived. She

stepped Iin and tried the emergency bell. It rang at the bottom of the

They followed. She pressed the button.

shaft, a sharp ‘cry for help. ‘

"Natural reverb,” X nodded.

"I like ié," she said.

., The doors started to close so she stopped them with her arm.

”Sthd here," she said to Paris.

He leaned against the door. X came down the hall, stringing a long
mike wire behind him. He set up the microphone in the elevator.

‘ "Give me the headphones, too," she said. "I'll ring the beli with
’ghe music. I know where it goeg."

X conplieé, and“acurried back to the control room. Soon tﬁey could
all hear the music leaking out of her earphones. " She rang the bell at
various intervals. |

X returned.

"How is 1t?" she asked. ‘ ' N

"Not dangerous enough,' X shook his head. "Let's try something

else. How about the service elevator?"
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‘ They all marched to the back of the building where: the old wooden
serv;cé elevator hung. Goldie bushed a button. It creaked up to their
floor. X lif£ed the bérrier. Goldie entered and rang the emergency
bell. Their hearts leapt as a loud elanging bell directly above them
screamed for help. '

"Much better,” X smiled.

"This is a working class bell," Adam nodded.

X;ﬁurried down the hall and return;d with the microphone, chord,
and headphones. .

“You guys all stand in the elevator," he ordered. "It'll help
reduce the echo." ‘

"To think, I went to the McGill conservatory for this," Ada@ shook
his head. )

X opened the escape hatch in the roof of the carriage, and poked
the microphone and boom stand into the shaft above. Then he ran back
to the control r;om and playéd the tracks to Goldie as she stood in the
elevator and played the bell.

"Great," X said through the headphones. "I've got that. But just
give me another blast for luck."

She did. Then he returned and they all helped him bring the equip-
ment back to the studio. ‘ “

"I put that last blast on quarter inch in case we wanted the bell
anywher; else. We can just lay it in."

"Good," she agreed. "Let's hear what we've got so far."

X played it all back. Goldie was delighted.

"We'll begin it with the bell," she said excitedly. '"The bass

drum and the bell. That'll be the intro, something to get them upuout

e O L iaacic i it i
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"You got it," X_sai&n

¢

"Now the handclaps," she said. '"You guys, into the studio.

They stood around a microphore and clapped their hands on the two

—

and the four. X éracked them twice. ' N
‘"We don't even need a snare drum," he s&i&. ‘

"That's OK," Goldie‘said. "So let's do the rhythm bri:kdnow."

She passédaaround rhythm inserﬁme;t%. Paris plﬁyed maracasg, Juke

a tambourine, Adam a Ouira, and Le Levesquofs sa¥ with a 'conga drum

e

_between his legs, which they miked separately. . .

"OK. Think in fours," Goldie said. "Everything.these.days is in

fours. Four is the most popular number in.the universe!"

’ -

"I thought it was number ome?" Adam said.

*
"Yeah," Bluenose added. "The guy evetyone's looking out for."

"What I'm saying is that all pop music today.is in four/four time.
3 \

So we'll take the hint and introduce s new rhythm instrument every four

%

bars. First the bass drum alone, then the conga, then the tambourine,
then the maracas, then the Ouira, and then four bars of wild animal

rhythm with everything. On the last bar I'll ring the bell. That's

.

where we'll cut back into ‘the song.”

.

"It's a real privilege to watch a genius at work," Le Levesquois

<

satd. v

" "Genius is knowing what you want and being able to get it," Goldie

. .

said. .

A

She returned to the control room. X playeé the bass drum track.
They followed her instructions and, after a few runs through, played it

to her satisfaction.

e v
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. together fomorrow. So that'll be all for you." -

- .

 "Great, guys," she smiled broadly. "X and I will put it all

Paris walked away with his cheque.,'the wheels of rush hour all
K y
around him. e

So this is what'it's like to make a living, he thought. This is
0 . X . »
what the averége shmuck goes through every day, coming home from the
B 4
battle to survive, an Iliad of hand-te-mouth combat », with his spoils

\ » ~

of. war. Yes, he was in the real world now, ”‘unprot:ected by ideals.

v

.

,
' ' ,
0 a .
v
- +
. wou ’
o b 4 «
\ ~ L] «
¢ l
- a
.
L}
.
.
IS - . . t/ *
/
i A
°
' [§
- .
'
L]
hd ks
3
e
.
.
1 4 N
~ €
.
' o
LY hd -
.
i
.
. .
. .
Ve & )
sy N &
) I " .
. .
. [
. B .
. ‘ o b
. - " » -
. f
.
L - =
* &
Y ‘
-

. . ) »
[ oo . . .
- .
. . .
. B ~
.
s, - R
v N .
. R N
. . Lo ;
h .
‘ . . ‘
., . Fy .
.
. . o \ 1 * + ~
. . w
» - - L -
- . .
.- ) . LI
Cw s
" 4 ¢ . e N .
. . -
L N ' N .
. .
- + A
.\ : Ls, ﬁ . ’

-

»

. a .
AR P et gy oy SR -2 T — ST Bt ”
R -y “:"“‘??'{E i pky O A P ! v Vet Ty
; Y ;




Friday, the Eighth '

e
v = 3

Paris's phone rang.
"H{, Paris."

It was Mary's voice. . ~ : e
"I'm on St. Norbert :Street. Can you come ‘down? A],l hell's break- )

ing loose. I need help. Please hurry!" ‘ -

w

. When he reached St. Norbert Street, he saw that the entire block

had been cordoned off by police. Demolition equipment was everywhere:

. / : ' :
: . fpen sat behind the throttles of bulldozers, steamshovels, and a crane

e b m A o T L Y s ey T

which swung a larée heavy Ilmll. All the apartments on the block were ! . ‘ !
: C empty except one. A lightt' wa: on in its window and loud rock mt;sic )
‘ : ‘ poured out. In the crowd of demonstrators under it, Paris r.ecognized a r
most of th% people fro%n-the Venus. They were hoiding signs which said: )

; ‘ . ""Save Montrcal"”, and "Down With Drapeau”. '

When he reached the door he %net Mary struggling to pull a large

. . P .
* trunk down the stairs. . ,; 1
. "This is gett:ing‘,too weird for me,”" she said. "I'm leaving now!" -
' :-Paris helped her with the lt:runk. o )
"I didn't know you were living here." . \ ,
"1 ;:ould £ stay with Jeffrey any more. He was getting nasty. 'Soo E o
- . o I was staying with Twilight :.nd Caboose until something else came up.” . '
- ’6,You can come to my place." ‘e ' ‘ ’ .
i She kissed] him. . s .o .
"Everyone on the \.block has baen gvict;d. Do you believevthe\y're :
gonna tear ghis beauéful- ‘old(,building down? Twilight refused to go’. ) ’
He's barricaded himself in. Théy s'ay’chey'll, start Qmiitiqn. anyway. X
‘%‘ ‘ ; . ‘ - T
: 4
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They havé.a perm;i.t. I don't know what he'll do. He's on mescaline!™
e ' . - L
’ As they reached the police line a’”constable shouted at the démpn-

strators through a megaphone. ' oo .

"1f you .do not leave this area in one minﬁte, you will be arrested.

N

. This is your: last warning!" - : \J .
, ’ ‘ :l ”

"Fascist pig'" someone yelled back. o

JNTUUUOVPE
2

"Let's get those assholes," the cop said to a buddy.

\ "ﬁy the book, by the book," the ot'her rgtumed, pointing his thumb ' \\
' \,{ ( ‘off Fo the a].eft:. "The press is here."” o . 3
‘A CBC ‘camera crew was set:tiﬁg up.: They threw a spotlight on"‘théL . . ; .
: demonstratgrs and began shoociné uewsfilm; The demon'strators all sat\ ‘5 l
down. Police wagons backed, in, close to the action,bready to acc’oum_lodatel ‘ i
)

the arrests. The constable raised his mega‘phone once more.

K

"You're all under arrest!"

Lg .
"Fuck youl" came from the demor:strators. ) ‘]
' He turnedb red with anger. ;
T ‘ "It"" that big dyke over there, I'm sure of it," he said to his “ o
buddy. "Maybe she'd like a n;.ghtstick, up her ass.!'_" ' | L e E o
. ‘ The other one wasn't angry; just?veary. . . :
| "Well, come on. La'at'slget this over with." o n
‘ . . They marched up to the .demonstrators. One b;r one the protestors
:; o ‘ v;ere picl&ad up and dragged into the paddy wa'gons.' They,all went iimp | ‘ R
. in order to give resistance wit‘hov).xrt fesi’sting. When,théd first policeman ) . ,
2 ! i ’ reached .Lillith, ‘he accidentally broke her nose with his elbow. She

' ; . swung back, but was pummelled into submission‘with nightsticks and
" chpeRed/ with resisting arrest. . )

Once they had cleared the \area of d-emonstrators, the police rushed
J\ s oo e LN )
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up the stairs to Twilight's apartment. On-lookers heard the sound of

. ° #
wood splitting as they beat down his door. A bulldozer rumbled up to

t

the building and scdoped up all the debris outside left by the demon-
strators, 1lifting it high in the air. A figure appeare& at Twilight's

window. The news crew threw a'light on him. He was in a pink Chiffon .

. dress with matching disco shoes. He looked just like MAggieTrudeau.

The crowd gasped as he leaped from the window onto the rubble held high

4

in the claw of the bulldozer.

The bulldozer' operator was shocked. Twilight casually reclined on
1 ) ;

a large placard and gave him a wink.

"We'll have<z: stop meeting like this. People will think we're in

o

<

love."
The operator became flustere&, embarrassed, bhen{climbed down from
the machine and ran aw;;.
‘?I have that effect on some péople," Twilight addressed the crowd.
He was centef stage, Q&th the spotlight on him,'just the way he
"But, i mean, who does she think she's kidding?"
He swung a pink feather boa around his neck.
"Eve;&bn; is homosexual. 'Some are. latent and others are — blatant.
I obey an inner impulse when I put on women's clothes."
He lifted a leg. ‘
"Look atuthese pretty ankles. This is what all'thos;ibquh scrotums
look for in a woman. But _anyone who shaves his.legs and k;;ws hoy to

display them can achieve the same effect.\ What is woman? The ﬁerfectiou

of man. Heterosexuality is just a pale imitation of real love — narcis-

sism. We're just directed toward &bmen‘by goclety in order to fertilize

o)
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%

more tax-paying cannon fodder!'™

fhe police peered out of the window. . N ) .

“tht d'we do about him?" one constable asked the other. {

""Ah, leawve 'im. ‘We'll start the &;molition without that bulld;zer."

_"Oh boys," Twilight yelled up at them. "Seill acting ouﬁ‘you;@
hollow charade? Why don't you{two make it right there in my rsoﬁ. It's

got the right vibes for it. Come on, everyone's trying it these days.

Gay 1 in!" .

AN
"Start the demolition," the red-faced constable yéllea through the

megaphoné.
. They left the apartment and headed back to the police line. The
large ‘crane rumbled over to the apartment block.
"In primitive times,; Twilight continued, "Shamans used to dress
like women to get in touch with their unconsgeious, their 1rra:ionq}

" side. Well, you can see how well it works for me. You see, it's only

bl

by get;ing in touch with your homosexual urges that you get in touch
:with &our‘bédy. That's why us faggots'are such good dancer;i rAnd \
everyone knows that Orpheus, the founding fqther.of m;ch, was as gay
as the month of May. Oh, for those beautiful men of ancient Gréece!"'
He sighed. . . ': .
The ball swuﬁg,into the brick wall, shaking the Egildin; and the
ground around it. Twilighﬁ glanced over his shoulder.
"Oh Go?," he moaned. 'The cold, hard sound of realféy.”‘
The CBC camera crew moved in on him. The lady repprtér's iﬁstiﬁcts

4
sensed a wild interview which, if not 9uicab1e for the conservative six~-

.

o'clock news, might be printed in blue and shown in avant—garde cinemas

in New York.

-
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"Exéuse me," she said. "I;m Bitz Little from 'The City at Six'.
Would you {ike to tell our viewing audience what you're doiné here?"

"Gladly," Twilight feturneé. "Or should I say, gqily. 1 simply
adére an audience." V ‘ T\

He blew a kiss at the camera.

"Well, let me tell you my story. I'll start at boarding -school.

" I was sent there because my father hated children. It was there that

I had my first sexual experiéﬁca. I fell in love with my room-mate. He

was very stfong and ;lways stood up for me, if you get my meaning.”
He,winked, and made an sbscene gesturé with his middle finger.
"But when I left school, I couldn't go home“bec;;se'my father was -’

such an asshole. So I lived with my roomate and his mother near China-

.town. It looked like a slum from the outside but was very nice inside.

Red velvet furniture, four-poster beds, and gold chandeliers. His

. mother was a big moon-faced woman who babied both of us. I loved it!"

“ The ground shuddered beneath him as the big ball slammed agaiﬂst

2

the building.

"Larry was a hairdresser but couldn't support all of us. S50 I had

to go to work. I got a\job in the rag trade, a stockroom on Bleury

- Street. I swept floors and stacked pants for seventy five cents an

hour. I worked for a family of Jews yho'were making a fortune bringing
in .cheap goods from Czechoslovakia and Poland and selling them here for
ten_tires what they cb§£. But I stayed poor, All I owned was a cheap
pait‘of‘black pants, but boy were they tight! ‘I'used to turn on Anq of
the salesmen who always found some excusé to come into the stockroom and
feel Qy asg. Omne aay he asked me to g0 away.with him for the weekend,

. s ' : . N
up to the Laurentians. When I hesitaged because of Larry, he said he

t
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had a surprise for me. Well, everyone kpows‘how I love surprises, so

I couldn't resisc!™
s

.I S - Bricks crumbled to the ground as the ball crashed through the wall

of the first apartment on the block.

"When we got to our room in Tremblant, he showed me the surprise. ,

it wasfa suitcase full of women's clothes. All my size! And a box of
cosmetics. I got really excited, it was like Christmas. i shaved my
legs and underarms and curled my long blonde hair. I put on a skirt and
'blouse, high heels, mascara and lip glgss. Then I looked at‘m?self’in
the mirror. It was love at first sight!"
The grgund shook once more. When the ball hit the outside wall of
* the building it made a rumbling noise like thunder.
"The s;lesman loved me, éoo. We scre?ed all weekend. I scill
" remember how erotic it felt to hoist my ak{rﬂ up over my knees to ;llow
penetration. And how completely gone I was, sugking his cock on my
nyloned knees. -God, women have all the fun'!"
The big ball swung through another wall, a little closer to Téilight'a
‘apartment. ‘
"Anyway, when I got back to the city Larry went into a jealous rage
and kicked me out. I coul@n't life wiﬁh the salesman because he had a
wife and kids in Point; Claire and they wouldn't understand. So I vas
on the street, blowing 1n‘the wind. I éeddled my ass in gay bars, sleep-
ing with whoever offered me the most cash. I cruised the Y, 'Dominion
Square, the baths, and tye mountain. E#entually I had to quit my day
. job becaus; I slept all day. I was fascin;ted by these purely chance
meétings., You don't even know, each other's names, you don't care. You

Just go to a bar and*mince'and strut 'til ya find someone to fuck.

<
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\ ' Mostly guys who are a-little drunk. I think people come out of their
Az closets more when theyfve had a little alcohol, don't you? I became an

orgasm junkie. I had to have it, I'd wake'up in bed at night longing

i

to suck or lick anything, and I mean anything! -I guess I'd have to say
that {t's iicking I like best. - I lose myself, let go completely and

\ -become an animal. Gay sex is so anarchistic. It's outlaw sex, that's

\ i - v.
why it's so exciting!"
X , ‘ t
' ' The ball crashed through:the wall of Twilight's kitchen, smashing B

K all his dishes at once. His countenance sank, his'tone ‘became more ’

\ desperate.

"1 mean,flaw and morality just don't exist any more. The onl}

~

< thing that exists {s the omnipotent power of desire. I1've seen it

e e e .

\ happen in dark rooms and alleys with doctors, lawyers, judges, and mem-

e
P

. bers of parliament. At any moment the power of desire can throw off

? 9
.

the thin crust of civilization and have its own way!"

B ‘He 1ifted his skirt and displayed his penis. .

\ "This is what man's will looks like. The honorable member. And
\ ;

the only kind of knowledge that means anything is carnal knowledge'"

o et mie rma o s e

. \ " His face became intense, furrows on the brow -and eyes bulging. The" ’
b \

big ball swung once more and the ceiling fell in on his kitchen.
\ The crowd watching the demonstration had grown larger now the (\/\
; _‘ dem;\ition was underway. Anticipation was growing among them as the big
. ball éwﬁng closer and clo;er to the brightly lit window in the middlg.‘
{ ;_Mwﬂtm Tﬂey s:?rted to buzz with excitement when the light expléded in Twilight's

°

kitchen as the roof fell dn. In his living room ‘the stereo still piayed;

. \ '
- They leaned forward to catch the last note. They could see Twilight

Ry

bathed in the camera lights off to the right of the window. He scowled
. - v ,
L . C . ‘ ,
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at them. '

-
1

, 3
. LI .
"They scream for my bloodw'he shouted, melodramatically., Then his

voice dropped. "I‘ggess I cdn't blame them. 1 despise their frightened -
litrle lives. They will die kﬁowing nothing of the fiesh, of their own
hidden desires. They lack the courage to take chances, because they ]
want to stay‘safe until they're too old to care!"

He reached intc his silver purse and pulled out a silver revolver.

"But I will never have to worry about getting old," he said, caress-

ing (the/biatol.

It glinted at ‘the camera.

"My life has been a series of accidents and e*periqents, the resuits
always beyond my control. Now I can finally do something of my own free
will."

Hevsmiled,‘his face flushed and his breath quick and. heavy.

. He licked the barrel of the gun, stuck ig into his mouth, and pulled
the trigger:
‘ At that moment, .the ball crashed througﬁ the window of Twilight's
apartment, tearing apart his Victorian la;e éurtains, and smashed into
. the opposite wall, pulve{izing his autographed portrait of Harilyﬁ
Monroe. It swung back, dropping the window frame into the street with
, a thwack, like the slap of dogflesh on thromer—~—— A
The crowd cheered.
"Did you get that?” Bitz asked her cameraman.

"Yeah," he noddeé, "and I think I've got his brains all over my

coat!"
NI don't think the police saw."

"The. camera saw it."

it i b e Nt
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ﬁe pointed the camera and lights at the buiiding. The ball swung
through the wall of Twilight's ;ocm, ;mdshing his stereo and scattering
his rare colledtion of Judy Garland records. The lightbulb'exploded.
The ,\ceilAing fe?l in,

Tﬁe crowd cheered. R

«

The police marched over to shoo the camera-crew away. _workman
started the bulldozer and drove it away from the puilding: '

"He‘shot himself," Bitz told the cynstable.

"What?"

They looked around for the bulldozer It hadléra;led over to a
hhge pile of garbagg at the éther end of the street. There was fire in
the driver's eyes. It w;s the Shadow. He swung the claw’ayound and
debosited Twilight'a co?pse on the top of the pile.

The crowd cheered.

o




N

‘Saturday, the Ninth

LN

'Pa;:is regarded- the little rosebush in the peanut butter jar. A
smile 1it up his face.’ ’
"E;os is taking rpot."
"It's amazing yhat love can do," Mary said. "Love from ancient
artful giants, so near and so far."
| "What we chase through the tall grass and spider webs of cement."
She tapgdanced across the room, she’always wore her tap shoes.
‘"But it flutters by, singing. A seed in the wind!"

He grabbed her wrist. e

"Until it takes root." ' o .

With a little spin, she was out of his.grasp.
"Does it ever really take root?" shé teased.
He chased her across the.room. ‘ ' 4
"I follow those golden shoes through all the ages."

‘He bumped her onto the bed. ‘ .

"I'm spread out here like a’pizza,” she laughed.

’ {
"Mpom, with peppers and anchovies.“

L.

He began kissing her feet.' Then he chewed her ankles. . He nibbled

on the full, round flesh of her calves. He used his tongue behind her

knees. He took large bites out of her thighs. He paused over her mound

of Venus.

3

"Into the wet and warm go the slaves of history," he said.

A%

"Be my slave,” she said. "Make me forget everything!" N

)

ﬁer demands excited Paris. It was a challenge. He wanted to be

the best lover she had ever had. He would win her that way, conquer her

.

. and make her his,

«
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He licked the lips'of her vagina.

"Sp}cy," he said. "Salt."

"The gulf stream.” ,

He dove down into the gulf, int; the darkness of the|deep; Itlwas
warm an; fishy. Something pulled him Qeéper and deeper,-a force he felt

not +only on the tip of his tongue but in the very heart of his being.

‘A wish to disappear, to end the restless groping around the earth and

to sleep forever in the darkness.

She felt electricity up her spine. She moved her hips in a circu-
lar motion.. He dragged his tongue to her clitoris. It hardened likg a
nippie.' He made love to it. It was likL sucking a.tiny cock, he thought.
Thia must be the pleasure of homosexuality. She moved faster until, with

one final thrust which almoast suffocated him, she finished..

He fell on the floor, his face dripping wet. She stood up, lauéhing,

and walked over to her trunk. It was painted with red and white stripes

and blue stars, like an American flag. She opened the trunk and threw
<

him a towel with a large picture of Mickéy Mouse on it. _He wiped his
face.

"I;l that your case history?" he asked. : ®
"I have no hi;tory. 1 got off a space ship and here I am!"

"Where did your space ship come from?"

"A planet where everyone's sexual desires are liberated."

"Which one is that?" | ' ,

'"Venus!" .

"I thought Lhere was nothing there but polsonous gases."

1

" "It looks like that to earthling; because tﬂéy can't see into the

Y

.fourth dimension," she said. "Do you know what the earth looks like

[ 4
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from the fourth dimension?" ‘ o

"What?" ~ .

"A pile of shit."

"Hah. Sometimes it loocks like that from here. So why did you come
here, then?"

"To make it beautiful," she replied, pulling things out of her
trunk.

She sliﬁped into a fifties dress, red with a full.skirt.

+'By appreciating and loviﬁg all the little details of life. By
accepting the universe like a child, with wonder!" ‘

"Without judgement;?"

"Oof course. Going with the flow ofvthings, like a surfe® rides a‘
"

"How do things get done?"

"That's the magicldf it, they do themselves.”

She tied her hair in a pony tail with a red bow, then did a lgftle
twirl and cu;tsied modestly.

"The main thing is to enjoy the show. Become part of it. Be it!
People cling so hard to concepts and ideas that they lose their éoyﬁec-
tion. They then become part of the audience inatead ‘of ﬁart of the show.
They: criticize lor applaud, but either way they miss itr."

She pulled out prints of paintings in the realist mode.

'"1 love what ia in these paintings: old coke machines, telephone
booths, neon signs, and highrise apartment buildings. They are magical
and amazing, each In its own right. But these are just rep:eéentations.
I want a real telephone booth, right here, in our room!"

"I'1l buy you one."

» SN
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"My sugar daddy,'" she laughed.
She pulled a stack of photogréphs out of her trunk and passed fhem
to Paris. - U " 

"Here's some eight-by-tens of me at the Lorelei."

- -

«

"What's this one of you with your tongue out, modelling a T-shirt
which says: ‘I like Dick'?"
"0h, that was for Nixon's campaign. He didn't like the idea."
& .

Paris read an article from the Montreal Star. The fashion egitor

.

told of how Mary was bringing back tap-dancing. There were some pic—w
tures of her dancing around models who wore p;w fashions.

"You steal ihe show here," Paris said. "Your énergy and smiles
make these other Fodels look like lifeleas mannekins."

"I am the Montreal Star!" she said. '"Last year was full of many

lives. I made one thing happen, then another, and another. Burned up
L

v

tons of Karma."

.

Paris looked at more photographs. Mary.in Califormia. .Mary in St.

Louis. Mary in various costumes.

' she commented.

"l am what I wear,'
"Then you are a lot of different things."
% "Always changing, al@iys the’aame."
" "Something's really different in this picture. It's your nose,

It's bigger here!
"My secret's out,' she blushed a little. L"You.see, I was living
wit; a group;of people in Aspen, Colorado, including doctors and cheﬁisgs.

The chemists kept us in drugs and the doctors ke;t us alive. ﬁell. one

of the doctors fixed my nose. We kind of did it as a joke. Don't you

like 1t?7"
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_want me in his. apartment any more."
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Paris ndgded. ) - . e
"He really flattened it out. It makes you look like a cat."
Mary éurtsied and did a little tap dance.

"I' go through a pair of taps . in a weelz, " ghe commented, studying

"Why did you become a dahcer?"
"Because I love to be loved"'
"Why did you come to Montreal?" s

<

"Wellk I always liked Canada, you know, the image I had of 1it. Big,

~wild and free. And I always liked Canadians I met.” ) .

«

"When was the first time you saw Canada?"

.

"{ ‘was changing planes in New York once, and I met a Canadian guy

. in the airport. He was very nice, and the vibes were right, 'so I ended

]

up going to Toronto. That was my first look. I likedit. It _was‘ cute,
and so was hey, bat too} intense. Very. Nelson Eddy. I had to go back to
v v k - .

the States.
I:"u» ' *

"And Montreal?" @ o \ e
. a

“While I was living in Aspen, in the mountains, trying to turn

tourists .01’1 to leather clothes, I met Jeffrey. He was ;triting radio

vplays for the CBC in a l;l.ttle A-frame. He brought me up to Montreal. / .

But he go;/serious;' too. And while he became more. introyérted, I got

v

more extroverted. I.was dancing on the streets, wearing glittgr,

stayiné all night with friends, and hanging around with gay guys. It
~ AN . .
got to him. He couldn’t handle me. I was too much for him. He got

very uptight. I got really uncomfortable and knew I had to split.

Two days ago he changed the lock on his door and told me he didn't

1

o . ¥
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“I guess you frightenetlv-him.“' B )
"Yeah, that happens a lot. At Eirst;they" re fascinated by me. I
put a spe‘ll~on them. They're tegdy to do anythih%\ﬂ‘ar me. Everything ' ~
I cio is great:.' Then some/t:h.ing happens. They flip over ‘completely.%} :
I'm bad." ‘
,She looked at Paris with 'a puzzled expression. o
we—  "You're a\ll my fant:asuies and dreams. You vibr;te strings inside.
me." \ . . .
. "Wow," she laughed. "You know, T think 1 :mst: be lik; a walking
TV show to people, ‘t:hey get pulled into watching meountil they realiz,e i
I'm feal. Then they get scared. _Aa long as 1'm safe i:‘:side a t:'ube, R
“they* can deal witk'x me. But when they find 0,““: I1'm actually there, inj
the flesh, they can't take iF. They c‘rawl back into their living,rooms
as fast as possible.” " .
"Sybil,‘ my counsellor, told me that people love%omeone who repre-
seni:s the lost side of themselves. Someone who ig all the things they
are afrai& of being. So they love what they're afraid of." -
"Are you afraid?" h’, ) ' ﬁ
mine © |
. "I'm not," she laughed. "But imagine if everyome found. that 'ot:her
;id/e inside themselves." o ’ ‘ ]
L "It would be a wox"ld of realized beings." ’
"They'd be androgynm&s‘." , ‘ | ‘ S . <

. o
"But a world like that would gitop. ‘z}s soon as everything becomes

.

" perfect, that's the end. Isn't 1it?"

"That's when everybody becomes ah angell"

"I think you're perfect,,"‘l;e said. . B A

f
~ ’
< r—‘ .
«
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- "Well, . together we're perfect." she said, coming over to him.

He was sittiqg‘ up in bed, naked, covered with printé, phot;cgr:a};vh;r

L i

' &
and newspaper clippings.

"Let's stop the world," Paris suggested.

"You have a beautiful body," she observed. "Do you feel the beauty

) of your body? The way it moves through space and time. The muscles it "

has, soft and hard. The way the flesh folds around.the bones, over and

1

under, covering us." £
She kissed and caressed Him as she jpoke. . e \
"1 guess if we didn't have a body we wouldn't exist," he said.

"Damn right! The body is everything. I worship my body. Now I

-

worsﬁip your body, too."

She licked his stomach. :
. , b
"What a pretty penis."

o

She took his cock in her mouth. Her tongue licked the ro‘undec}

border at the base his glans.
1

Shivers ran through his body. His penis swelled up, deeper into

“~

her mouth. She crouched abé:ve him in her red dress, moving her head
up and down. Her lips rubbe& him all the way fi"om the root to the bud. |,

She started slowly’ then accelera'u:ed as she felt it b|e§in to sputter.

He buried both hands'in her cotton-candy hair. ile felt a charge weylling
‘up from his’ deepest regions which see‘rged to gather electricity from the

- L4 o
whole of his' body, as if the raging river of his emotions had been trans-!

fomq{d into this one charge.

’

It took over all his sensations, his will and his consciousness.,
.o : . . ) J '
He felt everything speed up until it reached another point where every- ,
N t \ ’ . ' . !
thing seemed to stand still. He hung like a hummingbird, suspended for
‘ ' t [l ! . .

¢ -

. . 4

T - T LT e Lo N




e o

o

-

A e

« 122

' ‘ -
. |

R an instant that seemed like an etef‘ity, ‘not breathing or thinking. In

+

a void.

e

Then there was the explosion. He felt himself leave his body and
fly, as<if shot from a gun.l Everything went white and glowed.

Then he was back on the bed.

. | Y e
"Did you like tl:x';t"!" s(he asked.
a ""Is the Pope Catholic" I feel I'm glov:ing like a million 1ight.|':ulbs.
My whole body tingles.
"I want to make you feel good," she 'said. .
> "You certainly know hc;w to do 1it. It'il be nice with you living
here." ' ﬁ ' N
; ,‘ . "wait 'til you meet my cat, ’Silvery Moon." .

Paris looked around.
"Does she 1ive in the trunk"'
"No, silly," Mary laughed "She s still at Jeffrey s. "And I was

kind of hoping that you would get her for me. I really don't wanma go

back there. He acts real strange toward me."

‘"Sure," Paris said, glad to be able to do something for her. "I'll
- do it tomorrow." | '
She kissed him
* "Thanks. I'm really glad to iae out of there. You can only eat
froz.en dim;ers foa‘: so long. And the parties he had. Everybody talkin'
about books. 'I;Vo'htmdred people and one lightbulb. And I was the
,light;bulb. I felt like I ‘had to do the living for everyone around there.
‘And Yhen I did, he got jealous. 1 think he wanted to mnmnify me and
stick me in a c:)rner. I wonder if all writers are like that?"
"I don't know. Musicians try to get their music om tape.’

N}
- "Life is the important thing. The only thing! And you've gptta be

‘
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there or you'll miss it. Art isn't just what's in print or on tape.
It"s every minute of the day."

She laughed.
]

"Millions! Millions of worda! Millions of guitar riffal’ Mi‘io;ls

of days!"™

Paris turned on his TV. He loved to watch the news..

"I love TV," Mary said.

0

They both gasped. There was Twilight in drag.

"My God," she exclaimed. -

"When he-comes out of the closet, he doesn't fool aroumd.”

. . , 'y
They had left before Twilight had begun his spectacle. .

) There was Twilight, on the &8ix o'clock news, comftting suicide.

“

“"Amazing," Paris gasped. ‘

3

“He was crazy," Mary cried. "He'd do anything for ‘effect. But'I
2 u . i v

never. thought he'd go.this far."

v

Paris put. an arm around her.

. - .
"That's what ya have to do in this town to get any attention."

‘Mary sobbed. ) . )
. "I guess 1'll need a new partner, now." g
. .
y " \, .

Zod
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Sunday, the Tenth-

Paris knocked on the big wooden door. He was surprised when Allisom,

e ’

opene:d it.

"I'm looking after Jeffrey for a few days," she explained.
e "Is he sick?" '

"Sort of, he's in a creative frenzy and he needs someone to look-

1

* after his basic needs. Otherwise, I think he'd die.”
A Cocker Spaniel ran up, barking furiously.
b 2

"Down, Neuro!" Alligon commanded.: . .

‘The dog cowered, a confused look furrowed its brow.

' "Neuro?" Paris asked. A -~ '
! "His full name is Neurosis. I mean, look at him. He's'no 1 ger

- able to follow his instincts. That's the price he pays .for his Alpo and
his Burger Bits."

"Maybe that's why he wants to bite somebody."

‘.

He spends most of the time chasing his own tail. He doesn't seem to

think of it as his." I

¢ ’ T

"Why doesn't he chase the cat?"
"He used to, but the cat's claws soon put an end to that."

e

"I came to pick her Qp for Mary,l Silvery. Moon. " ‘
"Sure. This way." | 1 .
He closed the door and followed her through the iiving'room, Neuro .
. . sniffing susi:iciousiy at his heels. There were books everywhere. Al~
Ytho.ugh bookcases covered all ayailai:le wall space, books spilled over -

' onto the chairs and tables. There were boxes of them on the floor and

between the boxes books were piled w!aist high. There was a pafh between

L 2N

¢

"Could be. It must be frustrating. But in that wyay he's very ‘human.'
. ' .

\
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them through the roém to the hallway: Once in the hallway, they had to
walk single file because books were pileé along the walls.

" Neuro ran down the hall in froné of them, wagging his tail excited-
ly. By the time they caught up, he was in the dining troom. The cat
crouched three feet from the dog, her back a;ched and her fur standing

~on end. A low yiss came from her mouth. The dog looked up at Allison,
a worried crease on his brow. At that very moment the cat leapt onto'
lhis back and sank her teeth and claws into his flesh. ‘

fhe dog let‘gut a terrified scream and ran in cifcles trying to
reach the cat with its teeth. Paris bent down and grabbed thé‘zzt
around her chest. The cat briskly transferred her claws and teeth into
Paris's forearm. Paris screamgd, lifting his arm up then,bfinging it “;
down again. The cat flew to:the wall and smacked against tﬁe‘plaster.
She dropped to the floor and shot out of the room like a bullet.

ﬁJesus!“ Paris cried. "That cat's a killer'®

Another cry came from the far end of the hall.

"Blood! I need more blood!"

"I'm coming,” Allison yelled back.

She hurried to éhe kitchen and picked up a large bottle of’Bull's
Bloo¢. Paris followed hér to the bathroom, shaking his hegd as he stared.
at his wounds. ' . :

Jeffrey was in the bathtub, which was fiilednwith red liquid. Hot
wate; ran into it as well, and the overflow gurgled down the drain. A
board lay across th; tub like a bridge, suppérting a typewriter, a‘gpttlé
of vodka and a root beer. He hammered away at the machine as if,hié

life depended upon it, wild and red-eyed.

. J .
She opened the bottle and poured the contents over his head. It

splashed down his body ahd into the bath.
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* "Don't wet the paper," he cried.

J "I'm worried about you," Allison returned. "You've been here for -

’

. forty-eight hours. You need some sleep."

"Nonsense," he blustered. "My genius will sustain me."

He stopped typing to take a swig.of vodka and follow it witﬁ a swig
of root beer. o .
"Under the affluence of inkahol?" she teaged. !
' "And you.cail yourself avpoet?" he th;ndered.
Paris thought he l;oked like a balding Walter Cronkite. '
‘_"The deadline is approaching for your film reviews. for the Montreai
Star," 'she insisted.’ "You have to pay the rent."

»
A look of disgust darkened his face.

"The pulpitations of Lord Thompson's art: turning trees into pulp,
printing pulp on the pulp and seliing it bulk! If only I didn't need the

money."

"Why don't you take a break, get a little sleep; then, when you

5

wake up, you can whip off a couple of reviews and get back to your

-

novel." /

He stood up, dripping all over the typewriter. He wore surfer jams
which looked iike Bermuda shorts. A large belly extended over them like
'ah awning.

"How does an old fart like you get into the position of télling
.pecple what movies they should see, anyway?" she asked.

"Film and print are the same," he said, climbing'ouﬁ of the tub.

"Both very mfiffnical arts, composed of atills in a sequence which give

the impression of motion." -t

i ‘ "You're such a pedagogué:: she laughed.

PN
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"I thought a pedagogue was someone who has sex with little boys,"

Paris said.

Jeffrey eyed ‘him with displeasure. , .

| B . "We are, but we fuck their minds'"

v

Neuro walked over and licke& his 1ég. The dog's right eye twitched
as Jeffrey patted him. |

;Look ﬁcw faithful that poor, ;umb dog 18," she laughed.

"That's becatise of our control over things, the way our hands pro-
duce foéd at a moment's notice, the way we provide warmth and shelte;.

( To him, I'm a god."

"If gods control things then I'm definitely not a god," Paris
snickered.

Jeffrey squinted at Qim with one eye. .

"What are y;u doing here, anyday,h he demanded, sharply.

"i've come to pick up the cat," Paris answered.

" He shifted his weighf from foot to foot, nervously. He didn't feel

comfortable here and wanted to get this done with as soon as possible.

"The cat?" ‘

il

, "Yes," Allison interjected. "Mary sent him to pick up her cat,

)

Silveri Moon," ' , : : :

At the mention of Mary's name Jeffrey winced, ag 1f attacked by a
quick, sharp pain.

"Ooooh," he nodded his head slowly.

A grin which held no laughter, only cynical amusement, spread

. 2

. across his face.
1

"She's living with you— already?"

3 "Yes," Paris answered curtly, resenting the question. - ‘
\ : o I

| _ .
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"She's got nowhere else to go right now."

"She's got nowhere to go, all the time," Jeffrey gaid; with a bitter

sneer. "And that's where she'll end up going, nowhere!"

“

‘“Cpme on," Paris protested.
"Really," Jeffrey insisted. '"Do you call going in circles going

somewhere?"

Allison senggg the hostility, so she steered the conversation an-

other way.

"Look at you, Jeffrey," she teased. '"You look like you've just
been born, ﬁaked, all coveréd with blood."

"Born again,” he nodded.

ge frowmed at Paris and motioned to the toilet.

"Well, have a seat.”

Paris sat on th; toilet seat. Jeffrey stood on the tiles in a pool

of blood and water. He picked up his unfinished manuscript ahd waved it

- in the air. ' . e

-

"I have squirted out words onto the virgin page. But will they
fertilize anything? If I could only peﬁetiate the cold outer crust of
the conventional mind, then they might influence, persuade, and shape. J
Then something new might be born! And it would be a virgin b(th, and
I would be God the father!" o |
| "Yoq're coming and so 1s.Christmas," Allison iaughed. "Portrait of
the artist as an'egomnniac."

"Any artist worth his salt is an egomaniac," Jeffrey cried.‘

He then notice& his image in the mirror over the sink. He peered

at it, stroking his receding haitliuq.

"I'm going bald. Look at this, I'm going bald!" -
g .
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A desperate look came upon him.

"1've Ween taking Lecithin for over a year, and the hair still ¥
falls out! I feel Time's icy claws on me. I'm mortal. Why do I.insist,
against all odds, on trying to be a god?" ‘ :

"That's what life is for, I guess,” Allison said. "But you don't
get thére until you stop ;r&ing."

" "And I won't stop trying until I get there! I suppose you think I

! should get a nice comfortable teaching job, where I only work a few hours .

a day, and go home every night and .suck my 6hqmé, eh?"
He looked at them accusingly. ’

"Wasn't that why youf father changed his hame to Jeffrey Ovid
Chawser in the first place? So he could be sure of getting a job in an .
American university?" ‘

"That's right. But T will not follow in his footsteps. The univer-
sity made him so critical he couldn't create. He despised his words as
goon as he'd written them. He would only'accept perfection, which 1e§t
him with nothing. But I immerse myself in the flow of life,‘and come
out with my hands wet and my body bloodied." .

He put down his manuscript and shook his head.

"The hardeat thing about writing an existential novel is finishing
it before you kill yourself,' he said: farting. ) .

Suddenly a strange look of anxieﬁy crossed his face., He waved his
arms at Paris. ' ) '

"Gangway," he cfied. "I have ‘to sit there'" ,

‘ Paris jumped up to give him the gseat. Jeffrey sat down, dripping

red water all around.

"Should we leave?" Paris asked Allisom.

.
L )
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"If you're that kind of coward,” Jeffrey thundered.
There was a splash from the toilet bowl.
"Could you turn off the water, please?" Jeffrey asked. '"It-spoils
my concentration.' " |
Paris leaned over the bath and grasped the faucet tap. He yelled ‘ !
;in pain and jumped back.
!"Jesus, tgaft was hot. I thought it was cold. It was parked C."

"That's because the plumbers are French Canadian."

" Paris rolled a towel around his hand and tried again, successfully.

"A conapiracy?" Allison laughed. 'Subverting tﬂe sacred bath?"

"Simpler than that,” Jeffrey explained. "It's just that C stands - ‘ | ]
.for chaud which 1s their word for.hot, and they figure H stands for
some English word for Froid‘which is their word for cold."

"See the power of words?" Allison teased.

There was another splésh from the toilet bowl.

"It's just words that sesgrate this province from the rest of
Canada."

"It's just words that separate anything," élliéon added.

"And speaking of words," Geffrey said, "how did you get a name

like Paris. Were your parents Greek?" \ N\ *

"No," Paris said. "Romantic. My mother loved literature and

Greek myths. Her favorite was the story of Paris and Helen of Troy."
"She must have told us that gtory a million times!' AlIison agreed.
Jeffrey nodded with pléas&re. It warmed him inside® whenever he

heard ghat someone was interested ln literaturf. . . B
"Well,I'ﬁ afraid.she marked you for decadence and tragedy," he

announced with a splash. '"Mediaeval moralists pointed out that Paris >

~




- 131

v

gave up both the active and contemplative virtues in favout of physical

i . ) -
pleasure, and that was why his city was put to, the torch."

"I'm not decadent," Paris grgueq.

" "You're probably so decadent you don't even kn?w you're decadent'"
"At least he's still heterosexual,")Allison came to his defence.
"I'm relieved to hear that,” Jeffrey said, sitting there naked.
At that moment the caf walked in, complete}; unafraid, and .looked
at them all, calmly. Negto’s tall stopped wagging. Paris stared down

at it. - : :

"""Let's get it now," he whispered.

e

"You'll never catch it without the net," Jeffrey warned. ' ‘ “! |

"What net?" Paris asked.-

o 3

"The net I used when Itranséerreq it from Mary's previous resi-
‘dence," Jeffrey said. "The net under the tub." |

Paris looked under the bath. There, betwéen,the legs, was a folded
A - up fishing net. He reached in aﬁd pulled it out. ‘ *
, "My grandfather was a fiahermad:" Jeffrey said. "This was passed
s down from father unto son.”
- "It's huge," Paris observed, unfolding it.
"An artist should never work without a net,” Jeffrey pronounced.
. ' As soon as the‘cat saw the net, it turned and ran, claws scraping
the wooden floor all the'way to‘thé kitchen. Paris followed, and Allison )
. ' followed Paris. She emptied a box of its Qook; and carried it with her.
Neuro followed both,of them, his tail between his lggs.
The cat was on top of the refrigerator, hissing. Paris waved the t

net at her, trying to get her to leap. As she did, Parié threw it out.

The cat tangled in the netting and crashed, to the floor with a horrified
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scream.

Allison grabbed one side of the net and pushed the cardboard box
undef the squirming lump. They untangled the netting, hoping to drop

the cat safely into the box. But suddenly they fealized,-as the netting

. 4
unfolded, that Silvery Moon was on top.

The cat let out a ferocious scream and leapt at Paris's throat,:
a

geeth and claws out. Paris ducked and raised his left hand. The cat
bounced off the forearm and skidded down his back, leaving a trail of

claw marks. He cried out in pain and jumped back. The cat scrambled

&

out of the kitchen and down the hall. Neuro hid under the table as she

flew bYJ
"Jesus'" Paris yelled.

"He was a fisherman, too," Jeffrey shouted,  chuckling to himself in

the bathroom.

-

7

Paris returned, head hung in defeat.

"You have lost the battle but not the war," Jeffrey conéoled him.
"You know, that's exactly the kind of trouble I had with Mary."
| ‘A wry, ironic smile graced one éqigzzf h;s‘face.

"You're in trouble,” he warned, "living with her. She tried to

destroy me." ‘ ‘ -7

s

L ]

He took a handful of toilet paper from the roll and began wiping

himself.

"But I protected qgaelf the way I Qlways do," he laughed. "By

writing about it!" ’
> "You're just bitter, because it didn't work out," Paris said.

"Sure I am, but wait until she turns on you. You.won't be smiling

¢ ' : .
then." . '
:

.
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¢  "™fell, I guess I'll have to deal with it the only way I can. By \

D

‘writing a. song!"

s N AR S e\ d RS

"Ah, yes, songs to make the ladies cry. A troubadopr; eh? You

_ must be the Paris from that famous painting by David, playing a lyre

P

g
-

.

anc!. singing so sweetly to Helen that she gives up everything ethical ‘ f
and follows him into & life of sin and destruction."

4 ' : He waved the soiled toilet paper in the air. - o
5 A ':Wh'y do you remind mé of Luther?" Allison teased.

' ' . : "Besides," Paris defended himself, "ethics have nothing to do with
A" . T s ’
‘Jeffrey glared. i ' ) 3

"Oh yes they do. You don't know it but you are part of a long tra- . ‘ ' ;q

*

- DN
AT AR

dition of decadence. It was the troubadours c:f mediaeval Europe who led
the lgdies of the courts away from the}r etlical duties and into the

dream world of romance. And now it's the pop'musicians delivering’ their

message of unrestrained sensuality who are l'eading “the masses into the

2

4 ' skid-row of history!" ! ) . h !

Paripg ran cold water over his forearm. It still stuné‘” from the

wounds inflicted by the cat.- - Something told him he was now being . A

R
assaulted -psychologically. . . !

AT Ry

-

“Ah y.es," Jeffrey continued, waving the toilet paper. "It was |
only ~w’aen the literati took éon.trol of the entertaimﬂent:business that
. ’ ’ this dglrectio; was reversed. With the rise of litéracy in Western . ‘ “e .

7 Europe came the power to aﬁatract and to rnumipw.llm:la----the ability to d : '

think. ‘Only then could Europe become dominant in world history. And -
g writers were the driving force behind it." |

L

. "Do you have any band-aids?" Paris asked.” . - . ' /

@
ve
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‘ Allison reached into Eﬁe medicine cabinet and came to his aid.
R "And we here in North America are the inheritors of that grand
tradition. But now we find literacy is on the decline, and who is
B

—

ing in the:wings, ready to lead us back into oblivion? The mugi-
« cian!" Jeffrey thundered.
"Do you always think in such broad historical concepts?“ Paris

asked, grimacing.

S

. "That;s whag reading and ﬁrihiﬁg does to Qou," Jeffrey said, throw-
° , ing the toilet paper into the bowl. ‘ .
L “ | ) "But what really fascinates me," he said, waving a finger, “is ﬁow'
e find a circle within a circle, how tﬂese mythological truﬁﬁs e;ho
! into individ;al Iife. Look at us. How you, the musician,’aré stealing
\ ; Helen from me!' = | , “
: He flushed the toilet with a flourish.
"I didn't steal anyone," Paris protested. "Besides} the way I
— - \ heard the story, Paris w;s the one who was seduced."
" ’ ' Jeffrey élimbed back into the tub.
"Sure, but Paris’will always see himself as a victiq. The feeliné*

,  of responsibility for your actions only comes with literacy. In an illi-,

terite qorld, the gods, the fates, or, as they say today, the flow takes

-

over!" . !
\ J

o

He shivered, then reached over and turned the hot water back on.
“So you sit here surrounded by the flow and with your ‘literate

conéciouspess organize ‘it intq a.meanfngful and coherent whole?" Paris

i
L

. asked. . . A

« (4

"And ai;'this time I thought all this would go oyer your head,"

" Jeffrey chuckled. : oY ' -

*

v

. e e e i
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He began typing furiouély.

"You're just uptight because Mary's‘with me now,' Paris said angrily,

waving a band-aid. ';So you’te‘ getting back at me with the only weapon

you have, your tongue'!"
Jéffrey laughed and continued typing.

"I'd like to match wits with you,Paris, but I never duel with an

A

‘unarmed man.,' . .

Allison once agaih felt she had to intervene. She grabbed Paris
. L

: f
by the arm and took him 'into the hall.

*"No harm meant, brother. 1It's just the way he likes to talk. It
stimulates .his mind. He needs to feel he's creatiné something grand

and eternal. That's pag. of what I do over here to help him, I listen

to all 'thiaEtuff. " ' . . .

Suddenly a loud Thunk resounded from the bathroom, the slap of dog-‘-

flesh on chrome. They hurried in. Jeffrey had passed out. They pylled

him out of the tub.
H

"See?" ‘Allison said. "If I hadn't have been here, he would have

“drowned for sure."

[ N4
.

.

"Do you get paid for this?" Paris frowned.

"It's a labour of love,” she aaid.\ "We léarn a lot from each othet.":

He was very heavy. After they dragged _}um into the adjacant bed-
rocm; Parié held him up ‘While Allisog rubbed the blood and water ogf
with a towgl. Then they slipped him into bedl. He began to snore
%mediately; |

"What a mess," Paris said, looking around.

"Intellectuals always leave messes .behind them’.. I'm just gllad I'Jm

" pot his wife!" ' - o ; |

' \ ' ,
4 .

-t
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" They both dried themselves, '

"Let's get the cat and leave," Paris suggested.

"How?"

"I've got an idea,! Paris said, tapping his head. "Cat psychology."

He picked up the empty box and crept into the dining room. The cat
was sitting on a pile oi books in the corner. He calmly walked to the

‘middle of the room and put the box on the floo;, flaps open,

v

When he returned to Allison, he looked at his watch.

"Give her a couple of minutes."

"What -are you doing?" she asked. ' ' . (;'

"Cats can't resist anyth 1g new. Like kids. I kmow, I have to play *

f

for them." ' ' -

After a few mingges had passed Paris crept back to the dining room.
Allison followed him and Neuro followed her, tail between his 1egs

Paris raised a finger to his mouth. They all peered around the
¢orner. The cat was nowhere to be seen. ﬁe‘sneaked over to the box,

making as little sound as possible. Then he-reached.down and closed

the flaps firmly. A scream came from inside, and a frantic rustling of

.

claws.

_ Neuro waggéd his tail rapidly and barked with joy.

A

Y
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Monday, the Eleventh

The energy level at the Alternative Art Callery was high. A. vernis-
sage was being given for Lillith Warp; whose work, on the theme of 'Our
Father', and whose reputation, for contro‘}ersy, never failed to draw a

crowd. .

Mary had been asked to perform and to be in harmony with the theme
.she dressed as a nun. By the time she and Paris had arrived the party
was in full swing.

At the top of the stairs to the huge loft which housed the gallery
they were handed large styrofoam cups of wine. They squeezed their way

through a buzzing horde of bohemians and into the main hall where all
the.-art objects were on display.
On the walls hung all manner of phallic reproductions. As they

wotked their way alo:{g Lillith Warp's 'Wall-of-Fame' behind the rest -
- A »\

of the assemblage, they could see why the works were drawing a reaction

of loud laughter and rowdy comments.

»

The first one, titled 'Drapeau’, consisted of an erect penis made

. from a policeman's nightstick {ith two bags of moffey for testicles.
' d

Beside it was a squadrori of smaller nightstick-penises with handcuffs

for testis entitled 'Drapeau'’s Gestapo'.

"The next work evoked groans. It was called "Nietzsche'. On the
top of a cartoon mountain drooped a limp penis covered with syphilitic

sores. From the mouth of the penis a buBble saild: "Also sprach Zara-

i
’ . v !

. "You think that's bad," Paris commented.  'Look at this."

" thustral".

-

He stood in front of 'The Superman'; & phallus made of a wax hand

v

in a Nazi salute with a Nazi armband. The testis were two bars of soap.

f‘.} -
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" "Mary," a volce cried. T ¢
They turned around. Lillitﬂ hurried over to them, trailed by four
or fi;e adoring female stu&ents. She was tall and quite magnificent,
Hé; body was angular and solid,,like a man's, but had the r;quisite
feminine curves. &ﬁsnwore'high heels and had hér pants rolled up to

the knee, displaying a light layer of brown hair. She walked proudly,

ignoring Paris and.addressing herself to Mary. He felt uncomfortable

E)

but enjoyed the opportunity to look her over.

"Come Bn,,sweet'stuff," she said. '"The big show 1s about to start,

and you're my piece of living Kitsch!"’ , :

l She rarLly smiled, though one would expect from her Qork that sh;
had a sense of humour. Her mouth was étiff, it didn't move at all
when she talked. éhe seemed in constant pain. Her upper lip‘was drawn
in :ightly, exposing a few teeth, and giQing her an air of feroéity.
There was a surgical bandage on hér nose, and a large bruise on one

. -
\sidg of her forehead. Her eyes équinted accusingly and her face was

clenched like a fist.

She put an arm around Mary and led her away. The students stuck

’ their tongues out at Paris, cheg followed hegvoff into the crowd. _He

3
gulped his cheap wine and'moved\:? to the next piece.

‘It 'was titled 'Mick Jagger'. From a phallus made from a microphone
hung two small plastic baggies of white powder. "Under My Thumb" blared

<

from a speaker above. .
Paris snickered.
"What this chick needs is a good fuck!" a loud voice said.
Paris turned around. It was the Bopper. .

""But I must admit, it is a well-hung gallery!"

"What are you doing here?" Paris chuckled.

——— —— T ———— == ) T S - Gy r ) T
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"Hey, what ‘better place to pick up women than a women's gallery?

‘ Ty
And you know what artsy chicks are .1ike!" he winked. -

"I don't think it's ‘that ind of a gallery," Paris said, jerking

his head toward a couple of gir1§ kissing in.a corner.

-

"Oh, that? It's-everywheére these days. But most of ‘'em come back
to the old cockeroony sooner’sr later. 'Don't worry. Nature's on our

sidel"™ o

l'-.. . ) . - \
They followed the motidn of the crowd to the next piece. A large

wooden éculpture of male genitalia stood on a white stand. Large spikes °

and nails had been haﬁmered into every conceivable place, so iﬁ looked.
as if it were covered with hair. It was called 'Revenge’.

4

"Bitter, isn't she?" Parislsaid. ‘ *

‘They moved further along. 'A wooden penis stuck up f;om the floo;,
stars and stripes pain{ed aroﬁnd its base. A huge arrow had been shot '
through the center. It was.titled 'Custek'leést Stand'.

" The Bopper shook his head. '

"And to think, it's our tax dollars that go iﬁtd suppfrting this'!"

The next pilece was called 'History'. Three penises were made from
newsﬁgper mach#; one lihp, one erect, and .one ‘limp.

; kkEh;‘ﬁ;;per lgughed.

"I like this one." . | »

He looked around furtively. - ‘

“"Maybe I should try to fuck this chick."

Paris laugh;d. |

"Yo;'ll never do tt."‘

"It'11 be a challenge," 'the Bopper said. - ‘'’

"Iﬁbossible," Paris insisted.
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‘A seriousness darkened the Bopper's face. ' '
"What? Never do it? Do/you realized who you're speaking to?"
- he said, 1ncreduiously. ) |
’ "She's a bull dyke! A Mack truck!"
"I don't caré;" tﬁe Bopper said, indignantly. "She's still a- 
woman "
, "That's’debatable." A
flv"OK. A case of Molson says I can!" ‘ \\“3
"An& another case says you éan't."

*  As they shook hands, a screech of feedback turned 'their attention

to the stage at the far end.of the room.
"Sisters, friends, lovers and others, like you media moguls and

. _ paunchy pilots of the press. My name is Lilly and this is my show!"

R WS

The Bopper moved in close.
"I chose the theme of 'Our Father' for this showing of my work for
personal as well as political reasons. ’My old man was a complete loser

—a write-off! That I wouldn't have minded so much, we're all victims

of our fate, but the bastard tried to tell me what was real and what
was not, something he knew noéhing about, and how to liv; my life. I
. ’g* g8ee my art as a continual working off of that, on all levels of my payche,
' and in this I'am not-uniﬁue, fellow babes-in-the-wood. Today we are all
- faced with discarding the mytﬁ:con ptions o} our gory .and glorious
patriotic aﬁd patriarchal pg;t! OZS)Father is old Pop Culture. I por-

»

tray him here in his nakedness so you can see him for what he really is.

" , ) -
. ~ K;bv-your enemy." >
. - . 4 ' . .
. ( . ‘ . The crowd cheered. The Bopper stood beside the stage, grimning.

"Thank you. You keep me going, which %rings me to my next point.

4
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Unfo?%unately artista do not live by genius alone. The grants to this
gallery.gef lower every ?ear. So to help pay the gent and the Hydto
bills, .I have designed some special articles of clothing which, while
being useful, are still originals and works of art in their own right.
They will be ﬁere all week so you can buy one for that mén—in—your—life,
Qhether he be ;our hairdresser or, your gynaecologisg. And here to
model them are our brothers in' the struggie against sexual tyranny; the
boys from the baths."

A déor opened behind her and ten naked men walked out, naked that
is except for a small codpiece over the genitals. Each man was different
physically and each had his own way of Qhowing that he was gay.

The éirat was a corpulent little man who iooked like Porky Pig,
but swung side-to-side as he walked. His genitals were wrappéd in a
supermarket meat package 'and labelled '69 cents a pound'.

The second Qaa a tall slim man, too soft to be Soﬁey, with a blacé
moustache, who minced lightly. He wore a furry little codpiece with a
long red feather which st;ck out two feet. !

The'thirg had white hair and glasses, a dead ringer for'Andy Warhol.
His se#ual organs were sealed inside a éampbelf's soup can.

:Each,man walked down a ramp as.models‘would, stoﬁped, ;nd made a
full turn. -The.audience applauded each creation. There was,akglint
of coy pride in the model's eyes. For them, it was more than Lilly's
artwork which was being well received. This mood 1ntensified as each on;
nppéared until they be;an to flirt outright with the men in the crowd
with winks and mock-kisses. This aroused the audience even more, and

soon whistles, hoots and catcalls peppered the applause.

There was a pinstriped codpiece with silver dollar buttons, and a .

?

.
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black leather one with a switchblade knife which popped open when the

model tigthned his buttocga. There was one with prisén bars around

the organs, a little door with a jailer's key in the lock; and there was'

one with a funny little eng££e on it which sent’a piston churning in an

obscene way. 5 ‘ : . !
| "Aren't they beautiful?" Lilly asked, when the modelling was fi-

nished. "And remember, they are all available for a very reasonable

f

The models left the stage and walked into the audience, causing a
/

commotion.

price."

" The crowd screamed at the double entendre:

"We ha;é t;d special guests tonight," Lilly continued. "So please
give your full attenti;n to the stage. It 1s at a great effort and
expense that, for your education and enlightenment, we have brought here
the Primal Fatﬁer himself, the ﬁan all men imitate and aspire to, in A
most cases without even knowing it. This man started a civilization
which endures to this day. He has been immortalized in myth, legend,
story and song. He lives on in all men, urging them to do the things
which defy logic. That Lord of Lords and King of Kings: J;ngle Jim}""*

The door behind her opened and an ape-man ran out. -He wore a

military jacket covered with medals and swung a large club. He lumbered

around the circumference of the stige, threatened the audience with his

club, roared and grunted, then walked ;ver to Lilly and the microphone.
"How are ya doin', Jimmy?" Lilly asked. '

"Just fine, Lilly. Always great to be back in ﬁbntreal, great

peopleﬁ'f-

) A

He waved to the crowd, then bowed tfshfully, hands behind his back.

<

o,
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"You know," Lilly said, "the world is pretty fucked up right now,

and i'd 1like to ask you a questio?. Is there any hope for ideals like

ITruth, Beauty, Justice or Equality in a world so brutal iand violent?"

The ape shrugged. ~ g .
"I'd like to say yes. We've come a long way in all these years.

Learned to eat with a knife and fork, drive a car, speak various lan-

guages, sing and dance, and not fart in public. But when it comes right"

i

down to it, ana it always does sooner or later, it's gonna be you or me,
and it ain't gonna.be you!"

He laughed an& let out a thunderous growl.

"Are you saying that all the.victories we've gained in all these
years, to protect the weak and free the oppressed, all our faith and
work, is in vain?"-

"Lilly, you can take man out of the jungle but you can't take the
jungle out of man'! And we who live inxthe jungle know that everything
moves in cycles. That means civilization too. A society dominates,
adopts ideals, aﬁd qﬁeh‘weakeus. At the very moment it thinks ;t has
thrown off the skin of its animal past and is on its .way to become truly
'eivilized’, then...bang!" ° |

"Bang?‘ What bang?"

"You'll know it whén you hear it!'"

"That's avvefy pes;imistic outlook." ///

"I 'call 'em how I see 'em!"

~ "Well, thanks for-dropping by, Jimy."
"My pleasure, Lilly. Goodbye!" .
He leapt 1n‘Che air and beat his chest, emitting a bloodcurdliég

cry. Then he waved his club in the air and fo;ced a path through thq

o
’ .
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crowd, bullying them out of his way. ‘ ‘ . ’
' There was a howl of boos.
"Always instructive to hear the man's point of view," Liily said.
N "But now, hold on to your panties, because our final guest is Enter-
tainment personified, our own locai queen of showbiz, our own Regiha i
Vagina, Mary Monday'!"
A Gregorian chant boomed from the loudépeaker. Mary slowly walked

onto the stage with her hands together, in prayer. Her eyes were lowered

in humility. A man Paris almost recognized pushed his way through the
crowd to the stageﬁaﬁd stood besiqe the Bopper grinning at Mary.

"Our Father, who art in heaven, hallowed be thy name,” the Grego-
rians chanted.

Mary dipped to her knees at center stage, and’'looked up to the cei-

~

ling in reverence.

All of a gudden a disco bass drum thumped from the speakers, and

SO
o

. Mary rose up and began dancing to a disco version of the Lord's prayer; . ¥
{ A high female voice wailed: ''Our Father, who art in heaven..."
Mary danced all over the stage, gyrating and jumping to the beat.

When she flung off her wimple, revealing her bright orange hair, the

R e e

5 crowd screamed with delight and began to clap along with the beat. When

she lifted her skirt, showing her long pretty legs in black net stockings

and golden shoes, the man beside the Bopper yelled:

"More! More!"
"Forever, and eeeeeeever..." sang the voice, "AaaaAAAaaaAmennnan!"

Then the song broke: into a acandard disco rhythm break, everything

»

from congas to syuthesizera. Mary took off her aun's habit, piece by N y
1 piece, flinging it into the crowd By the time the singing had started ‘ fﬁ :
1 : v

.




145 : ' , .

again, she had °"stripped to a red sehpined bikini, black net stockings,

golden shoes,‘and a Iong beaded rosary which she twirled like a pearl

/
B 2

necklace. ‘ )

3 '

Paris watched suspiciously. She seemed to be playing to the man

in the front, beside the Bopper, and he was résponding enthusiastically

to every move she made. Paris wondered who he was, and as he did a pain

o a4

shot through him like a knife wound. °
She undulated her hips, and made obscene gestures with. her tongue.

When she kicked up her feet like a cﬁorus girl, the naked male models

jumped up with ﬂer.to form a chorus line. Lilly, the Bopper, and the
new man climbed uﬁ with them to join the line. .They all kicied their uu |
legs higher and higher .until finally they collapsed into a heap of
giggling flesh.
The audience cheered, laughing and whistling. Flashbulbs popped,;
and writers froq underground newspapers scribbled on pads. " vA ) 7
"Thanks for'the clap," Lillith said, grabbing the mike and gasping D {
' fd{ breath. "Our favorite sex object and everyman's favorf&e femalet
Mary Monday!" .
" . More applause, aﬁd Mary took a bow.
"So that's my little variety show, for what it's worth, I mean,

I ain't Ed Sullivan but then he's dead. So now we'll put op some dancing

-

H

»  music and have us a party!" ; /

Rock music bl;sted out of the speakers and everyone ébread out ta .

dance. The whole room sprang to life. The models graébed people from
the audience and started it off. Lilly danced with the Bopper and Mary
danced with the new man. He w&ée,a leather vest, had long curly blonde

hair and a curved moustache.
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Paris's eyes glide over her.

Don't you know anything about tax deductions aﬁd'ihvestments? 0f course

e — =
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Paris was fushed back fato a corner of the room. ihe‘wall was
covered with one of ﬁillith's works éalled 'Phallico;nia', ;; assbrtm;nt
of eight~-by~ten glossies of Hollywood leading meﬁ with penisés drawn on
their nosesAin felt(pen, graffiti-style. . D ’

."1 didn't know you were intefested in aft." : -

He turned around. It was his stebmothenn She wore a black silk
dress; knee—igngth, with black nylons and black shées. Casulally drap&d
over her shoulder was a white collar qf baby se;l fur. Her hair was
almost as white, not because she was old but because she Visited a hair- v 4

dresser once a week, and it was in style.

Y . »
"Do you like what you see?" she asked provocatively, noticing . : i ‘

\ . . .

N Qu

"You're a good looking woman, but yéﬁ”wear too much make-up and 1
tH '

you're getting fat!

e

"And you're a young hippy who's soon gonra be am old buﬁ. o8

13

; "Wﬁy do you come around here?" Pariscfrcwned. "You belong with

T

your friends, those other Mercedes ladies of Westount Square’
"But I adore Bohemians?! Don't you know it's very chic to be seen
at these affairs? You see that photographer over there? He's from the

Stﬁr,,ao guess who'll be loéking }ood in the Woman's section tomorrow?

3

"

That little patron of the arts, yours truly!
"Patron of the arts*' ‘ T . e ) o
"Yeg. I'm not jgst slumning. I'm here”to buy. Your father céllects

this stuff.” ' : - : ‘
"What?'' Paris choked. - ) . .

"1 41dn't say he was interested in it, I only said he buys‘it.




. /‘{nf{ *to put: an end to everything he stands for!"
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, 'you don't. Yeu believe in living Hand to mouth or, as you call it,
g‘oing with the flow!"
j\‘ o She\cackled. 5 )

. R 3 , .
\) _ ¢ "But it's. absurd for him to buy this stuff. The message of it is

[]

"We live in an ironic age. Anyway, it's only art, for God's sake!:

L

It's a wish, not reality. And that's something you're gonna have to

. 4
¢+ learn soon, my little drean{er'" ) |

<

"Well, you sure learned. How to be a successful gold-digger."
Her brows furrowed and t;er, lips tightened. She pulled at her. fur o

., Tellar, nervously. .

'l

“What really bothers you is that there won't-be any left."

M1 don't operatg on l:he( same level as you. We all know why you
m:a‘rried him,. and why you kee egt of che family away from him.
But, personally, I don't give a shit. It's his loss, not ourQ"' S

" "1 don't. keep anyone away from him. He makes his M’ decisions. A

1 ‘ -

You Te crazy, like your mother."
‘Paris's face swelled with anger.

"You bitch! You'te still jealous because she had kids' with him and

)

you- can't. It's ﬁ.linly your fault that she'a'in the hospital. If you

- had a .drop of coupuuion in your pudgy little body, you might help

) bring a,family back t’c;gether,‘ at least'so's they could be civil to each

./ '
" other' "

4 +

"Family? What family?" o, 0

\ <

-~ The 1:oner of the argument imd increased, drawing the attention of

those neu.'b'y,' but neither of the participants noticed. .

°

"gfine family, a, mental case and three kids §h0 refuse to grow up:

.
.

[
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) destrc‘yed by 1it.

-to make the world a little more beautiful, a little brighter. There's

* on "l.t:rong to Lillith.

> B
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I didn't destroy your family, I was there to save your father from being

"A musician, a poetess and a hockey player'! You all

~figure you can flitter your lives away because when it cémes to the

e

L4 N
de
crunch, your old man's money will save you. But I've got news, there

won't be any bones left for you to pick'" -

"Exactly. You will have already picked them clean'" Paris shook.

his fist. '"You'd.think a father would be proud of his children trying

~ 4
t

more to life than just ‘am’assing wealth!"
She flicked her baby ‘seal, aggressively,.
"Well, for one thixig, there's buying art!"
She turmed abruptly and stalkéd off, leaving Paris angry and frusn— )
trated. H.e shook his head.- E‘;'ery time he talked to her it was the same.
He walked a;long the wall, looking over at the cianéers, ‘t:rying’ to °
find Mary.

He needed a little comfort now. He stood under a portrait

" of John Wayne called 'Get Off My Land', a shotgun penis ‘with two reels

of 35 mm filn‘ for testicles.

- He saw the Bopper dancing wit;h Lilly and Cabooa'e, entertaining them

with macho-man martial arts moves. Paris could see that he was coming
Caboose saw it, 'too, but didn't seem to mind.’ \

He spotted Mary. She was still dancing with the moustache!. He

stood on his toges to get a better look and hit his head on the 'sho:ggg

barrel sticking out of the wall beﬁi’nd.

"Watch out with that t:l;ing. It migixt discharge,”" a professorial )

type next to him quipped and -then moved along.

Everyone was dancing slow. I{aris'e heart sank. The blonde held

:

>
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' Mary so tightly she seemed to melt right into hif”™ His hands roamed

' all over her, unchallenged.
F‘ ) ’ ’Paris staggereq back. He felt betra)"ed. An emptiness opened inside
’ him. He t’:hought lof those Al Capp gartoon ‘charact‘ers who walked around ~
- with bullet holes in them that you could see right tﬁ\rough. Hel fel;: as
if he'd been hit with a cannon ball and was walking around with a gaping

hole where his guts should be. !
He walked over to t?e wine table. Allison was pouring styrofoam
c\up’s of wine from a gallon bottle- as the Bopper gulped one down.’ Paris
- glanced back at the floor. Lilly was slow dancing ‘with Caboose.
"I told you she was gay,"” he said to the Bopper, hoiding up his cup

i . v -

td Allison for a refill.

"She's bi for the right guy," the Bopper glrinne‘d. "I'm sure of it.

‘But i can't rush her. I don't want to upset her friend. If need be,
I'l? ‘go home with both of them!" -

Paris grimace;:l and drank some: wine.

"bid you see our stepmother?" ! A

'"Ig she here?" the Bopper asked. .

1

"She's in the other room, buying some of the pieces," Allison said.

"She's such a phony, with her diamonds and minks," the Boppér snapped.

e

"Gives me a paini"
. "She's a rich man's‘ wife."
"She's an iceberg. Haven't you noticed that even when she looks
gp’od, she has. no sex appeal at all? Shc‘a.dresses like a draé quéen!;'

N

"Maybe she 1is a drag queén!"

T6y all laughed at the thought. Lo

Paris drained his cup and pushed it towhrd Allison for more.

.
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"You're knockin' that back tonight," she observed.
"Nothin' else to do."

The Bopper looked over to the dance floor.

"Oh yeah, Mary's warming up to Coop, eh?"
- -
"Who the fuck is that guy?"

"He's Le Coupeur, a separatist who hangs around with us Anglos trying

to get us all to vote Ou‘lin the referendum. = Hasn't he come on to you

yet?" |

| "He better not try. But he doesn't seem to bétintereste& in politics
tonight)" . : . R
"Sexual politics, maybe." ! : ' ’

Paris's head drooped. -

v

"Come on," said the.Bopper. '"What does it matter? They're all the

.

same. Maybe'she's just fliFting. Let her have het fun. Why don't you
come with me and we'll cut .in on Lilly and Caboose." .
' Paris drained the cup.
"What the‘hell." \
The Bopper grabbed a couple of_fuﬁl cups and brodght them along. He
gave one each to Lilly and Caboose, made a polite bow and said:

."Mind if we cut 1n?"

Lilly poured the whole cup of wine down her throat and grabbed the-

Bopper.

"Alright, you'Scanley Street Stallion, show ﬁe what you've got!
What makes you the highes; scorer in the iéa;ue?“

The Bopper laughed. °

"You have quite a way with the ladies yourself." ...

"They know they can trust me."

Ty
PO A
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"Hey, you can trust me. I never take more than I give."

"I can feel that.

)

You're hon¥st in your own way." ' .

) .
"You're a smart woman. Quite an unusual woman'! How come you ‘haven't

hooked up with a guy? Don't you make it with guys at all?"

She laughed. . . . o i

"1 gave up on guys years ago. They're all such assholes! 'They all.

L wanta clip my wings and lock me in their cage."

"I ain't gonna clip your wings."
> She held him tighr:er.

"So maybe I'1l give you.a try?" o : .
"Mmm. That feels nice." ﬂ

She’ look-ed into his eyes.

-,

"Look, I'll take a'chance with you. I like to experiment once and

a while. But there's one condition." -
° "What?" : ‘ '
. "We do it my way."
"0OK, maybe yoy'll teach me something."
"I mean it. From here‘on‘, I make th.e;ove*s. I lead'.and you follow."

n

. -
She swung him away and across the dance floor.
!

Paris was dancing with Cabooae, but his mind was on Mary.

"Look, if you'd rgt{:/er be somewhere else," she said, ":L.t:"s OK." -

He J,tarted, like a man awoken from a dream. ,
"Sorry," he said, looking dowh at her face,
She was qﬁite pretty, very sc;ft and vulnerable. She had a fa;:e like

a‘ twelve-year-old, big round eyes and pouting iips. ‘ .
"It.do#sn‘t bother y{:u that 'Lilly's'with my brother?"

Caboose smiled. ) S e .
. ) 2,
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"She gets him. I get you. 1Isn't that the idea?"

Paris looked shocked.

’

r "You're not into 1t? Change is nice, and as long as everything's /

balanceéd, no one has to get hurt. Vériety is the spice of\life." .
She kissed him on the cheek. He drained his cup and she drained
hers. ]
"I'1l get some more," he said.

K He grabbed her cup and hurried to the wine tai:le, where he met Mary..
!'What're‘ you tryin' to do to me?" he asked her, his \Iroice cz:;cking.
"What?" @ | )
She looked back in disbelief.

. "You know what I mean. With that guy!;' he said in a loud éhispér.
"I don't know what you mean.'"

" His hands were shaking.

"Look, you"re hu‘rting me. When I see you with him I feel... ~awful."

"Hey, 'don't lay a jealousy trip on me. I didn't think you were

like that. It's a free country, you‘know."'
‘ f

"But we're living togetherf I love you." - ‘ . ‘
"Cool down. Relax. I'll be back." .
"When?"

"Maybe tomérrow, maybe the next‘ day."”

"What?" ’ ) ‘

Mook, 1 wafxc a éuy who's gonna groové”yrith me, not throw a 'net
over me!" . s

"How can you do this ta me?"

"Oh, yeah. I'm doing it to you. You gotta go with it." You gotf:a

— .

adapt.,"

7




;-

s : FRECI e TN S e Aau e -
e I e L T T DUEINE, ™ 17 gepsaear o G caty

' - 153

" "I'can't."
"Y;.»u don't have a choice!l” / ‘ ' ’
She' picked up two cups and walbked béglé to the‘d;nce floof. Paris
was stunned. His ‘face was. contorted, his emotions ﬁnéide churning like
a hurricane. Allison leianed across the table and put her hand on his.’
"How would you feel if Adm:l} did this to you?" he asked her. |
/ . .

S "He wouldn't," she said. "Adam is Adam. But Mary is Mary. You

can't .change her. Let her be Mary. 1Isn't that what fascinated you in

the first place?" - \

S RPN PeL TS e emwaye L,

P?,ria grabbed two cups of wine and walked back to ‘Ca'boose.
- "Are you alright?" she asked, talgin'g a cup. "You look wild."
"I feel hostile. I wanna hit someone!"
. , She stood c.:lo.se to him and brushed her cheek against his.

"I'11 let.you hit me."

"He .stared at her. ‘ ‘ ‘ - »
"Huh 2" T
s "ﬁon'tc pla?' naive,” she purred. "You know that some pec;ple like, :l;t
rough, a little paitul with their pléas\;re. I can't have an orgasm without
ic." ) . o '
E She bit hard into his neck. ’
‘ "Oww:" he #r@d. '
He drl'ew back and knocked her apr\cosn the side of ,her face. ‘
. | -She fell to the floor. He knelt down. @11t11y and ’began to help
i hf.r up. 4 ' . 'i . . o
) "I'm sorry," he said. "I c}idn"t mean it. It's just that you bit |
) me so hard." D l |
. o , She grabbed him behind tt',x;neck and puligd his gace. close to hers.
’ ' . ' l ) ) o " {
. ' » .
) 0

Y
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"Don't apoloéize, you animal. Take me home!"
Her tongue darted quickly across his mouth. ‘ . '
He liéted her off the floor and looked around, nervously. No‘one :
had even noticed, the music was too loud, and everyonme was too dfunk or
too busy. : \ ) '
She t?ok his hand andﬁled ﬁim to the coatroom; There were two other
couples in the room, necking among the coats. One was Lilly an& the !
Bopper, the other.vas Mary and Le Coupeur..
Marszroke her hold and looked over a; him, challengingly. He took
Caboose into his arms and kissed her hard. She squirmed against him

passionately. Her hands massaged his groin. He held the kiss for as;

o

long as he could then looked back at Mary. ' !

She was gone.
A §

"Well, since we're all going. to the same place, let's go together!"

the Bopper grinned. o
They all stumbled down the stairs and into the Bopper's car, an old

3

Ford station wagon.
"It's on loﬁn while mine's in the shop,"” he explained.
"I 1live in St. Louis Square," Lilly announced. - Y

" As they drove off, the car buﬁped up and down brutally. They all

looked at each other. ) .

"A flat! Somebody mugt've let the air outa my tires."
"All of them?" .
"Feels like it." : ' ‘ )

"What d'we do?"

;  "Fuck it We'll go anyway.. It's not my car'"

They bumped and’ jumped and rocked and rolled down the stteet, draw-- - "

ing looks from the pedestrians. Lilly laughed a%png with the Bopper.

R . -

S — -
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heard a rhythmic bénging on the wall,‘accompanied by shouts and screams.

one heel grinding into Paris's chest and the laaé lightly touching his I o

155 - | . ‘}

)They'were bouncing in their seat; like water molecules in a bdiling
kettle. Caboose began giggliugqhystetica}ly, People came out of bars 4o
and restaurants to watch them go by. Paris began‘lauéhing, too. They
couldn't stop laughing, gasp;ng fo£ air and turning red. Not until

_éhey parked the car and stumbled into Lillith's apgrtment. There they
collapsed on the floor, chuckling and snickering.

"Good, clean American fun,” Lilly said, retrieving a bottle from

the mantle piece.

They didn't need it, but they poured more anyway. Then the Boppér
produced a little vial of white po&der and a coke spoon. They all took
a .snort of that. . . o

Soon, Lilly dragged thé Bopper off to her bedroom. She picked him
up and threw him over her shoulder. In no time at all Paris and Caboose
. ) -
Caboose whispered in Paris's ear.
"Wanna tie me up?"’ . . . ) }Nf

He was so drunk-he could hardly move. He }ooked at her. She was

out of focus. |
\ "OK I'1l tie you up," she giggled.

She took off his .clothes, pilece by piece, and rolled him onto a

mattress in the cormer. She tied his arms and legq.;ogether with
brightly coloured scarves. . . . “
"I've never done it this way before," she gasped with excitement. "

"I'm always the one who‘gets'tie& up." o '

She put on thigh-high leather boots and swung a leather lash. With"

chin she said:
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“

"Are-ypu scagéd? You better be, youlpiecé of scum! Tonight you're
) gonna get a;beating you'll never forget'™

Then she squeéled with delight.

"You shiti You nobody!" . ' f

She swung the lash across his legs.

"You nonentity!"

.She whipped him across his genitals. He screamed in pain,,aﬁd . R

began squirming, trying to untie himself.

"You fucking asshole! You stupid turd!" - ‘ : /

She began breathing hard. One of her hands stroked her vagina.

«
She lashed him across his chest.
"You Go@—déﬁn fucking pea-brained idiot! You're a nothing. A void!" |

~ He was struggling against the scarves. _She kneeled down beside him, }

) P L i S AR o iz T

. in a sexual frenzy. . \\
"I'm gonna bite your cock off, you'gutles; coward!"
She ieane& her head down to his c;oﬁch and took his genitals in her
+ mouth. Then she bit hard.

o . "AAAAaaarr — Jesus!!" he yelled, and broke both scarves at once.

He kneed her in the chest, knocking her across the room. Then he

Lol P CR S e et

looked down at his bloody grdin. _Anger velled up inside him. He juﬁped

.
-~

. E across the room and kicked her in the ribs. She grabbed his/foog and

N

[

began lickihg it. He kicked her again, knocking her away. : o

: “Harder!" she sighed. . - : -
\> She grabbed his foot and preésed it onto her face, kissing and

licking it all the Whiiilﬂ,/) . . ’ R

- Paris locked at her in horror and quickly pulled,back his foot.

He grabbed his clothes and dressed hurriedly.

B e
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‘% ‘ "What's the matter?" she asked, coming out of a trance. . 7

] - "I'm sorry, I just c-an't: help it. " I've gotta go. This is not my '
| o

; gscene!" .

o He ran for the doér, his red cape flying ko\ut behind  him.

"You can't leave me like this!" she yelled. .

Something smashed against; the door as it shut behind him.’
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‘_hp a hand to shade his eyes from the setting sun. What was the dead

Tuesday, the Twelfth

7 f

In Atwater Park, high above the teenagers in their democratic
denims and Adidas, and the hopeless winos sleeping on the benches, the
;tone‘face of John Cabot peered across St. Catherine street. He held
explorer looking for? : -

The Shadow looked back at him from inside thé Montreal Forum.

"Why doesn"t somebody blow up that stupid statue?" he said to

nobody in particular. s

He flaghed his performer pass at the ushers and pushéd spectators

out of his way' as he cut across the main floor.
[2

would start and it will be covered yvith ice. High above him were the

)

flags of the Montreal Canadiens, Stanley Cup champions!

Soon the hockey séason

He respected
’ ”

them for that. A champion is nature perfecting itself, he thoughta,, -

° -

Fans peppered the banks of seats on either side. - He sneered at
them,

‘"Spectators,"” he mumbled.

.

"They sit batk and watch life play it-

-

self out. They don't have the guts to get in the ring theﬂselv?s!"
He clenched his fists. " . T

"1'11 show those marshmallows’ tonight!" : ;

: A little boy yelled: '"Look, the Shadow!"

He waved, frantically.
"Hey; Shadow!" . ‘
The Shadow stopped and gcgg;edw ‘Tﬁe boy was_thirty féet away, '
about twelve. Pretty face, thc'Shadow thought, his pulse §u{ckening.

n The boy ‘leered at him, grabbed his genitalg in his right hand and

B ., . /
yelled: '"Eat my shorts!” ) \ L .

AN
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A gick grin spread across the Shadow's face.
"Anytime, kid. Anytime'" : .

But he couldn't make time with groupies now, he had to get ready

a

for the fight. People were staiting to file into the stadium in larger ‘ .

numbers. As‘he'made Ms way to the dressing rooms more youngsters

waved.. He was an antihero to them, challenging all authority.

° N -

A dark character, he had been such an ugly baby that his mother had

had morning sickness after he was born. He had grown even uglier with
'
the years, but he had learned how tq make ugliness work for him. He had
become the bad_guy of the wrestling world.
| v‘a

good when they faced him. He could be worse than all of them. N

-

Even other 'bad guys' looked

It's a_tough job, he thought, but someébody's gotta do it. If I

Il

don't, somebody els; will. - )
J Whereas with many wrestlers the image was merely an act, a'contri- v
;anéé to gain attFntion, the Shadow was not acting. This added convic-
tion to his performance, which made him extremely popular.
. Béﬁuty is énly‘skin deep, he ££oughb, but ugliness goes righf‘t; .
the bone. He had alwaja géf a thrill from being bad, a convincing :
feeliné whihh;s;ia to him: "This is it. This is me!"

It was & sanse of power. "Re could remember it back ia school when

he carried a starter's pistol around in his pocket. He would corner a

smaller boy and say: "I've been watching you and I don't like what I
_ see. So I'm gonna rub you out!" When the gun went off it made such ° -

a loud bang ;hat the poor child would think he h&g really been shot and ,
. shit his pants. ) '

It was a God-like feeling, the Shadow mused. A power over life a!
0 ' ‘ . c
and death, a power to instil fear in people. It more than made up for ]
‘ “ -
t——— TR - S R T TR e e —— !
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- his ugling.ssa. In fact, his large nose with its Htﬁge, cavernous nostrils,
his great purple lips that hung like rotting fruit, his bald head with
Ai:s missing ear, his great hairy hands, and his sweaty, putrid hulk of
a body, all served to increase his potency.
"It's about time," Judas met him at the dressiné room ddor. "Youﬁ?e‘ '
f
just éot enough time to make it!"
Judas, who also managed the Venus, had dabbled in wrestling for

years, and ‘had -been quick to spot an exploitable quality in the Shadow.

‘The Shadow wanted Judas to do all the business. He scorned that part

.

of life. . ' ] , '
"Don't warry,” he sneered, "tbis guy is a push overi" ) \
‘ Judas pglled the cigar‘ from hié mouth, angrily. ‘, ‘o . ’

"He's the God-damn-champion, that's alll"

u

'3

The Shadow climbed out of his street clothes. o .

"He's no champion. He never fights. Just takes all the holds
you can give him ‘til he's worn you out. How can someone be a chawpion

.

.and never fight back?"

%

"A win is a win, Eﬂia opponents collapse from exhaustion!'

The Shadaw threw his pants in the corner.

“Aw, go talk business with somebody. Don't worry sbout me. I'1l
. M Ty ’ ' - ¥
win tonight!'™ <o - ‘ )

2

oK, " J‘udu valked to thc door,, leaving a trail of cigar uoke. o

o i

"I 11 be back to bring you on." o T L . '

The door slammed. _ ' R ’ h . ‘

"Greedy little pig"' the Shadow muttered. "He thidks he omm. I c )
He'd be nothing without me.’ The ;udolu I have to puf; up -wg:ﬁ!" .

Bd slipped into his black tights and boots. b - . St i

v \, »
, .-l - o 1
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" hearts the weak craved a champion to lead them.
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One day I'm gonma rule "the world, he promised himself. . Those money

hungry businessmen will be right behind me, too. They' 11 think ‘they're

all using me, but once I've grabbed political power, T'11 have them

all shot!

n\ . N ‘e
The neuronsin his brain- clicked into the patterns of his favorite

, fantasy. He wanted to rule the world. He wantéd to straighten it out.

Everywhere he looked, he saw the decadence ‘of socialism and demo-

t

!' .
cracy. Everywhere the weak were banding together and shackling the

< -
"scrong. That champion of nature, its highest achievement, was pinnedﬂ

o -

"to t:he ground by laws and ‘regulat:iona, the same way Gulliver was by the
Lilliput:iana in the Walt Disney movie. It made him sick. The world

had b_een,turned on its head. And the crazy thing was tha.t in their

Y

He wanted to be that man. They turned m;t in thousands to watch
him pumme]l his opponents in the ring, surely he could do the same in
pol:)lti‘cs- He had‘ joined organizations before but found the experience '

.disappointing. He m;nt to a meeting of Gay Rights but was disgusted

-when he realized it had been infiltrated by homosexuals. He tried thg’

‘Canadian Lcagqe.fof Apathy but no one ever showed up' fqr the mget;ings.

Idi'ots! he thought, as he pulled'the black cape over his shoulders..

.

All Cmdian organiutionl were po:lloned with parliamentary , proce-

dure, nny!my Power was always split bemen rival factiom, 80 nothing

' 'c/ould(evcr bé accomplished. And Canadians aeen‘d to like it this way!

. L ! ~ e Co
sThe only thing they .agreéd upon was how healtl(y it was to disagree.

The, country hung like looae clothes around an invigible emperor. The
'Shadow, realized that. there was o emperor. So the clothes hung, prépped

1

up by pins and hooks supplied jby Uncle Sam. o

. ! Lo R

i
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‘ The Shadow pounded his fist against the lockers. Judas opened the

" door and peered in. ‘ . ' : - *

"When I rule," the Shadow sneered, "everyone will havé to suck my
cock. If they do it well, T’ 11 come in their mouths. If they don't,
I'\ll grind my boot into their faces. No-.one will be allowed to apprqach
’ meAfor‘any reason without first imeeling down to kiss my prick. T will
gurround myself with favorites, those who‘!;ive me the most pleasure.

', . Everyone will have to obey, because I will have the power"'

Judas grinned and 11: his gigaz_‘.

"The cocksucker theory of world politics. But it 8 not like kissing
the Pope's ring, ig 1t? What about ethics 1ud mo;ality?"

The Shadow faughed sarcastically.

. "Ethics and morality? That's just the padding in the hockey game, .

3

- ‘ what those in power use o protect themselves. I don't wear armour. " I

' .give you the raw facts. If I kill, it'll be with my bare hands!"

3

LT He grabbed a coathook on the wall and twisted it until it snapped.

r B Judas pulled the cigar out of his mouth. ‘ ‘ )

"Come on inm, boys." | S o
¥

B , = The dressing room f:;\lled with photographers, flashbulbs popping.

. The Shadow growled at them and tore another coathook fton the wall. He -

. . . lpottud a crucifix hanging above the lockers. He leapt up and grabbed

Y ,ﬂ‘;,.wp‘mwm.@mm&‘ﬂwr Ay
N N

it, crashing ag;inat the lockers with a loud bang.. He held it out i‘nJ' -

o

R AT 1Y

. front of them and, with his face red and swollen with rage, bent it into

" the shape of a swastika. ' . i o N

1
o

. *On the floor of the Fomﬁ Paris nnd the. Bopper squeezed through - '

the crowd to the:l.r l’ut:. o - ' . ) ﬁ
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" "This is terrific," the Bopper beamed. '"Ringside!"

"How did ya get these tickets?"’

14

"The -Shadow left a whole pile at the Venus for us. He always gets
. \ .

a few seats for his family, so I guess that means us."

—

"Are we supposed to root for him?"

"Naw, nobody really roots openly for the Shadow, Fxcepg the kids.
But all his fans love to boo him."

Paris noticed that the front row was filled with most of the Venus
regular;, including Le Coupeur and Mary.l Th;t's where he had seen him
before! His heart sank and 4 shiver ran up his spine, like a chib}.

He slumped }nto his.seac with a sigh, feeling like a flat(striug.

He sat right beside Mary. She looked at him briefly, theh looked’
away, ignoring his glanceé.' Conflicting emotions fought inside., Haif
of him wanted to grab her- and take her away —be the hero, who saves his
girl from t£evqlutches og.another.A But the othef half realized that ,
she had a right to live her own life, and if she wanted to go with him
that would be her dgcision.' So Paris sat ;here, pardlysed.

¥

The Bopper was watching his brother's face.
"Don't sweat it," he advised. "There's millions more out there. !
Millions of bre;sta;;éillions of legs, millions of asse?!"
Paris looked back in horror.
. . "But she's my woman." *

'

"Ya know what a woman 1s?" the hopper’sngered. "A 11fe support

system for a cunt!" \Y é '\
Paris frowned and klancej at Mary.. Le Coupeur's hand was on her
knée.
4 o/
. Y
1‘ :‘ ‘¢ .
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A bell rang as Judas strode to the ceniter of the ring and grabbed

the hanging microphone. ' . |’

"Ladies and Gentlemen,” he shouted. "The Montreal Society for the

Liberation of‘Nature is pleased?o present Ehe battle of the decage, for
the Bohemian Heavyweight Crown. In this corner; weighing two hundred
and eighty éwo pounds, the Champion, Jesus of James Bay!" Q
A rotund, jolly Qaﬁ bounced up into the ring. He had a childlike
smile on his face, radiating happinegs. A ring of brown hair left a
;ittle bald halo on top of his h;ad. A long brown beard hung from his

chin. The crowd cheered ‘wildly.

"And in this corner,” Judas continued, "weighing three hundred and

“five, the challenger, a man who came from nowhere and brought ‘it wgtﬁ'

him, the Shadow!" \' .

The Shadow leapt into the ring, rudely pushing Jesus out of his
way. The crowd booed and jeéred. The Shadow grimaced at them,‘cupped
his hands over his genitals and yeligd: ’

"Eat my-shorts!" _

In one motion and with one voice the crewd responded. They all
§r?bbed their genitals and yelled'back:'

"EBat my shorts."

When the hubbub had subsided, Judas spoke.

Q. "OK boys, shake hands, then come out fighting." '
Jesus stuck out his hand.
"Praime the Lord." C- -
The Shadow punched him in the f‘.’ace:-

N "No!" he scr;amaél

_ 2~ udas pushed them away from each other,ﬁnd they both retreated to
t ‘ b T ’ v '

»
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- from the bright lights. He was allergic to strong light, a disease he

inm s [ e e st
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their corners.
, The Shadow dropped his cape. He was all in black; shorts, tights

and boots. He also wore a black mask over his face to protect himself

1Y

PR
[

had had all his 1ife. Within half an hodr in sunlight his face would
swell horribly 'and he would be unable to breathe. . After an hour in sun-
light he would be dead. ,
~ Jesus wore only a loin cloth. He was not allergic to anything,
indeed he had a resilience which had ﬁmny times amazed opponentg and K o
dot;tors allike.

When the blell rang, the Shadow lumbered to the centér of the ring,l
growling. Jesus bounced right up to him, unafraid, and stared in his
ayes .+ He_~ saw a look of wildness, like tt:e eyes of a wolf. There was
a4 mad, predatory shine as if he'were capable of any act, no matter how o
barbarous or crut;.l. The Shadow had not been civilized; hﬂe refused to
be -civilized! ,

"iilessed are the meek, for they shall inherit the earth,” Jesus . .

said.

The’ Shadow grabbed his right arm, swung him up in the air and

-t ®
‘

o o n‘ M ! \
"In this world, only the strong survive!" he roared. \

“ ‘ \ ,

Jesus staggered to his 'feet and held out his arms. |

brought him back down to t':hq mat with & .ctrunch.

S <o«

"Love thine enemies." . “ - \

The Shadow kicked his arms away, grabbed him by the beard and swung

him, héad first, into the corner post.

‘"E411 or be killed!" he scresmed. o L -

- The crowd rose to its feet and booed. The Shadow pulled down the back. .

-
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of his bants and gave them a Qiew 8f his anus.
"Put it where the sun don't shine!" he yelled.
They all grabbea their crotches and‘screamed back, in one voice:
"Take a bite of this!" 3 o '
<r ' ) ,
Paris turned his head and looked b;ck at fhe crowd. 'They were up

on their gseats, screaming and yelling with delight. His eyes swept up

to the expemsive boxes hanging high above. Leaning {rom one, sipping -

a martini, was his fatﬁer. His face was expressionless. He looked.
1ike Zeus up‘there, Paris thought, looking én impassi;ely while chance
and the forces of nature shape’ the w?rld.

“His gaze then' turned to Mary. He could feel the magnetism of her '
bbdy beside him, her bare arms and legs giving off an irresistible aura
of strength. The beauty of her~face, with its child-like little nose
and full, soft and submissive lips, drove his heartbeat faster. He
wanted to possess her.

Le Coupeur noticed him staring at her. - His eyes flashed a warning,

Y

Q deep, primal hostility.

Jesus was on his feet again, smiling in spiée of his bruises. He
spoke to the Shadow in a soft tone.

"My son, you are trapped 1n.your,an1m;1 past. You must strive to
raise your consciousness."

The Shadow roared like a tiger.

-

"There is no such thing as higher consciousnesq;"

He grabbed Jesus by thq'hair and ‘swung him around the ring.

“That s an aut—dated elitist idea. Whether you Te a dnndelion, a

gorilla or Albert Einatein, it's all the same'"

- - :
* .
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He slammed Jesus against a corner pdst and kneed him in the sto-

mach.
U "We don't rise to perfection through e;olution. In nature, the \
m&st perfect biological form is the single cell!"

He Judo-chopped Jesus on the back of the neck, sending him to the
canvas with a thud.

"And social progress is am illusion!"

Jesus, face blpodied, locked up from the floor.

‘"Buc ve are all brothers and sisters. We must build a heq, better
world fqgether, in peace and harmony."

The Shadow swung his boot into Jesus's face, Lreaking his nose Fnd
splattering blood over the first row of speétators.

"Fuck.you and your new world:" he screamed, his face red and

swollen. Hid eyes almost bulged out of his mask, and spit flew from

" his mouth. ; . : i

"You want a world where the weak dominate the strong because there

are more of them!"

The crowd was on 1ts feet again, yelling insults At the Shadow.
The group from the Venus‘in the first row were vainly trying to wipe
gpots of Jesus’s blood off their clothes.

Jesus staggered to his feét once more. He poi&ted upward.

"God sees everything you do," he said in a hoarse whigsper, ahddénly

avare of a loose tooth. "And one day you will be judged!" o

q

The. Shadow stamped his foot on the canvas.

"I don't need sny of your pathetic symbolical reasons for existencel"

'

He ran at Jesus with his head down and butted him in the stomach..

like a goat. Jesus was thrown back onto the ropes, where he hung limply. !

4
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The Shadow had hit his hear:l ag-ainst ‘one of Jesus's ribs, and this
had opened the scar where his other ear had once been. Red blood beém
to pout out. He rubbed his eyes, looking f,orrJesus, but there was too
much blood, . ‘ : -~
Jesué spread his arms and hung his head. A wire harness, invisible

to the audienl:e, was lowered from the roof. It dropped over his head

. and HoSked around him. He snapped it into place, secretly.

’fhen he began to rise. .

By the time the Shadow had taken off his mask and wiped the blood
from his eyes, Jesus had been 11ft§d out of reach‘. This sent the Shadow
into a rage, leaping into the air, trying to grab Jesus as a spotlight
followed his ascension l;p toward the press gallery.

The audience climbed onto their chz;irs once more, cheering for
Jesus and booing thg Shadow. They began to laugh at him als he ran arourlld

the ring, shaking his fists at Jesus. This enraged him more, and he ran

_ to the ropes and screamed at them. BN

4
"You all feel strong when there's a thousand of you, but none of

you have the guts to do anyth.fﬁg!" | )

In one voice they 3;elled back: "Eat my shorts!"

‘The Shadow snarled like a grizzly bgar‘and leapt over the ropes and
‘into the front row. Spectators ran for cover —as he swung at them with °
his fists, scrambling over seats, and over Paris and b;ary Paris grabbed
her by one hand to pull her -to safety, but Le Coupeur gr;bbed thg other
hand and pulled 1n"the' bpposite direction. The Shadow gr;bbed Le Coupeur
and, with a sweep of his hairy arms, t_hr’eﬁ him across an aigle, into the

laps of two horrified Aladies.u,‘

MAryacreamed with terror, but Paris stayed calm, ateppinﬁ between

It

@

t " o




her and the Shadow.
"Wow, what a show," Paris congratulated him.
‘Then he pulled a plece of crumpleq paper out of his ‘pocket.
"Can I have your autqgraph?""

The Shadow squinted at him, suspiciously. ’

"I don't usually give dutographs until after the match," he growled.

He grabbed the paper impatiently and dabbed it on the side of his

¥

head, soaking it in blood.

"Now ;;ut it where the sun don't shine," he said, .handing it back

to Paris.! "And get outa my way!" ’
"Good luck in your career," Paris bowed.

\ Then he grabbed Mary's hand and pulled her through the crowd.

t

"Hey," she protested, "I was with Coop."

"Not any more!" - K ' ; ;
"Are you telling me what to do?"
. YAt this moment, yes!”

Behind: them the crowd was hysterical, in a complete panic. The

Shadow was walking along a wall, screaming for blood. . Above them Jesus

hung, rising highet and higher.

She gave a strong tug, broke his grasp, and ran into the crowd.

3

"Mary!" he cried, and ran after her: ..

He caught glimpses of her between the hundreds of people fleeiné

in confusion. The sons and daughliters of art profegsors,'West End

L] N
Judges, East End truck drivers, Verdun shoe salesmen, La Salle factory

.

workers, contractors from TMR, and Outremont separatists all ran swirling

-

past in private panics of self presﬁ'vation.

- High above them all Jesus hung, up with tbe’ championship flags~

4
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dangling from the ceiliﬁg. The ShadoQ shinnied up a beam,‘célling
' threats and epitheésaftef him,‘climbiﬁg‘like a gorilla.
Paris chased Mary to the exit.' Tﬁefe, where the crush was most
extreme, he saw her go down Under the crowd. He elbowed and shoved his

.'way through a busload of American tourists from Akron, Ohio, and over

to her. She lay on the ground, out of breath. He pulled her to her
feet. v
. "Come. You'll be trampled!"

\

Shg hung on to him as he fought his way out of the crush around
the dporway. pPeople ran into him, students from the McGill ghetto, and °,
a Bocialist playwright from the Pointe, trfing to push Him out of their
way. But Paris held his ground, finally pulling her to safety.

At that moment everyone heard a snap, then someone screamed. The \
fleeing crowd séopped ;nd looked back. Jesus's harness had broken. He

plunged down to the rfng, hitting the canvas with a horrible slap, 1like

»

the sound of dogflesh on chtome:
The Shadow screamed froﬁ his perch. - 0 ‘ -
"That's it." That's my ;érk! Don't touch him!"
He swung éownvon a loﬁg rope, like the hunchback of Notre Dame, C
lanej#gqog the canvas. He pushed everyone away from the broken body. N

"Don't touch this canvas. This is my art. You will see it on

display in a museum, later."

This sent the remainder of the audighge into total hysteria. They
fled for their 1ives. Out ‘of the crowd Le Coupeur came like a charging
rhino. He hit Paris in the stomach, knockihg.his breath away and send-
ing him crashing against the wooden barrier. He recovered and swung a |

punch at Coop. Coop responded by wrestling Paris to“the ground, where

1
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they rolled around, kickfng and punch%ng:
. Théy rolled all’ the way through the door and into the foyer, Mary
trying to follow them. Out there, all hell was breaking 1oo§e. It .
overflowed with agit;ted~pe6ple in constant motion like the molecules
of water boiling in a kettle. For some reason the riot squad had cut
off all exits but one, and were keeping tge mass at bay while lettipg
one person at a time saunter through the oniy open turnqtile and into
the street. . ‘ ! . ) :

Paris and Le Coupeur swung punchgs at each other, hitting everyone . .
around éhem with a stray foot or fist. zThese people: joined in and sgon
a chain reaction spread the fight through kﬁe lobby.

‘ : l

A spotlight 1lit up the brawling multitudes. Bitz Little was there

5

with her cameraman ready to record the lmpending riot.
"Whatever you do, hold onto that caméra," she said. "This could

win us an award!" . -

She théggt a microphone out over the crowd, turning-up the vol&mé
of her headpﬁones. éhe heard a whisper. It seemed to flow over the
people like a Chinook wind, melting all gostility in 1its path.

. The whisper said: "A miracl;!ﬁ '

The movement of the crowd complétely reversed. All of a suéden
they all rushed back into the arena. -The lobby emp;ied of its swirling
contents with a rapidity which reminded Bité of the tide going out from
the Bay of Fundy.

l .
To the amazement of the fans clustered around the ring, Jesus was

AN |
sitting up. He.rqiséd his handq and spoke to them. v
"This is my body which is broken for you."

Cheers came back from the 9rowd.
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Mary had been dragged back into the arena by the crush ef boeies;
Pgris squirmed out of .the clutches of.Le Coupeur and ran back in'aftee
her. He could see that she had ﬁeen pushed righi up to the éiﬁg. In
fact, in order to escape certain‘death, she had‘climbed up into the
ring with Jesus and tHe Shadow. Paris elbowed his way up to her
Mary clung to a corner post. The Shadow, enraged by the recovery
of Jesus, leapt into the air and came down on.him boots first, squashing
him against the mat. , .
* " "And these are my boots with which I grind you into dust!"
v The crowd booed 'The Shadow leaned t:award them and' cupped his .
genitals in his hand. L) ’
" A thin voice sald: "Eat my shorts." o . o
It was Jesue, aieting up aga%nJ : -
The Shadow 'jumped all over‘ehe battered :body, flattehing it out
e¢nce again. ’
"Eat my shorts!" the crowd chanted.
The Shadow waved a fist, then bent down and ripped Jesus's' loincloth
from his body andiwaved it in the air. ' |
"Eat my ahortsﬂ'they continued.’
The Shadow took a big bite from the loincloth and began to chew.
The cruvd screamed with delight. .
- Paris pulied himself into- the ring belide uer. He could see LE
Coupeur pushing his way through the crowd behind him and the TV crew
on his heels, lighting up his wake.
She gripped his hand. '
" "Can't someone stop :his?"
He looked up at his father 8 box. The imp;setee:feee'éuyed from - .

' . ' ) - .Q,
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hood off for too long.

like a little -tree. ..
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above, without emotion. He looked out over the crowd, pressing forth k;
- 4

in eager anticipation. No one was sitting down. .

. "This 1s the spectacle everyone came to see.'

3

- The Shadow dropped Jesus's loincloth and scaggered shaking:-his

head. The bright lights were irritating his allergy He had had his-

a

B

! .
Mary carefully stepped over to Jesus and knelt beside him. She

lifted his head in her arms and comforted him. A smile spread acrosﬁ

his face.

5

Le Coupeur climbed into the ring and Fan at Paris, who ducked out

o .

of the way. Coop then bounced off the ropes and flew back, right into
;he Shadow. The Shadow grabbed him and held on for support.

Bitz Little and her cameraman climbed into the rimg. Tﬁg camera
and lights po;nted at the Shadow: This was too much.for him. Behina'
his puffed ;p féce he losé consciouéness. Le Cbﬁséur‘tried tp squeeze
out of the way in vain. The Shadow fell on top of him; pinning ‘him to '
the mat. '

» The camera and lights then panned to. Jesus, who was holding Mary's
hand. He felt the warmth of the TV lights all over his naked body, which

looked like it had been run over by a steamroller. He gazed up at Mary's

-face. His penis began tq'stir. Up and uﬁ it went until it stood erect

©

The .crowd gasped. .
The Eamera zoomed in on Jegué'a erection. With all the heat, smoke .

and dust floating in the air, and the c?oss beams of 1light from the arena

2

reflecting back on the lens, it looked Qs if.a halo had appeared around

s

the tip.
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Wednesday, .the ‘Thirteenth . o o IS P
Thg husfy, hollow voice of Norman Nightbeat floated through- )
McDonalds like the wind. S : S ¥

"And in sports last night, Jesus of James Bay retained his title -

by defeating the Shadow at the Forum in a wild match that almost erupted .
into a riot. Luckily, Montreal's finest were on hand to codl, the fang

down. Both contestants are now in sacisfa&tory condition in the Montreal

' General."

Goldie and the musicians were eating hamburgers and ignoring the

¢ .

broadcast. 4 ' S C L | 3 {

4

."So this is the big budget luncheon,”" Adam sneered, ''Where the

producer woos cge‘relucta;t artist into signing the contract?" |
’ "What d'ya want." Go;d}e éfotested. "I told you Fha; you can oxder
anything on the menu." |
A"Tpisifooq is to nutrition as a blowjob is to s;x," Bluenose com-
mented. "The only thing you can say for it is that itns fast."
"That's the way everyone wants kL today,"- Goldie nodded
"It 8 ultimate decadence," Adgm talked through a'mouthfull'of'
french fries. "The triumph of matter over lind!dﬂ
."YCIh," éoldia,rcpiie&, "but you don't matter and we don't nipd!"
"1 noticeé he's eacinf ie," Jukn'dbseryed. ’ ’
"Idealists have to eat the same shit we all eat,“ncoldie said,
; "What choice do I have?" Adam complained. "America rules'"
" Mg what?" Juke shrugged.
"You“dop'i mi&d being ruted by a foreign governmant?"
"Bey," Bluenose shouted,“"all governments are foreign to me!"

"Qunbcc'. tulcd by foreigners,". Le Lavelquoil snid. "Hho IPOQk a g

3

ef
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v foreign tongua'" R ’
C‘ ! . ' N . €
) "What_ d ya wanna do," J/tﬂ;e asked. “Arrest us if we eat English . . N 3
“ ; WiPtiosr” - | o N
% \ a "Tabernacle," Le Levesquois ;;ﬁct;ered. . I
1 : ¥ 7/ . | * . s :
e : . "What did he say"" Juke asked " C e,
P X B Ve . L Y] .
; L . "He just spoke _to hiSvéod in the sa.cred tongue," xAdam explained. ‘
"Canada haa beh smitten with irogs,“ Juke -gonplained
ALe Levésquois sang "'rhe frogs areé coning, the frogs are coming )

'They 'come from the north and they come from the south, 8o you 'd betcer‘

‘r

. ,watch oul; or they 11 come ip your _mouth!"

"Not in this mouth," Juke vowed. "Never trust a courtry that speaks

N a P . f

m hnguages. . . ~° : C e e
"Is that a conservative I sew befo_re me?" Adam aaked. ) S ) .
"&eah " Le Leveaquois agreed. "He's the guy who sits on a train ’ "l

T -
'

facing backwnrda cause he wants' to kuow where he's been. ’ ' .4
"And ya knov what a lﬂmral is, eh?” Juke count:ered. . "When you're

drovning fe’ s the suy’ that thrmu you both ends of the rope." i' S
3 vote NDP," Adanm said. = .. v ‘

.yg'g ;11.'111@° to," Juke ex"pl,lin:ed‘ "But wekr;ov that 1f i:h;y) -

.aver got é]:acgud: we'd all vake up the next morning v.me:’pl}oﬁ:l.‘l' . .

. “But you'd &ll have unemployment insurance,"” Adam insisted.
) - - R \ ¢ S
' 'Y "0K, giiyu/,*' Goldie broke in. ."Cut the crap, and let's get down
\Eo-ﬁuline.i.'"" @ . : ' o ’ ' .

- "Get her," Adamsaid. - : o S - -

') . " -y

"Don't: ya think she looks like T;ud/au in drag?" Juke asked

L)
’

. "I. dunnc; " Lo Levqsquois said. "I never Chught his drag act. "

. o,
o Yoy don't hang around the right bars.” R AR
, ,‘5 4 - , ’
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"When I deal with you guys I feel like Trudeau," Goldie nodded

l

. . "it's like trying to go somewhere in a dogsled when the dogs are pulling

in diffetent ditections.

"Dissent is the. only thing that unites us," Bluenose &aid waving:

N
’ .

r o : his hands in the air. "In our hearts we all want to be rebels." ‘ ;

o He opened h_is palm and heid "ithv in front of them.
"Picture a dam blocking a raging nottherfx ri\{er'.:'
He plunged' the other -fist into the ,palni. B . e

: ' o "It's tl;e soclal system blocking the free flow of our unconscious,

; . to yamees 1£ 'and make ii: useful --éocially accep{able. 'When you follaw’ ’

§f ) - o cc}nventione you feel restrained, dammed up. But-when you rebel yoe feel

% o R the(raw flow of the river: :.L‘t surges up in your veins. " You feel so mach “' e

- . . . N v
Q r <

; eﬁergy" you think you can cHange everything. That's why handfuls of re-

‘bels think' they can change entire societiew It's not t:h'g justice of o v
¢

‘ the cause, that 8 just an excuse to feel the energy Because once you
[ : ’ - ‘e e a X
i \ ‘< P &
feel 11:., you know you can't be wrong:." ) Lo .
. P . s
"So some people build dams antl othets bloy ‘them up," Goldie broke

¥

NI

An. "But this beaver is bullding one right now, ‘so let'scut the crapola.

As .soon as we' te finished here, I'm going over tG CKOK to la'y my record’

. d A

, Norman Nighcbea:. this " c.ity 8 numerd unto DJ, And if I can sggre, -7

.

| ) '11 all be better off!" . ) o L - .
) o ' ©\ "How're ya zonna get to see him?" Juke asked. ) '_ -5 ‘ ;
<0 . . A < E e
: e Goldie miled and t.apped her head.l ) : EOE ,
¢ 1 - "y * 4
. A ‘:.’?\’ ‘ o . - “ | I . .- ..
-t R . ] "Besides the" fact.'* that I once went out h¥him, which always gets, '
.. ' me t:hrough to Kim on"the phone. 1 r.old hilm I wanted him to meet: the son . oL ‘
. . SO - Al <N : '} L -
‘ .. of tﬁe st:ation 8 owner. i \ ) s a1 : :
- M . . . . . L * [ t 3 b A .\ * " . i ¢ ’
*, “Paru?" Admn uk.ed .. "Hz ‘qoecn t gven talk ta his fagher. .. 1 S e

L i e -

. . < - e . - 3 . B R

-, d ~,,‘ ‘;\ - - . k") R N ¥

o , . ~ i - .. ‘“.o P 5, ] - t ;
{. ? . % e ‘ A :

o 3 4 oo - Y . . B X | . . . . , ’



et e - v v — N gm o TR

“

197 ‘ |
i} ' 1
' ‘ -.i: ‘ "“‘,’—‘_‘_________.__'_____r_——-‘
"Ah, but Nightbeat doesn't know that. He's just impressed by
- a . \ ‘
connections." ,
, "Got it all figured out, eh?" Le Levesquois said. : v

"There is one problem," Goldie said. "I hired a chick singer to'do
» L

the 'Danger, Love at Work! lines in the studio, and to breathe heavy in

the rh.y&k}::;eak, but she:s alreédiv under contract with another group,
so I don't have a-chicksinger to bring with me. That's Nightbeat's

weakness, too. He loves groups with chic singers. So I need someone-
to bring with me, someone who looks good, she doesn't even have to sing.
. X

The ahon we do will probably be mimed, anyway." v

e

"A sex symbol?"
"We gotta sell the product!' . A

 Paris and Mary ran through the door and up to their tablé, breath~

.

_ less and smiling.
" "Wenus. qand‘the Peqis," Adam observed. * ) -

"Sorry I'm late," Paris. apologizuee'i.

-

"We were with Jesus in the hospital," Mary said excitedly. '"He's
Lo : . ‘ . . . i ? ) ,\' K T N T “\‘ ‘
getting out “tomorrow.” : L oo e s

v "

Goldie looked up at them, two lovers:in thei;' prime. Mary radiated.

a glow. Her ved dress matched the.cdlor of her hair. 'She was. like a.

.

bright package that leaps out from the shelf. -
. 5

Goldie jumped to her feet. .

*+, . , A - P

I'm saved." a

: o "l'l'hat"s it . ghe;s’thg ‘Q‘t’le!' S ) . ’ .
.« She reached i:ntc': \her,'purse‘ and_'puiléd out contracts..? N . ) ‘ }
' ;’;f;re. Readﬁ the'ée. and sign them. I\f you' have any‘ que'tt?uons, talk
ko me‘ tpmorrow." h -, Lo LTS | oS ‘ : o

ST . Y . .o . . .
Sha put<har arms around Paris and Mary. : .

2
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elevator.

\"Come on, children,.we_;re goin' all the way .w‘ith this one. I can
smell {it!" ' . h ‘ -~ ‘ ¥

On their way to the radio station, she e;:plained what she meant:*;:oi |
"them. Mary oecame excited and Paris overjoyed that they might be working |
together. Thep had been together since the end of the'fight. The flame

APt their romance now burned more brightly than ever before.K ‘ ' E
. ¢

*  As.Goldle signed her name in the security loé fn the hall of the

CKOK building, the androgynous kitsch of the Bee Gees poured -out of wall .
speakers like the cream filling of some gigant:i/c Dunkin' Donut. The -
young° guard was da‘nci:ng behind his desk. Mary gave him a wink. He let

out a yell and did a quick Wilson Pickett turn.

i “~

"T:Iho is Norman Nightbeat?" Mary asked, as they stepped into the

Y

Goldie smiiedt=

"I used to go out with him in the sixties. He was really something

.

then, long blonde hair, a Zapata moustache, and a head full of beaugiful T
ideas." .\ ) A
' Her eyes rolled upward. . ,

‘"He .swept me off ory~fe'e"t. He was one of the founding fathers of

underground radio when it hit Montreal in 69. We used ta sit in the I ] -

studio coqjuring up mixes of all kinds of weird and wonderful music.' ot

t
We broke all the rules, it was free-form!" Lo - " h ,

.

"What ever happened to the good old deys," Paris wondered

The elevator stopped and deposited them in another grey hellway . ' SR

. . 1 |

"The progremere are back in charge," Goldie saids "But Norman 2

survived‘. He read all the trade mgazines, kept up with the changes, ,:ﬁ,

o T

‘played the riaht nue:lc. and hgng in there. Now he's top bJ :Ln tﬁe city'"

N ¢ - . o RS
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~ 0 ‘ "That's sad, isn't it?" Pé;is'aaked. . E v
"It's just the way it is," Goldie shook her hea&. "Sooner or o
1;ter, ya gotta play the game."

They arrived at a double window at thelend of the hall whic; looked
into a studio. Norman Nightbeat sat at ﬂig control board witﬁihis back
to them. A bald spot on his crown éave~awathis years'in spitelof a

carefully coiffed 'mew wave' hairdé around it. His clothes were bright

and rode the crest of the wave of f?shion, designer copies of punk

styles. He pushed the rolling chair around his tiny space with efficiegt

- ease. On his right were three turntables, built into caverns on the

-

side of a mountain of electrical equipment which climbed all the way upe

the wall. On his left was a bank'éf Ampex reel-to-reel tapédecks at

1

gont;dl board level with another bank of cassette decks looming above

RS ST Sy 1T

~

t;heni. In front of him, hanginé over the control hoard, was a large
microphone. The ;t'ed light on it was like a beady little eye.
"Request time, now, on the Nightbeat show, comin' at ya from CKOK
\radio ih Montreal!"
, They could’ hear his voice froﬁ monito:'speékers in' the hall. Ther?

A were monitor speakers everywhere in this stai:ion, even in the toilets.
. , , ' (. v . .
They saw him push a cassette into a hole high up on his left.

o

s "CKOK, number Ooooconnnnmnne!™ three sidfurs crooned.
b ' )

'Norman picked" up 8 phone and press"ed a button. :

s "Go ahead, you're on the air."
. \ ,

t N f ’

"Is this Normie?" a teenage voice giggled. - 0 ‘ “a

"The one -and only,'lucky lédy.‘ Do yém have a request?"

- . She giggled.
' \’\. ) ‘ . . . ‘\

T . ~ "Maybe, Ao you?"
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. ' / A L4
' * - . ' N o -
] . . . .

. .
s . P

v L ?
%

S

’
b ji\

. .
.- rd ” .
[, - ~ % N '
e L R Y 5 . . - .
“toa « < \é\\ . -~ ¢ a i T, B
' o - \' ) ’ . . . « . .
— T T - M —————r ra Mt

i

<
,

‘ : Vo , M -,




- \ .
R | o
"Yeah, sweetheart, but I can't tell ya what it is on thek air!"

)

She squealed with pleasure. : o . : .
"The last request.I-had was fnteresiing," he said. "But unfortu-
.nately I couldn't oblige.” : . ey

"Why not?" .

AT e T S A TR oSS

"The microphone wouldn't £it." .

N "O0ooo, naughty,” she scolded.
f "Naughty but nicé," he corrected. "What's your name, dear?"
}P "Linda Bates." ' ‘ )
,} , . "Then you'd be Miss Bates?" o i
i "That's right." o C ’
"And your brother, Master Bates?" ) l
I don't know, does he?" she giggled and gasped. "I just lo;ve it ,/' :
3 . . when you talk &irtg." ‘ o | e / }
N :iWell, I love it when you love it~." K ’ ‘. . : |
3 ' He leanea back in his -chair and scratched. his testicles.

i "Anyway, let's have that reciu,eat‘:" ‘ .
./ ' : L 3
"I'd like to hear 'Pissing in the River' by tHq_Patti Smith Group."

"No sooner said than spun, and remember.." -

3
s

p —— - - | :
) X « . 5 » A N :
{ . + "When you masturbate tonight, think of me."” ° .
. N : ’ v ¢ * * ? ~ ¢
. ‘ "0poo I will, Normie. I will." ‘

He pushed a ca‘s‘sette into an open hole, reached below and picked |

‘up a record. Th;a‘rqd light on his mike went off.

4

"CKOK radio, Cocka Doodle Dooooo!" the cassete sang.
g .

He started the ne:;t:lrei:ord and slid up the volui‘ne pot. . ‘

. - . . o
"We can go in now," Goldie told -the othews. o \

- )
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She. open;d the door and led the way. They all stood behind him,
wai;:ing until he finished his phone conversation.

"They're away for the whoj.:‘ weekend?".he was asking. "Well, I'll
help you babysit your“]’.ittlg brother. We'll have a lfttle party égz
.your place. Forget about your homework. I'il teach ya everything ya
need to know!" ‘

He scribbled an address do}m oh a {)ad.

Ca "OK, I'll come around the back so the neighbors won't see. Bye!"

. Bé ,aettlpd back in his chafr with the satisfied stérel of a junkie
who has Jjust had a fix. ‘ , . ‘ N
1g that the voice tilat sold a million records?" Goldie askgci.
"Norman jumped up, startled, and t:ur.ned t:oward\‘the door.

"You scared me," he gasped. '"How long have you been here?"

Goldie smiled.

"Long enough to see a;tid hear that you haven't changed a bit.”

"Hey, change is my business'" . ‘

"Sure," Goldie teased.. "ou wer;z a moon-eyed folkie wearit;g a
swet;ter and san@als,- ‘out to save the world, then the Beatles came along
‘and you wore a bowl haircut and Nehru collars, even cultivated. an

English accent, then yoii smoked hashish and grew you hair long, even

went to India to study meditation, then you became clean shaven and

.

slicked back your hair for the fifties nostalgia thing, then you-went

disco, grew a little moustache and experimented with hmsMity,

- and now this'" - »

* "I am the king of New Wave radio!"

"Yeah but you're still the same. SE411 fucking teeny-boppers!"

. Norman waved his wrist {p.the air. o o
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A "Ococo. Do I detect a note of bitterness? Don't tell me you still

’ .

¢ carry a grudge.” o .

. ’ He walked over to her and put his hands on her shoulders. -
i . "So I like fresh smelling, tight. little pussies. So what?" 3
) Goldie sneered at him. )
3 "So maybe some of us tired opd cunts want a little of the action!"
, "OK," Norman nodded, winking at Paris and Mary. "I'll put the show
E & on automatic pilot." X
y He slapped a: large tape on the reel-to-reel and cued it up. As
4 , ¢ !
soon as the record faded; he rolled ét"aje tape and slipped up another

3 9 ' volume pot. His voice came over the air,\introducing the next song. ‘

; "The wonder of technology,' he chuckled.'\ "Now let's go somewher
? and fuck."

' E . He grasped at Goldie. She slipped away.
3 "Not so fast, you animal.‘_ I didn't come here for sex.,"
. L . .

Norman nodded.’ . ‘ \

"Ah, ,see?;‘ he wfhked at Pa::is and Mary. '"'You try to do an old

-+ friend a favour and look what happens!" - i

) : "You can still do me a favour," Goldie said. "And for the station “3
h » ‘wmer's son here." . ] ‘ -
% Norman turned to Paris. ' ) . . - :

"That's what it says.on my birth certificate."

' -

- They shook hands. ] v
"And this 18 Mary Monday, éqr new discovery," Goldie added. v

Norman took her hand.

R f L.

‘"She's gorgeous," :hevgoment:ed, nodding.

’

He did a lot of nodding, seemed to nod at pzacfica],ly' everything. . .

IS
9 . . “ »
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It was an exaggerated nod, the whole neck and head were 1nvolved.v‘1t-.‘ 'rm.
was a habit he had picked up as a hippy. In thopekdays they would smoke
their brains out and sit up all night -listening to music and nodding.

The nod was a kind of reassurance that everything was in fact all right.

As they walked down the hall he put an arm on Paris's shoulder.

+

’ "Maybe you can help me here, Paris."

- B
14 * 2 . N/

He stopped %a\fZi:j/ig the bulletin board, and pointed to a memo.

"Radio obscenity;*-it read. -"Tomorrow morning at _ten-a meeting will

be held to investiéate charges that cercgin(CKOK broadcasters have been

‘guilty of public obscenity. The meeting will be chaired byqu. De

Kitschman himself. All CKOK broadcasters are expected to attend."
Norman stuék out hi; thumb and passed it in fropt of hisdthroat.
"The §tation has been gettiAg complaints from parents. Bu; that's

why the kids trust me! I have to turn off the parents. Unless%you ‘

eliminate the old, the young aren't interested. That's the way it is!
I added a lot of sleaze to my show, you know, 'New-Wave', so'the Kids

love it. But parents and religious groups hate me! I even hgard about

///? .a militant woman's group that has a contract out for my life!"”

“«

. "'So what d'ya-want me to do?"
. ] 2

p , , - N
% PUitibately it's gonna be your old man who passes judgément. As

- long as I don't usé obscenities, just dguble entendre;, we're .legall
1 , ¢ ! » W 7

safe. And a Vord like ‘masturbate is medical, so it's OK.. Like, I can

say vagina byt not cunt, you know? So I don't break any laws. But

N

. .
most radio owners are super-conservative. Controversy makes them shit!"
’ ' . 2 -

('"Well, my old man is conservative all right. But he's not afraid . ‘

. of controversy, especially from citizen's groups.” ,
e v - L (

.

Norman podde&,'hopefullyx. . oo S . o
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"Once his pet croéédi£; ate a local kid,” Paris continuﬁd. "The
outraged local residents banded together.to fight him, ‘but he just hired .
a cagey lawyer and squelched the whole‘thing. He has the same at£ifude .
to&ard éitizéns'gtdups as Drapeau.”

"That's great,”" Norman nodded. 'You make me feel much better!"

He nodded and slapped Paris on the b%ck.

we

"So maybe now you can do us a favour," Goldie suggested.
"To my office,” Norman said, pointing the way.

&

Bo£h~walls of the hallway were lined with racks of cassettes,;al;

numbered.
‘ “Commercials," he explained.‘ "The real meat of thé business." .
They passed the retord~libraryr Paris pegked in. There were thou~

sands of albums on the shelves, ?ategorized by art?sc, style and tegﬁo.

"“This is the filler," Norman nodded. '"Like the cereal in a hambur- °

a - o

ger." ' o

3

"Shouldn't it be the other way around?" Paris asked.

Norman 1au3hed with the big, hollow sound they had taught him in

. . . . )

broadcasters' school. .

"I don't make the rules!"

They passed the newsrocom. A piump, sleépy-eyed man with-a marsh-

mallow face and a ridiculous little black moustache slumped gvef,a
\ . )

u

teletype machine, waiting for 1t';§‘spit out some news.
Finally, Norman opened a door and moéiohed them in. They all
slipped through, into the blackness. Pinpoihts of light flickered

above. A full moon shone from the center of the ceiling, refleqting. , -

“
0 ’
.

a spotlight glow in. the middle of.Ehé floor.
: s

- "Wow," Mary Eaid, excitedly. "It's like a planetarium.”

» [ o

"
.
w -
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On the floor, against the round outer wall, were ‘cushions. <WNorman

motioned for them to sit. He took the largest pillow, on a dais at the , ) )

v . T ———” T T ok

far end. This was obviously the throne.

"This is wk}ere I escape," Norman explained. "No matter what kind

of weirdness is going on'out there, it's always the same here. This is )
i ' : ' '

. my center. Ya gotta have a center, ya know, otherwise the record won't

spin." o -

Goldie reached into her purse and pulled out a disc. 4

©

"Here's our record," she announced. ''See if it'll spin. 1It's an
; : acetate/} pressed this morning, so be gentle.” s
. Norman cued it up on a turntable built intoa.plexiglassghelf beside
] ) . the dais. Paris watched. Over Norman's head, right where the halo would
be in a painting of a Saint,was a snapshot of his gather standing next to
— a crocodile.

"This better be good " Norman nodded.

A bell rang out, jingling up their spines, then the bassline thumped

. ﬁway. They all. watched Norman. He tapped his foot to the relentless beat,
. smiled when he recognized tﬁe clichés, sneered with satisfaction at the

o . plano glissandos, laughed out loud at the rhythm break, then he took the
, ‘

needle off before it faded out.

. v \ 4 o
A
7

) "Sorry, Goldie," he shook his head. "I can’t really play it unless

".* 4t's charted." ;

Goldie leapt up.

o

"But how will it ever get charted unless someone plays it?"

Nérman squirmed uncomfortably.’; .

<

ll"l'h:l.s kind of disco is dead." : A .

. - Ly
P N . » . . g
. ‘e

"1t's what théy're‘playip'in all the discos downtown," she-insisted.
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"Sure," Norman nodded. '"But everyone knows that Montreal is always

at least two years behind in any style. - No one plays this shit any more L 7 .

in New York or L.A."

He shrugged.

!

"I can't play records just as a favour to friends. You gotta show

&
me somech15§ new!" : . ) . .

Hle took the disc off the turntable and tossed it toward Goldie, C ‘
w Y \‘“ 5

i}

frigbee-style. It curved in the air toward the wall. Mary jumped up

and caught it just before it crashed. .

I ) "I'1ll show ya something new,” she said, returning it to Norman.
"Just play it again."

He slapped it on the turntable. She walked to the middle of the

1 4 .
‘room and stood beneath the artificial moon. Her golden shoes glinted

“

in the glow.
When the bell rang she unsnapped her dress and let it drop, reveal- Y
ing her sequined bikini, with feathers of all colours around her breasts.

e,

As the bass began she stepped a foot out of the dress anq,kicked
: it away, her body swinging rhythmically to the beat.
o

p ' Norman settled back 6n his pillow.

. : . \
v . . With her long legs she slinked around the moonlight, prowling like

. ‘ - ' a cat, circling the room. Thi; gave Norman a look at.her from different

angles. It was the body of a cat, long and lithe, a wedding of power

and grace. Norman was particularly struck by how teenage she looKed, ) ‘ Y
‘ -, ) e
. ‘ with her slimmess, her small budding breasts and her baby-face. She - &

was his kind of beautiful! -
She danced in half-time from one ‘end of'the room to the other,

always returning to center-stage to face Norman. She knew who she was
3 . . . . o

. RS
- . 7’
B
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playing to.. At the far end of the roo*,shhe. looked tiny, a miniature
ballerina, ‘but then she would wheel right up in front of him, looming

above him like a giant. This ds pop art, he thought, sinking deeper into

the pillow. -

1

When the singing began she was right on it, mouthing the words so

e bt o i e o A T s

convincingly they seemed to be coming from her. She pointed at Norman

and wiggled her hips.

i \ "Danger, Love at Work." : »

(e
r e

¥ On each piano glissando she let her body';irop, seeming to disinte-

§ . grate, melting down into the floor. It was as if éach glissando was
»" T part of some force from above which had struck her down. :I'heti' when the

[

music picked up again, she would be in a new position, moving through

. : a new pattern of gestures and positions. She seemed to portray the

‘emotions, Norman thought, going from apathy through excitement to joy, -

and then back down through jeaiousy and anger to inertia. But’ within
¢ )

a

each cycle she implied hundreds more émo;.:ions, coming to the surface

‘foF a moment and then disappea’.ri'ng. She was making him feel gomething

he aiways felt ‘jl't/en-/h’e knew a record was going to be a hit. It was a |
; ‘ h connection,dla/ if it was talking about 1;15 6wﬁ life. Weﬁ you. hear
a song, he used to aay:; it's as if you had been hearing it all your
life, inside, and now it had finally gotten out. You don't buy it be- |
cause it's a great piece of art, necessarily, although it might be, ' *°

but you accept it because ypu recognize it!

‘ During the rhythm break she went’ wild, dancing through a score of

: : i:opular dances.’ She monkeyed, - frugged, swum, ﬁatﬁsied, twisted, huckle-

o bucked, poneyed, hustled,’ jerked, mash potatoed, locomoted, tangoed, cha-
chaed, rhumbaed, fox trotted, and slipped through all the steps in

/
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the silver glow. As the music faded she slipped. her feet from the shoes

“and summersaulted back to earth, landing center-stage, in thé spotlight.

between that made all these different dances part of one larger dance.
As the frend? of the jungle drums built to the climax her energy

increased unq\}/she kicked up her leg and’ grabbed the shoe, flicking

' kY

a switch on the side. It 1it up, glowing Iike a golden planet. She

repeated this with the other éhog. Then, up the wall she went. : "
u o o M ) .
Norman gasped. . °

In her bright golden shoes‘she seemed to dance through the universe,
past stars and planets, up into.the vast mystery of space. Round and
round she moﬁgd, defying all laws of gravity-.

‘This is very commercial, Norman thought. He imagined the crowd °

leaping to its feet at this point in the show. Thousands of teenagers

at fifteen dollars a head. ’ N @ . '

For the final verse she stood on .the moon, Einging and'pointing at . ,
Norman. Her hair hung down, flying out around her head like fire in ’ ’ ‘O'

PR . e q{;,
Norman jumped up and applauded. Goldie did.the same, her mouth ; _ -

hanging open in disbelief. Paris ran over to Mary and hugged her 1ike

a bear. He was proud. " - ) ‘ Do . -
"Hey " Norman nodded furioualy, "you ve reaﬁlf goc something there! - . \“

She could make you rich h

a <

2

".He walkzd over to Mary and put an arm around her, whispe;ing in her ;
" ear, A - ' A“ . o T
"Doeg she hav; &qu sigﬁed to a coétzacté" ) : ;r .
. Gofaie pushed him away.' . ‘ Lo . - ‘
tWﬁnﬁiou stick to your end of the b;sinesp, I'11 stick to mine!" G e

0

" Norman nodded.’ . . h Y
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' "OK, OK!H ' ‘. ‘ . \/

. A smile lit up his face. T

\
\ }9 B ( Pl

!
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e
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\"If you can guarantee she will'perform the song, I'll ‘play;"it.“

‘ "Do you think I'd get anyone else.to do it? She could sell ice
. . o ot '
to Eskimos."-

.

Mary smiled radiantly. Her chest heaved up and down. She was

moist with perspiration. Paris kissed her.
{ .

T .""Are you sold, too?" she asked him. | -
™ou are the end," he said. "For me, you are IT!"

He pickéd up her red dress and helped her climb back into it.

He realized how committed he was, and a shudder ran through his body\;

" . This was it for him. She had taken him completely. He “didn’'t even

think of O any more. ) : : : . ' '
She smiled as she felt him shiver. 2
."Sometimes you're very intense,” she said, kissing him.

Norman opened the door. From the hallway the cold hard light of

o \
ref%poui:ed in. They could hear Norman's 'program from the monitor
. i ' 3
speakers, and the teletype machine whirring out world events. )

"I've got a couple of concerts coming /up," Norman said. "Big

r

groups. Mayive' we can get you in as a warm-up act. I1'1l back you 1€

you can put a show together. The station is promoting them.",

. , , i .
"Goldie was elated e ‘ .

"Don’t wofry," she said, shoving the acetate back into her purse.’
. ' » , . .
"We'll be ready." ‘ . . ) !

o Y
She turned back tb the lovers and motioned for them to .{olicw.
. o : .

, " Just before he shut the door behind him, Mary turned to 'Paris.

h ]

. > ;
"Oh, I forgot," she said. f"Could you go back in and get my shoes? ,

r ) < - ’ . e s
They're on the c;eiling!"_ s . . ¢
" e \ .

s
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» Thursday, the Fourteenth : o

v 4 -

' 4 L3 .
The Shadow had }.’ound only one consolation for being confined to a

.

L] : :
hospital room — the window. He spent most of the day and night sitting

°

in front'of it with binoculars. Because the Montreal General Hospital

was perched on the)side of Mognf Royal, h:z had an unobstructed view

into countless high-rise windows in the city.

2

' At first he amused himself with simple voyeurism, but soon he was
. fantasizing the thrill 9f Ibeing an anonymous. sniper with a high powered
rifle. He had never a’ctually murdéred anyone, but he had promised him-',
self tha-t: pleasure when-the time was right. | '
| He screwed up his swollen face and swept his gaze acrogs the city,

o

"+ "looking for a victim. . : e

3

r

"What do ya see?" Le Coupeur asked him.
He was bedridden on the far side of the room, nursing broken ribs

and a dislocated collar bone.

@
’ .

"Aww, couple of fags omn a sunroof, a nudie in the McGill ghetto,
m blowjob on St. Hat'théw'. Nothing mx;ch, really." '

A bl;)w..?" Coop strain.ed himself to rise but quickly c;ol}apsed'
again, his face contorted with pain. , '

"Ahhh! Maudit chien!" he screamed.

The Shadow chuckled with saléisfact‘ion, and continued scanning.

“What's this?" B

He fine-focused his glasses on‘ a blurred, b;ight red image. It
was Paris and I.'lary. His te;i cape flapped in the breezeé, and her red

hatr glared in the bright sunlight outside. Walking with them was.

Jegus of James Bay! . - b ot
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“Man and fis World, what are they doing there? he thought.

191

The Shadow grimaced.

"How can that guy recover from such a beating so fast?" he wondered ' ;

out loud.

. * -

"Who's that?" Céop asked, squirming for the leagt ‘painful position.

The Shadow took the glasses from his eyes to see where they were.

.

"What's going on?" he growled, peering back into the binoculars. -.
"Where?" Coop sfghed. -,

;Near them, the Shadow could seé/;\gathgring of people. He recog-
k4 ]
nized them, all the regulars from the Venus. 2
® - , ’
"They're having a party!" he shouted. '"And they didn't even .invite

.
b l
.

me.
/ . . -

He felt betrayed. :They were the only gréup of human beings he . 4
ever so?ialized with; so béing exclpd:d by them wés-a severing of his ‘ 3
last connection with the'borld. Even with his allergy he could héve
gone for a little while, sitting in the shade. What really burned h
him up‘was how they had neglected to tell him %bout it. He felt they

had done this on purpose. They had denied him even tﬁg opportunity of

<

PRI

a refusaly

He pounded his fist on the window sill. To some, isolation.in- 3
) L
spired fear and depression. To the Shadow it meant adnger and resentment.
K 1]
"Why did I have to come?" Gunp whispered into Sybil's edr. "I -

(21 ‘ '

should be at home, finishing my thesis. i
"Because you have responsibilities," she reminded him. "He was ome )
of your cases, and may I say the least successful one'"

‘ They stood on the end of a small pier with the others from the Venus.

!

“
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Everyone was dressed in Pilgrim outfits, black and white Puritan gear.

%he,pobd of the party‘was jovial, for Thanksgiving. ere didn'g‘seem

ks
to be any great outpouring of sadness for Twilight'sXfune 1.\
N L ]

They all cheered when Jesus,;Mary and Paris appeared over -the hill.

-

There weren't any other Montrealers on the‘island because of the bus and

metro strike in support of the maintenance workers. They had all piled

into cars and driven over for an dfternoon of festivities.

\ . ' .

"How did you guys get here?" Caboose asked Jesus.
g

"We walked.g

"Aqr?ss thé water?" Liilith teased.
"Close;," Jeéus laughed. "Across fhe bridge."

"Yeah, that's close enough for Rock'n Roll,” Bluenose nodded.
"Who has the urn?" Jesus'smiled. "We m;ght as well get the sad:
part over with."

Caboose held up a smail plastic cosmetic case.

"It was the only thing I gpuld find in pink," she explained.:
"It'1ll do fine," Jesus ;aid:

A

He led them to the end of the pier and began the ceremony.

. : . AN

"Dearly beloved, we are gathered here to return Twilight's ashes,
o - .

buruqdlin the fires of‘eiperience, back into the ever-flowing stream

s

of existence from which he sprang."” “
.

Caboose held up the receptacle for all to see.
"When Twilight and I lived together om St. Norbert Street," 'she

explained. "He told me that when he died he wanted only two things:’
. Lol " ’ 1 .
first that he be. cremated and sprinkled over the St. Lawrence river;
-~ " A P
and second®*that his urn be pink. So today I'm happy to say we can gramt

both those .wishes for our friend."

¢ ‘ !

| . . . -
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"A few sobs could be heard from the group. v

=«

N . I

With tears in her eyes, she noddld to Allison, who étood upon a

wooden box and read a poem specially composed for the funeral.

"Fellow small potatoes/Into the wet and warm go the slaves of

‘history/We all find that death is.real/meat—phantoms that we arefand '

.

{t's mainly because of the 'mea§/but death shall have no Dominion!"

A light breeze blew off the river. Seagulls circled overhéad. |

" "In and.out of the sea of Time we swim/molecules p} chemicals
‘built up and then broken down again/But it all stays in .thé' sea/You and ‘
me/eihn‘righc‘hére in Canada/Danger — Love at Work/Kiss my apocalypse/

. N N

. ‘
No sugar, please.” ' .

A few people applauded her lines. To many of them, she expréssed\

)

their thSught proce;seé exactly.

"So next time you hear the -Great Steamroller of Fate/or ;he slap ™
of dogflesh on chrome/remember it could be your own final personality
change/so don't underestimate the superficiall"

They all joined in on the last stanza.' .

”Miilions of heartbéats/Milli?ns of breaths/Millions of lives/Tape
ever rolling/Ampex without end/Amen'!" . 3

‘"Amen," Jesus repeated. '"And let us give thanks for existeﬁce:

It might not be ideal; but at least it's reall™ |

Jesus took the container from Caboose and hel& it over tbg\water.
#;s he bpened it the ashes blew out onto the surfaceé. The curren& caﬁght
them ;£d they floate& away. . ‘ ‘ | ' Co

The group appléudgd, aa.Twilight would have wished.

‘"Go with thé flow," Jesus incanted.

, .
o~ -
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The Shadow lowered his bfnoculars.

The idea®of death -excited him.-

\\ The orderly nodded.

He sprang from his chair and strode inéo the hall, spied the orderly

and motioqu him over. N

"Hey,'" he whispered. ."Ya know that deal we were Qplkin"about

before?" ¢

-

’ "Well, T could léeally go for it now!' Y
The orderly put up his hands.

» -
B3

r "It's not that easy, you know," he said, shaking his head. 'We
J : ‘ '

have to wait for one to go, then sneak it down to the basement."
The Shadow made a face, then reached inéovthe packet of his
dressing gown and pulled out a wad of bills.

"Does this get things moving?"

The orderly studied the money.

"It sure helps,”" he nodded. "Wow, there's a lot here. OK, Mr.

. Shadow; you wait here. 1'll see what I can do."

Hg disappeared into the elevator.

The Shadow paced, delighted‘by the thought of héw bad he was about
to be., He rubbed his hands together in anticipation. His face’was red
and swollen. . . |

-

It wasn't long until the elevétor doo£ opened once more and- the
'orderly'appearbd.: ‘ 1
- "You're in luck,"” he whispered. 'We've got one ready.”

He led the Shadow imto the elevator: They rattled toward ;he
.basemfnt.

"What is it?" the Shadow asked eagerly.':

"A thirteen-year-old," the orderly said. "You wanted a kid, didmn't

«
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you?"

-

. %,
"Perfect,"” the Shadow beamed.

"Went half an hour ago. St1ll warm." ‘

2 ‘s

The Shadow's eyes bulged with excitement. His blood was boiling.

Beads of sweat stood out all over his bald head. He jumped up and
! -

i

down with glee.

+"Shh!" the“ordeply warned, grabbing his arm. "We,gotta be cool

q

about thia.f

v

The elevator deposited them in the basement. The Shadow followed

through a maze of hallways until finally they turned into a dark room.
The orderly closed the door sehind them and switched on a bare bulb

overhead. In the far corner was a bodyywaton covered with a white

" sheet. : h .
The orderly glanced at his watch.

"¥a better hurry, we don't have too much time."
. .. o< . .
The Shadow pulled the sheet off’'the body and looked down. A (

horrible, twisted grimace broke across his face. He looked over at the

orderly.

"What are you trying to pull? He's crippled!" he.said in a hoarse

3

vhisper. . N ‘

The orderly gasped when he saw the hideous expressioﬁ on the
Shadow's face. .
"Bef," he'warned; nervously. '‘You di@n't*asﬁ for perfecéion,“
, The Shadow lifted the orderly ;p by the throat and &eposited him.
on a slab on Eﬁg rollers. He strapped‘ihe ordefly down and g#ve,the
slab an enormous pugh so it flew along the screaming rollers into the

-

open door of the cooler.' The door slammed shut.

' - N
o *

A
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The Thanksgiving celebration had begun. Goldig was so pleased. 1
abou£ her success Lith her rgcord that she had overcome her stingy }
instincts and brodght cases of beer for everyone. She kept the bottles - j
(coming from the cooler in the trunk of her car. S ;
B They stretched out in the park uninbibited by police or the usual { . ;;
crowd of fgpilies. It was a bright fall day, the sun was warm, the ) t ‘ 5
trees were colou;ed and had just begun to drop their leaves. . é
"A perfect day for a picnic," Mary exclaimed-. ' “ - ! % .
"Maybe Jesus will turn the leaves into loaves," Lilly teased. ' .l ,2 \
"We've already got the wine," Goldie said,(holding up a bottle i
of beer. "Molson, the poor man's champagne.” : . §
% "And I'm sure you'll turn it back into watfr," Jesus said.
"Let's‘get the food," Paris suggested. - ( ;
“"It's'in my trunk," theiﬁopper said. ' }
Theyl;rundled off to the\car.» ‘
"She cooks, too?! Jesus said,'smiling‘at Mary. :k
"And you cook‘preéty'good yourself,”" Judas said, shifting a’ |
,clgar to the corner of his mouth. "f%at was some performance Tuesday ’ 1 ) f
night. Maybe we could do some buginess?" , :
Jesus e;ed him suspiciously. J J ~ ..
"Maybe." ’
Encouraged, Judas slid the cigar out of his mouth with a smacking q j
sound, like'a kiss. - ‘ ’ | '
"Where're you frﬁe, anyways?" ‘ . .
"l was born in Ca}ifgrnia," Jesus said. ‘ . ' 1
"Ah, the Holy land," Jeffrey added. 'ﬂ . _ » | :
° 'Nell I knew it couldn't have-been Quebec," juke said. , .
’ * t
: | :
/ 4 - - l ,
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"Why?" Jesus asked. ' . . ’ ! 0
. @ o . : .
"Because they wouldn't have been able to find three wise men or a

. virgin!" - ‘

"Tabernacle!" Le Levesquois(shouted.

RpE—

"How did you get to be called Jesus?" Juflias asked.
Jesus took a swallow of beer. ' ®
JI was in the Jesus movement for a while. You know, down there you
can wear sandgls all year round. But soon I realized ;hat wasn't where
it:'s~at.° Everybody‘was tgiing to steer it in their own Qirection. So
| I set out to found my ovn sect. A church of my own revelat&onf"

He sat down. They gathered round him, interested.

spé t a summer in the Mojave, meditating. I das visited by an

angel, 100 t like Mary — that's why I was so“struck by her the

other night. She explained that it was ecstacy everyone was after,
escape. from the prison of the personal self. That's why we all chase - ‘ ’

1t in different forms: drugs, musjc, alcohol, sex, religion énd romancet\
. ‘ ( -
If a religion provides é&stgcy, then it's bound to be strong. It would ’Z/') .\

¢

be ideal ecstacy, if you could imagine coming forever!"
"I get goosebumps just thinking about it," Caboose said, shivering.
- "And who are your followers?" Jeffrey asked.

"Why, all of you," Jesus said. "You will be uy disciples. We

-

shall work together for the water of life to be turned into sexual juices,

and a new flood of creativity and fertility be visited upon the earth!"

, The group cheered and'everyone kissed. : —// .o
. -7

"What do you call this religion?" Jeffrey asked.
Jesus smiled. -l

"I call it Jissomism!'"

% ' ) :
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. The Shadow's disappointment left hiq with a sinking feeling inside.
-He had Mntended to make theéécg so dirty, such an act of defiance
against all law or morality, and convince himself that he was soiling
everything pure and holy in the world; because only by so doing could

he ejaculate, ., Instead, a patalysing“égony gripped his immense form.

He had been denied satisfaction.

Maybe 1f I had killed and crippled him myself, he thought, Or
shackled the parents to the wall and forced them to watch'

The orderly pounded on the glass door, his face blue.

~

"So long, sickie," the Shadow said, and switched off the light.

[

Entering the room, he noticed that Le Coupeur had managed to
. G? a
wheel his bed over to the window and was propped up, peering through

the binoculars.

The Shadow stomped over-to the window, grabbing the glasses from

Le Coupeur.

"Gimme those!" he éommanded.
L

_, He raised them to his big head, so lumpy that it looked like the’

dark side of the moonm.

t

"What're whose losers up to now?" he mumbled, peering through.

"So how~did‘ya éet into wrestling?" Judas asked.

"Chancg," Jesus saie. It was the easiest way to make ?uick-money,
to give me time to }ollow myv§ision. Anyone can wresatle. No‘experience
ﬁeéessary. All ya need 1? a good name."

"And yours is ‘aa good as they come,” Jeffrey laughed.

"Yes. So I got good at it. I became a good loser. That's how 1
Y ’ B

got popular up here in Canada. They identified with me, But then, I

Id
.

.
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got so good at losing that I started to win. And the rest, as they say,
is history!" |
"That "was genius," Judas said. "How did you come upon that idea.
I mean, usually‘everybody wants to identify with é hero, a winne;..
Someone who acts out all their fantasies for them.'
JBut I do win," Jesus laughed. "I just win by losing. T am the
victim's victi@!" ’ R |
Paris and the Bopper returned with a large hampeerf food. .Mary
pulled out plates and began to serve. |
"What d'we got here?" Bluenose sniffed ar;;nd.
"Burgers 'n Beans," sﬁe announced.
"Haute cuisine," Le Levesquois exclaimed.
Neuro the dog leapt up at Mary, tall wagging. She placed some on . ) .
the ground for him. .He gobbled it up. Goldie poured out: some beer for
him, too. The dog loved it. ‘
- ¢ "'Everyone took a plateful and sat dowm. s

"Doesn't your girlfriend want any?" Mary asked Norman. )

"She only eats candy," he explained.

N 1

Mary looked around. Nobody was eating.

"What's the matter?" she asked.

"Red and gold beans?"

."And blue hamburgers?"

"Don't iec the colours fool ya, the dog loves it."

"For one thing he's colour blind,” Jeférey said. "And for another
he'll eat anything.' '

"It's very pop art," Allison laughed.

"C'mon," -Paris urged. "It'll be fun."
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Soon they were all gobbling up‘che food and laughing. 1t was so
crazy to- eat blue hamburgers! - ‘

P;fis leaned over, to.Mary.

“"You're amazing," he whispered. "You turn an aver;ge meal into
something special."

l "1 raise mediocrity to its highest level," she exclaimed.

They all called for more beer, and Goldie obliged, filling Neuro's
cup again as she passed. : ‘ |

Bluenose unpacked his saxopﬁone and began to blow wild music.
Allison danced, gracefully slinking between the guests. One by ome,
they joined iﬁ. | -

"1 am also giving thank; today," Lilly announced as she pirouetted
arougd. " "Some rich mogul bought all my artwork. Imagipe} The whole.

0 .
collection!"

<

éveryone cheered.
"So in my homor, I declare this dance a ladies' choice!"
She grabbed Caboose. |
"Dancing is too good to waste on men," she laughed.
Caboose lifted her fist in Ehe air. |
"Impale the dominant male!" ;he giggled.
The Bopper nudged Paris and gestured at Goldie, Mary, Allison ‘and
Lillith.

“Look at that,” he grinned. "Tired old cunt, powdered cunt, juicy
cunt and tight ass'"™

He extende& his hand to Paris.

"

"Sex 1s too good to waste on women. Meet my wife!

Paris eyed him. .

e
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.. "Oh? Wasn't Lillith all you expected?"
"And more," he said. "And by the way, you owé me a casg of beer.

But, ya know, she'll only do it her way.' How can ya go on‘with a

woman like that? She needs someope who's completely 'submissive."

Then be grinned a£ Paris. o
"Like you'!"
Before Parid could respond, Sybil pulled.him up to dance. Le
. Levesquois, Juke and' X had joined in thﬁ.musfé making. Everyone was
dancing and laughing. The party had really taken off. ’
"I see you have recovered s;mewhat," Sybil told Paris. A

He nodded. ‘ .

"You were right, Sybil. I'm back on my feet.' -

She gave him a suspicious look. o - .
"Are you on your,own feet or are you being propped up again?"
A puzzled expression crossed his face. o'

2

"What do you mean?"

She shrugged.

s

. o

2

""Oh well, never mind. anq'a good time. But just remember, what'

* goes up must come down'"

* .
Mary cut in. Sybil curfeied gracefully and withdrew.

"Who is ghat?" she asked. ~

: Paris thought he detected a tone of jealousy,' o ‘r

, , . : -
"Just my counsellor." N '
“She kissed him lightly on the cheek.  +

’ "Well, you won'taﬁeed a cgounsellor any more." '
"Why?" 4
"Because we're gonha get married." ! o . ) =

: T ‘
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"What?" ’

T ¢ ! v Pl 4
"That's right. I was talking to Jesus, He said he'll do it.

Today'!" . ‘ f
Parfs felt ‘his ‘insides shake.. .

. ",
"Jesus sald that marriage is a union of the sexual and the social.

So we'll be publiciy announcing our oneness. Like coming out of ‘the 6

closet. oIsu't that nice?" ‘ ’
Paris nodded. . ' “
While the four musicians playe,d; everyone danced: Sybil with dtmp,

Lilly with Caboose, Adam with Allison, Goldie with the Bopper, and .

'J'effrey anci Judas alone. The only couple n;t dancing was Norman -

Nightbeat and his friend. They were in the-bushés. .

.

" Bitz Little and her cameraman had arrived, and they began shooting
f N [}
the whole scene from different %ngles.

"Maybe we could do it in time for the late news," Mary said,

[ -

i:hough tfully.

Suddenlly the dancers-all parté@ gt}d ‘formed a circle. In the
middle the dog had broken loose. He was dancing up a storm! He h;d
become drunkron the béer; forgotten about his tajil, and was becomiﬁ’
what he‘aiways-*qenud he ‘&;.ﬁ ~—huyman. He leapt up and Elowt‘\ with the
mic,.barked wifh joy:, 'and rolled over and over. . ‘

- e
- - -

"It looks like a great party." e

n -

"Damn'" the Sﬁéiow muttered.
"Let me see," Coop reached up for the glasses. ' .
"Back!" " |

N

The Shadow tﬁémped him in the ribs. He screamed in pain.

"What's vgoing on here?" a doctor asked, engering the room.’

-

e

' )




. Le Coupeur whimpered, the orderly shrugged and the Shadow ignored
him. | S , o ‘

(3

- / ' . ‘""Get away from that window!" he ordered.

- The Shadow pushed Coop's bed acér:oss the room into the far wall
with a crash.
< y
"I meant you," said the doctor.
v ! ~ /

( "No you didn't!" said the Shadow.

3

. .

"The sunlight isn't good for you. It aggravates?"your allergy!"
: , T

“I'm in the shade. It's OK."

]
R {
[ ! ’ "I'm the doctor, and I know what it will take to cure you."

(‘ Th9 orderly, shivering in a regulation blanket, appeared in t;hg
‘ ' doc‘srway behi’nd the dqptor. He broke into sustained, insane laughter.
l "It's gonna take a whole lot more than what you know to cure him!".
he' squealed.s . “
¢ . ~ The doctor looked at him with surprise.
| “"He's a pervert," the orderly said, "Disgusting!"
¢ ' "Shut up'" the Shadow acowled. ‘ ‘/_'
The‘doc-tor wagged a finger at tt;em. , e )
: - : ‘ ’ '.'When I'retdrn T want the derly back on-the job and the patient
. , back in his/ ed,”"” he threatened. '"Or else!" ' ‘
'/e/{urned Rand left the room. The orderly collai)sed,\whimpering.
' ":;here was I?% the Shadow asked, returning.the binoculars to &his
; : ‘ )‘/'/' eyes. , '

He scanned the horizorn. Where were they? Oh, he thought, ovet to

La Ronde! What's this? Climbing aboard the Ferris ‘wheel.

-, t
\__:/ [N
. 1]

"This $s our owr special Mayflt;wer," Jesus said, helping them

g
‘ i
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. into their cars. ' ‘ " X \ ) A
"Well I guess so, h?" the goofy operator said, snickering "You'se .
¢ ! N
dressed as pilgrims an'all."
"Maybe ‘1t'11l take us to'’the promised land," Allison said. o ‘
"You'se all havin' a real good time, eh?" \ ; ‘ !

-
.

Thay danced into their cars, l‘.U_Q)J two. Only Jesus went alone.

As he climbed into his car, he leaned close to .the operator's ear.

<
K

"Remember the instructions?” he whispered. "There's a big tip . '
in it for y<;u at I:kie end." ’ . ' ) \

The ope.rato'r‘ g\ave him a big grin and nodded.

"Who are you'se people, anyway?" | . I . . '?" \

Jesus slammed ﬂis door and buckled up. %

"We are the Amor Corps," he announced.

Up tt{ey went: Lilly and Cal;’bose, Goldie and ‘the Bopper, Allison
and Adam, Bitz Little andvhér cemeraman, Jesus, Mary and Paris, Sybil

£

* and Gump, Norman Nightbeat and his friend, Juke and Le Levesquois,

g \
',Bluenose and X, Jeffrey, Judas and Neuro
"You'se can stay up there as long as ya went," the operator said. i
"You se the only business I had all day ! . -
It was a glant Ferris wheel lifting them high above the grourd. ) j

The breeze off the St. Lawrence sang in their ears, and their cars

1

rockeq precariously. They could see the skyline of Montreal, with the

mountain behind it.

The wheel came to a halt with Paris and Mary at the top.
~ . ‘ ",
Jesus stood up in his car, it swung unntead:u:y'. He turned and, faced

Paris and Mary.
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- . , ' .
"It's like standing in a canoe," he commented.

He steadied himself by holding onto A crossﬁeam with one hand.

"Beerly degathered," he said. We have come here today to unite

these two lovers in holy bedlock.”

Bitz Little's camera backlit Jesus, so he looked, to Paris and Mary,

to be surrounded with light. K ¢

[N

"That didn't sound like it came from the Bible;“ Jeffrey shouted.
"I never use the Bible," Jesus answered. "You‘can't trust it. Not
once in the whole book does ‘God laugh!"
He looged back at the lové?s.
"“Mary, do you have the symbol?" L
he reached into her Montreal Star bag and pulled out Efgs, the

tlittle rosebush.

"Growing n;cely," Jesus said. "Now both of fou hold it while I léad
the ceremony.h 3 .

They put their hands around the peanut butter jar.

"Wé,lfaris\pe Kitschman and Mary Monday, do publicly reveal our bond
of.lq;e. We’;weat we will cherish and nurture it so that it may grow, and
‘we consider th;s labour a joy. The fruit it bears may be bitter or sweet,

_ but that's aways better than no fruit at all'"
* He paused, and smiled at the ldvers.

"&e do,” they said in unison. e

"Great;; Jesus nodded. "Now kiss!" - c

3

Jesus smiled broadly as they fell into an embrace. This was the
first marriage he had pefformed\and it seemed to be proceeding without '
* a hitch. What's this? A huge harvest moon was rising right behind faris

and Mary. For a moment, as they held their kiss, th?y were framed in a

e
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circle of golden light. Jesus wa§ overjo}ed. This ‘must be a sign, he
thought .
Paris hidn't notice the moon.' He was completely absorbed in their

deep, long kiss. Blood qigﬁ't surge in his veins, it was }ather a sweet

c;ntentmen; that he felt. ‘A wholeness. He had found his otper hglf.
. The problem was’sq}ved. The search had endgd. The rgstlessngss had

disappeared. He was where he belonged. Safe. Home.

He couldn't tell if it was the hum of the city, or the wind off the

\ . '
river, but he heard in his ears white noise; the sound of all sounds.

. A happiness overwhelmed him, a joy that filled him witﬁ ecstacy. His

whole body tingled.
He opened his eyes. She looked right back, tier eyes warm and giving.
He could see the moon reflected in them, a golden circle. It was full,

like his heart. It shone brightly, and like his heart reflected the .joy she
had given him, that magic electricity, the light that needs o bulb ex-~

- cept the human heart to sprout and grow.

- ’
¥

'&he Shadow éhivered!in;olungarily. He felt annihilated, non-existent.
What were they doing down there? he wondered. Was this soﬁe strange ce- ‘
remony which had something to do with his exclusion:. That was what his
instincts told him. They had not sb;ply forgotten to invite 'him,.they

had pu;posely left him bu;! fﬂ

He felt a rage building inside. With his/own peculiar vanity he had
;lways regarded himself as ghe iife of a iﬁ;ty. Granted, hé so@egihes
ingpired feﬁr, but at least he wasn't dull! He assumed this“was his own )
chafm, his appeal. Had not ;;, in his own way, endeared himsé@f to them?

He had expressed their anger, their hostility. He had carried that burden

(Y * ’
» for them. He knew they all had their own particular quarrels with Reality

S
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80 he had been there to point out that any structure can be destroyed.

And ;his-gas the thanks he got? »

I will have my revenge, he thought. They can't get away with this!

&

The doctor came storming -back into ghe rodm, two male nursés beside 3

him, like bodyguards. . . - o @

"Seize that man," he said, pointing to the orderly.

The nurses walked over and picked Pim up. ,

"No," the orderif protested. "I can:t.."‘

Spittle drooled from the side of his mouth. His face waspfed Q;d
contorted. Tears fell froﬁ his eyes. When they had dragged him halfway

down the hall he let out a bloodcurdling scream.

<

St g b e
m——

The doctor held his ground in the doorway.

"Something weird is going on here, and I don't like it." he said.

' "What are you looking at?"
"A guy on Drummond Street dq}ng it with a dog," the Shadow yumbled.
"With a..?" the doctor excldimed,.hutrying over to the Shadow. ''Let
me have a look." |

Ll

‘ The Shadow pulled back the glasses and pointed at the doctor.

¥

"Aha," h% ;houted. "Heal yourselfl"

"Give me chose‘binocuiara,?‘the do;tor demanded,
The Shadow cupped his hand over his genitals and shook them.

"Take a bite of this!" he scowled. '

Ihe doctor stepped back, Qarily. . ¢
‘"Do you really think you-can do whatever'you want in here?"

"1 can do whatever I want, anywhere'!" the Shadow sneered.

Much to the relief of the doctor, the two male nurses reappeared. h

) "This patient needs restraining,"” he said, pointing to the Shadow. : N
2 ) : \

. - : \
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i- . The?nursqs grabbed the iégdow. iHe duckeﬁ under one and butted him
g in/the st':omach with hi* head, then he elbowed tlxe other in ”the grcjin. &

. % " The surprised nurses’ doubl® over in pain.

§ L "Emergency," .the doctor cried. "Help!"

? * Q{derlies and nurses appeared at t:he door.

'2 R "This man has gone berserk he ddctor screamed.

¢
The white hospital employees piled onto the Shadow, smothering hilm
with the very weight of their numbers. He wa’s pinned t; the floor.
The doctor loomed over him, a fanatical grin of satisfaction on his
fa@:e.‘ In his hand was a iong hypodermic neédle. Liquid squirted f:om

the end.

"It's about time we calme

ou down,' he chuckled.
"No!" the Shadow screamed. |
‘With a might.y heave he threwtoff his human ‘blanket. » N .
- The doctor was knocked agdinst the wall. He saw them grab the .
_ Shadow's gown and wrestle him down ogce more. But the Shadow lled .
, until the gown ripped apart, sendi nurses and orderlies scattering

acrogs the floor. Then he saw the n ed Shadow, a huge ape~like form,

»

run from the room. He heard screams iu the- hallway and smashing of
equipment. Then he looked dowm and noticed that the hypodermic was

sticking in his leg. Then he fell asleep.
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