PAGE  
61

[image: image1.jpg]i

1





Some of these poems have been published in the following magazines.

Earth and You, Hartford Courant, Repository Press, Delirium,

Inscape, Salt, Parachute, Seven Stars, Alchemist, Stroker, Alive,

Split Level, Aura, Poetry Box, Third Eye, Circus Maximus, 

Quest, Anthol. Ram, Phoebe, Vega, White Wall Review 

The Departed

The last glance. A brief glimpse. A closing door. A razor of light across my eyes. I hid in my chair. All around me, vases and pots filled with anger. Fingers wilting. Paint blistering. Cockroaches singing a Negro spiritual. Why did she leave me? The carpet beaten down. Years of footprints following her out of the room. Soon the rug was back to its original factory condition. I never realized what bad taste we had back then. 

New noises in the night. Sounds that had been kept away by the warmth of her body. Windows rattled. The late night Church Street bus. The wet tires of passing cars. The wind pressed up against the glass like a cat looking for a lap. A hole between my thighs. 

The darkness. A series of slides. Dali paintings performing. Time pieces laughing and dissolving in silence. A room filled with eyes. All of them closed.

God came between us, she was fond of saying. He doesn’t exist and you’ll never find him.   And this obsession with this street. Church Street. It’s a cheap word game, an off-colored joke from a Las Vegas  comic. Your emptiness sucks out my soul. You love only yourself. When I left a room, her voice hunted me down. You don’t want to find God. You want to find yourself.

I created a crossword puzzle called Church Street. It fell off the kitchen table and shattered into a thousand poems. One of the pieces was missing. When I went to reach for it, she walked out the door.

I have to quit my job as an elevator attendant. Seems to me as if the elevator stands still and the building moves up and down. I can’t keep any food down. It keeps leaping back into the lunch bag.
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Church Street #0

A band of Neutral Indians gathered to watch

3 English surveyors

carry their instruments

to the top of a hill

and point them south.

The Indians mumbled 
to themselves

as one of the young men

crucified a tree
with a sign


CHURCH STREET

The young man smiled and declared

“Now we know where we are.”

Church Street #1

A lady

in a midnight raincoat

leaned against a lamp post

while up above the street

a star

winked at passersby.

Church Street #2

An old Indian 

speckled trout in his blood

emptying buses of digested old women

leaning against parking meters

mercury spasms

begging for quarters and pneumonia.

Church Street #3

First snow

drifts
around
the flower lady

holding up a sign


FIRE SALE.
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Church Street #4

Saturday Night
MAPLE LEAF GARDENS

First into the arena
hockey players


seasoned seraphims in blue


pockets choking with miracles.

Then 
the fans


mansons


women with platinumb reasts.

Followed by
gamblers


Heavy grim aces


Spinning turnstiles like roulette wheels.

Outside all is quiet except for a choir of winos


leaning against a fence


passing a bottle

wondering 
who had won.

Church Street #5

One kid
piggyback


on another kid’s shoulders

peaking

through a curtain’s slit

at a man mounting a woman from behind.

Church Street #6

He sits there 
at the window


of his flat

smiling

like a god

watching the street
burn.
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Church Street #7

A priest counted the coins in the collection basket

then
waited on the steps 


of his church

for his parishioners to exit

before picking up a phone 

and calling the cops.

Church Street #8

King Rat 

staggers
across the street


crossXwalk

towards MAC’S MILK

terrorizing passersby
with his breath.

wearing a boot that grins

king rat 


stomps 
a puddle


into laughter.

Church Street #9

Three birds 
sat on a wire.

One layed an egg

that arrived in a telephone booth

coin return
with a splash.
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Church Street #10

At EGERTON’S BAR a saxaphone was smoking

like an ambulance siren

piano keys sprayed
winter’s sleet

a lady’s cello voice 
psychic striptease.

She took off her privacy

Down over her knees
pressed her mouth


against their ears.

If you need to be serviced

I’ll be in your dreams.

Church Street #11

A cop stood over a drunk
passed out

prodded the drunk
with his boot

his foot slowly
sucked


into the wino’s belly.
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Church Street #12

Murder on the avenue

cop car yellow screech
lawn order

stop

across from the body rub
shop


street level flat

bars on the window
torso


greek statue

stuff’d in the refrigerator
the door wouldn’t close


burnt out bulb.

Her legs were found spread apart

one across from LOBLAWS
one behind DOMINION

her arms were found hanging
from the legion hall

her fingers stuff’d 
in an empty gin bottle

her head was never found
a bust.

One of the winos said he saw her head hanging on a tree limb.

It stared straight through him
before

it flew off into the night.
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Alone

Can’t get her out of mind. Her hands in front of my face. Naked against the morning window. Fingers painted and polished. Standing next to her. Always wanted to fuck an angel from behind.

Can’t stand being inside my skin. Joints itch. Muscles squirm. 

She said that there was nothing beyond the here and now. She told me about a flight she’d taken from Winnipeg to Toronto. At three thousand feet she looked out on the wing of the plane and saw footprints. She said the plane was filled with closet terrorists dressed up as businessmen. Toronto lay below like a plastic model. The plane swooped down and bombed the city with passengers.

In sleep her face was so quiet. We stopped talking. Our conversations had become naked. We became ashamed to look at each other. 

Staring into my coffee. Clouds of stream gathering around my eyes. I remembered the pictures from the moon where there were no clouds. The astronauts did not look surprised. It was as if they had something to do with it.

Hot sticky nights beside her. Breasts pointed in different directions. Beads of sweat on her skin. A rasp in her voice. Keeping her distance from me. Our bed became too narrow. At night we locked our hands in the dresser drawers. She packed her bags. Before she left she handed me an envelope. I wanted to tell you what we have lost. When she was gone I sat down on the couch and opened the envelope. There was nothing inside.
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Church Street #13

A maitre de
vacuumed the steps


of Bigliardi’s

while overhead two pigeons taxied


waiting

for him to clear the runway.

Church Street #14

Cheery Charon
the neighbourhood pimp

garnished in his pin stripe uniform

dragged a garbage bag of laundry 

into 
ACHERON’S LAUNDROMAT

and fed last nights sins into the yawning mouths of washing machines.

Cheery Charon flicked out a 
comb


parted slithering hair

removed his shades
slowly smiling

at the audience of patrons who have watched each of his steps.

Life is a whore house with too many guests

pretending they want pleasure

when all they want is rest.

Church Street #15

OUT TO LUNCH

BACK IN 5 MINUTES.
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Church Street #16

The politician smiles
like a switchblade


slashing

through the midday crowd
kissing

every plump cheek thrown in his face

promising less taxes and more cops,

one hand on a shoulder

the other in their pocket.

Church Street #17

The old soldier limped

up the avenue

with one leg diseased
metal from Spain

bumming dimes for booze
ammunition


against Franco.
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Church Street #18

DIRTY LOUIE’S OPEN 24 HRS. HOT MEALS. GROCERIES. BOOKS

2 nurses
from the PRINCESS MARGARET


hospital for the hopeless


graveyard shift sipping tea

a cabbie
moustache wrapped around


a hotdog

a holdup man
waiting his turn at the cash register


hand swollen with a 45

Louie
joking with the nurses


their smiles told him it was hopeless

asking them if they knew how to set something limp

the holdup man im-
patient rubbing his pocket pulled out


a spastic gun and put it to

Louie’s eye.

This is a holdup, sir.

Louie handed him the cash

(What could I do but give him the dough.

before he could blink

My face is too busy.

an eye.

There’s no place for a hole.)

It was then that everyone noticed it was only a kid who fled out the door into the night leaving an empty till and a moustache wrapped around an OH!

Church Street #19

The television anchorwoman


strolled



down

the street smiling. One of the lads

hanging off the corner smirked

Think I’ll adjust the color on the set.

There’s not enough red 


In her face.

Church Street #20

CHURCH STREET BUS

the driver
thin & jolly bellows out wellesley
two fags
clutching each other’s tickets

Miss Higgins 

board the bus


works in the army of salvation
corporal

a cop



acts of mercy





for demolitioned souls 

an old chinaman
who speaks fluent mao ste tongue

ol’ Jimmy Clark
+ a two four
unshaven smile

receptionist
late for work again
wonders what kind of reception

dentist


she will receive


staring at teeth dentures gums 

two school girls

braces


pressing their books against their breasts




to make them grow

a dark skinned gentleman

they want to be librarians


trembling


illegally


landed hoping no one speaks to him


where am I to go?


Perhaps if I offered myself up to the authorities to the 

Queen!
bellows the driver.


crown.
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Church Street #21

The kid in MOON’S delivery van
stood


In the 

EMERGENCY WARD




WOMEN’S COLLEGE HOSPITAL

Talking to the nurse.

Crazy Indian!

He used to bum quarters from me saying He was god.

He was buried under my truck.

The cops said it was suicide.

I think he was pushed.
Church Street #22

The drunk raged

at the three brats

with dragon’s breath

knights on a crusade



punching



kicking



laughing

the kids 


traffic slowed

toyed


some faces smiled

with 


others curtsied

him


and fled


spinning him around


until he collapsed in the middle of the street.

A police van came along carried the dragon back to his cage.
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Church Street # 23

A taxi pulled up to the curb
an elderly couple



entered it 

delicately. 



the cab pulled away.

the gentleman turned to the lady



and smiled

his teeth falling into her lap.

Church Street #24

Like fried chicken
THERE IS A

it smelled,
WOMAN IN A

one of the old timers from the
WINDOW SCR

Legion said.
EAMING FOR

Her inside
the
H
landlord



H

so coated with

H
dreaming


of a
H
liquor

H


H

the fire leaps into

H
forest



H


her throat

H
black



H

like she had received
and
H


H

the holy spirit.
a
H
sparrow



H

She cooked from the
as a 
H
prisoner



H
inside out
in
H


H
like the burning building spreading into
the
H
trees



H
cameras
where
H


H
onto the news
the
H
branches



H
into a million living rooms.
Are
H
bars



H

And
H


H

The
H
guards



H

Are
H
leaves



H





H


H ELP!
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The Tenant

I was grateful to see the nurses leave. They occupied the top two floors of the house. I was tired of their constant wrangling. One Sunday morning I discovered them in the backyard. It was pouring rain out. I climbed on top of a kitchen chair and peeked out through a window above the back door. They were rolling around in the mud, and the weeds, and the broken wine bottles, pulling each other’s hair and accusing each other of being unfaithful. My curiosity embarrassed me. Later on I heard them upstairs showering together. When they finally moved out I helped them close the door. One of them threatened to be back for the mail.

I didn’t see the new tenant for a while. He never appeared in daylight. At night strange noises filtered down through the ceiling. Hammering. The movement of furniture. Breaking glass. Chants and a salad of music from Benny Goodman to Stravinsky. Late at night I might see him leaving but I could never catch a glimpse of his face. His head was almost completely covered by a broad rimmed hat. He was very short, a midget I suspected. He wore  a white lab coat that dragged along the ground behind him. He was round shouldered and slightly hunched which made him look even shorter. He was constantly muttering to himself. I thought he might be praying.

And then one afternoon I spotted him sitting on top of a telephone booth filming people entering and exiting from the booth. No one seemed to notice him. I watched him unnoticed for more than an hour from across the street. His attention was completely focused on his work. This day he wasn’t wearing his hat. Long black hair in braids framed a large mischievous grin. I thought of Toulouse Latrec. When he noticed me watching him he began to scream, waving his fist at me like an angry Donald Duck.

Later that evening there was a pounding at my door. When I opened the door, he stood there pointing his camera at me. Noisy old woman, he screamed. You’ll go to hell if I have anything to say about it.
Noises continued to seep down through the floor boards into my apartment. They were usually female voices, in fits of ecstasy or pain. And the words spoken were in some Eastern European language, Russian or Slovak. One night I could stand it no longer. My picture tube had gone belly up. The neon fish in my aquarium had lost their glow. The radio was drowning in Mahler. And all I could hear were the sounds of female voices crying out and the squeaking sounds of a mattress. I climbed the stairs to his flat. Voices inside were giggling. I punched the door several times. A slice of his face appeared in the opening door. 

What’s going on? I asked.

He stared at me for several seconds then began to chuckle. 

“Let me introduce myself,” he said. I am British Petroleum. BP for short. I am determined to rescue the human voice. I am making the great Canadian film, and financing the project by selling portions of it as stag films to theology colleges. They think it is about God. He chuckled. It is about me.

We entered a large studio. In the middle of the room was a bed, surrounded by lights and cameras. Two naked young women lay on the bed, feathers glued to different parts of their body. BP did not introduce me but commanded me to sit down and watch. The girls looked at me and whispered something to each other. He made a few adjustments to his instruments then pulled the camera up to his eye. Action! He cried. As the two young women made love, feathers fell from the ceiling, smoke billowed out from beneath the bed, and choral music boomed out from hidden speakers.

After the filming and the girls had changed and vanished, BP led me up to the third floor and into a large room. He flicked on a light switch. We climbed a ladder that led through the ceiling. The night was bursting with stars. BP sat down on the roof and pulled out a tape recorder that he switched on.

We live in a society that considers the artist a luxury, he began. God, I thought to myself he’s going to lecture me. We live in a society that looks at the artist as a hood ornament. They want us to create sweet stories to put their children asleep. I’ll put their children asleep. To get ahead in this society, the artist must be a son of a bitch. 

I turned away and looked out over the city, frightened by the stillness that seemed to hover like a predator over the lights. I looked back at BP who continued to babble on. I was sick of his arrogance and that arrogant Icarus grin. I had a craving to push him off the roof, but I had a feeling that the little bastard knew how to fly.
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Church Street #25

A little drunk man 

screamed several times

into the night,

I need a woman!

After a brief pause

the night

screamed back,

So do I!

Church Street #26

In a hollow dry morning

ambulancesreamingout

t
passed
rushourefugees

o

garbagemen

w

dressed

a

in

r

tales

d


an early mourning tragedy
tears




eva

her cries

pour

jerked off

at

her heart

ing into





smoke.

The firemen glean the ashes for some cause.

The wind scolds them for their feeble gesture.

But the trees are filled with applause.
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Church Street #27

The butcher at JUGGLE’S DELI

chopping up a cow

into 

hors d’oeuvres

curses,

Only the rich can afford to eat like birds.

Church Street #28

SATYR NIGHT

rain never quits

wind 
howling

street lamps spit out

light

everyone is hiding inside
laughing




and busting

except for

cigarettes

an old watchdog at 
DOMINION 



HARDWARE



shoulders
collar tight around his neck



forehead
pulled down like a cap




over




his eyes
glaring






through






store 




storm
windows




brakes

eyes

pools of rain

rise yellow

through parting clouds

growling

the moon peeks



he



lunges
at the darkness

throttles 
midnight
by the throat

moonlight
dripping 
from his mouth.
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Church Street #29

The snow fell like a 

blanket covering everyth




.

Church Street # 30

Xx
XxXxXx XxXxXx Xx Xx Xx Xx Xx Xx Xx Xx Xx Xx Xx Xx Xx Xx Xx Xx


RCMPolice
 stand
 behind
 barbed 
wire

protecting the courthouse from wind e
rosion

reporters shar
pen


their tongues

2 lovers




in the grass




trying each




other on

a mink dressed
up in a woman


selling postcards
a loner dis


of her operation
charges his eyes

the mother of the victim screams


a camera shutters




clouds gather




like bleachers


the sun


squints

a poet watches with eyes closed.
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Church Street #31

A sewer rat’s tiny hands


gripped

the bars of a sewer grate

and cried from his cave,

Plato sent me!

Church Street # 32

HALLOWEEN MASQUERADE

CrossXwalk
2 gay lads


garnished
for the ST. CHARLES



Masquerade


toddled down Church Street



along
Isabella Street

toward the Yonge Street strip

to meet
Frankie
slushed



bawling her eyes out



while eating her gender


Bernie
in Dietrich legs

Maurice

hopping from lap to lap

will attend with some young mechanic from ADDISON CADILLAC

and

Gene will show up

With some hooker from the ZANZIBAR to embarrass them all.

The 2 gay lads prance down the street toward the warmth of the party


passed


the gauntlet of onlookers 

and the stabbing stares where murder rests.


Church Street #33

All the traffic lights at the intersection were red.

Equipment breakdown



car



car

car



car

waited in each direction

reVVVVing up their motors.

All the traffic lights at the intersection turned green.
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Church Street #34

The bag woman
bows
before each fire hydrant



wanders
a





maze





d through the city






chanting



I am one who has no tale to tell.



I made myself a gibbet of my own lintel.

The bag woman 
passes a parking lot






lifts up a 
man







hole







cover

and 


stumbles



down 




into the darkness
onto a cot






reaches over






turns on the TV

just in time to catch David Letterman.


Church Street #35

In the 12th floor condo

two women fighting

over a lover

- each other.


Church Street #36

rrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrring

licking her dreams

stretching her limbs
yawning

she climbs out of her sleep
recalling
the night before

when her heart was taken apart
(some parts were lost

washes




some were relocated)

dresses

a coffee and one slice of dried toast

rushes out the front door
into a





crowd
cliff dwellers

masses




from steel and glass

swarming into 
sub



way



holes.

On the platform a gathering crowd gnaw at the air waiting
she







leans







out

to see the next train appear loses her
balance






falls

scrawled on the subway wall:

Repent now! The world’s end is down the hall.
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The Ice Man

I couldn’t afford a Christmas tree so I decided to decorate a hat tree handed down to me by my grandfather. The old man believed in hats. He called them nets. Ideas, he said, are like hot air. They rise. It was snowing outside on Church Street. You couldn’t hear the traffic. The previous winter she had still been with me. She sent me a Christmas card. It read: You’re not ambitious. You’re angry. I put her card on the mantle. There was a knock on the door. 

A huge figure stood in the open door. He was just shy of seven feet. There were drifts of snow on his shoulders. A mat of curly hair framed his head and face. I looked behind to see if he was alone. There were no footprints leading up the stairs to my door. I remembered dreaming this exact experience that was now unfolding. My mind raced ahead to predict what would happen next but I was always a moment too slow. His name was Peter and he was my new neighbour. 

I invited him in. He had to bend over to step into the room. We moved to the kitchen where I made a pot of tea. Peter was a street jeweler and a sculptor and was interested in renting my basement. I agreed. I could use the money for my own rent. Within days Peter had broad loomed the basement with rugs and remnants of carpet. He set up several workbenches and display cases. He also added a television, radio, and a chesterfield that folded out into a bed. 

I spent many hours downstairs with Peter as he worked. And as he worked Peter liked to preach. There is something inside of us, which we are all trying to deny. It is not the beast or the machine. It is the divine. Why are we ashamed of tenderness? Why must we be strong? I hate these muscles that push apart. What is beauty but art without fingerprints.

Peter bought a refrigerator. And then a second. Soon the number of refrigerators was up to seven. Peter laughingly called them his dwarfs. When they increased to twelve, he called them his apostles. When the number reached seventeen, I warned Peter that they were becoming a fire hazard. Can you keep a secret? he asked. Peter opened each refrigerator, one after another. The light flooded the basement. Inside each refrigerator was a sculpture carved out of ice. The insides of each sculpture were filled with exotic insects. They’re still alive, Peter smiled.  Light from the bare bulbs refracted as it passed through the sculpture creating an effect like sunlight through a stained glass. The first few pieces were minature replicas of classical works, but the more recent work were almost exclusively of one particular woman in erotic poses. 

I did not keep Peter’s secret. I made the mistake of telling BP, the tenant who occupied the top two floors of the house. BP was angry. There must be no secrets with art. The artist’s voice must be heard. I was awoken the next day by a terrible commotion. I rushed downstairs. BP had tried to set up his cameras and lights to film Peter’s work. Some of the sculptures had begun to melt. Peter had picked up BP and his equipment and thrown them out the cellar door into the back yard. When I saw the look in Peter’s eyes, I fled back upstairs.

For a week, Peter would not talk to me. Then one day I met Peter in the street and he began to speak as if nothing had happened. He was ecstatic. I asked him what had so buoyed his spirits. At a recent conference of scientists held in Helsinki, he giggled, a paper was tabled. The report stated that the next ice age was just around the corner. Peter’s eyes danced with joy. Think, he said, of the possibilities!
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Church Street #37

In a telephone booth

a receiver

hung


twisting



at the end






of a cord.

A voice kept repeating,

This line is no longer in service.
Church Street #38

fouroclock
rushourefugees

buses

filling the air



with poison gas

streets

filled with saviors



passed out



on their message



coughing masses

an ambulance driven by a lunatic


carrying a magician


who is leaking out the secrets


to all of his tricks.

Church Street #39

painting a solid white line down the middle of the street a city worker in overhauls

looked


around

smiled

and began in large sweeping curves to sign his autograph.

Church Street #40

YONGE STREET SUBWAY

driver  yawns

gigolo

leans

against sliding

doors


beggar 







sleeping





harlot sleeping
off
the night

deaf man

mumbling


philosopher
lunch bucket
in his hand






leasing out his nervous system

light breaks at end of tunnel



WELLESLEY STATION

train begins to break

wheels scream out

a girl leaning

out over the platform

loses







her balance







falls

The driver feels the thud.

He cannot hear her scream.

He keeps her face filed deep within a dream.
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Church Street #41

A gentleman put his wife to bed,

turned off the light

and pretended to leave.

Waited.

An hour later he joined her in the darkness

trying to feel taller

and imitating her lover’s voice.

Church Street #42

WARWICK HOTEL

CONTINUOUS STRIPTEASE

washes back and forth

over the couple

coupling

in a parking lot between a Pontiac and a Toyota
his gritty







archeologicalfingers

climbing up her nylon cliffs


her museum







mouth moans

teeth cracked like an old cup filled with disease

a cloud shutters

across the moon like a camera

What was that?

she gasps.

God taking photographs.
he grins.

Church Street #43

Strangers in shadows


drizzle






exhaust fumes

staring up 

ST. JAMES TOWN towers

into apartments

practicing their aim.

Church Street #44

Bearded gent 
in rags



playing


on street 



a saxaphone

corners



for practice and rent.

The city was his audience.

He took requests

although he could only play one tune.
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Church Street #45

ageless women dressed in shadows line up every Wednesday mourning outside

ST. MICHAEL’S CATHEDRAL

gaze with contempt at the winos passing by.

the ladies step inside the great house to fill their hearts with grace but

are

shocked

to 

find

a man in rags passed out on the Cross.

Church Street #46

A postcard day in June
traffic was light





smiling was easy

a French girl

danced down the street
naked

selling stamps.

Church Street #47

Reborn xtians

dressed in monk’s robes




mercynaries

selling salvation like Swiss cheese
Smile please!

Trying to convert the planet with the maddening logic:

It was only through Pontius Pilate

that Jesus acquired religious conviction.
Church Street #48

2 drunks

in Great War fatigues


shuttered like a pin
ball
up
Church Street

bouncing

off store
windows and no

parking signs. One staggered




up
to a flower shop display





to plant a piss

while

his buddy




leaned against a billboard
SUPERLOTO





and

A CHANCE AT A MILLION




made a speech.

I’d like to run for high office and

parachute into the mayor’s chair.

Vote for me and everyone will have what they need.

We’ll take all the big shots out into the alley

and shuffle their balls with our knees.

Church Street #49

CHURCH STREET

parades inside parades





An ordered rattle

wheelchoir

smoking man


hole covers

wombs




sharing



gutters




umbrellas


of 








tears

pigeons perched
under




eaves
dropping on 





everyone heading home
beds

a day that began




under

in whispers





ceilings

slips into

snow. 

CHURCH STREET – buried in light.
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The Fire

Touring Church Street I saw each of the Church Street is Burning poems being played out. The pieces were angry, filled with a bitter resignation like a Fellini travelogue. Life but no reason. Where was the big plan? The poems seem haunted like the smiles of old whores.

I leaned against a fire hydrant to watch one particular episode. A local critic came up to me. Realism and humor have their place but how can you leave people without hope. They’ll never get on the CBC. At that moment a cop came up and stuck a no parking ticket on both of our foreheads. The critic screamed, I can’t see! And crawled into an alley where he shot himself between the eyes with his mouth. 

A local wino called King Rat came up to me, peeled the parking ticket off my forehead and whispered in my ear. The fire department has your house surrounded and it looks like hell.

I raced up the street. An umbrella of smoke hung over the house. Sirens and flashing lights collected a crowd. Fire hoses grew out of the pavement like long rubber snakes. One of the fire trucks began to erect a ladder. I looked around for the dice. 

BP was on the roof, camera in hand, filming the holocaust. Above the street commotion you could hear his cackling laughter. Cut off  your ears, he screamed. Pull out your eyes. You will not need your senses tonight. This is the artists’ revenge.

God damn madman! one of the firemen mumbled. He won’t come down off the that roof. Hell, if I’m going to chase that crazy bastard across that inferno. I’ve got a wife and kid to think about.

I remembered Peter. He was nowhere in sight. I ran around to the back of the house. I opened the door to the basement. It was pitch black. The fire had knocked out the power to the house but as of yet there was no smoke. 

Peter, I yelled. 

I grabbed a flashlight that always hung on the wall beside the door. I switched it on. The floor was covered in water. All the refrigerator doors were open. I glanced into the closest box. The sculpture was melting. Insects were crawling all over the insides of the refrigerator. One made its way up my arm. I shook it off.

Peter! I yelled once again. I heard a moan. I scanned the basement with my flashlight. In the corner there was a stand up freezer, door open and turned over. A pair of legs stuck out from underneath its white steel body. I pushed it off Peter. A life size sculpture of a beautiful young woman, now losing her shape as she melted, pinned Peter to the floor. I dragged the female figure off Peter. Bugs were crawling over Peter’s massive bulk. Peter opened his mouth to speak. Several roaches crawled out from between his teeth. At that moment two firemen rushed in and dragged Peter out.

I stayed away from the house for over a month. It depressed me too much. I couldn’t bear to look at the gutted building, which I had once known as home. When I did return renovations had already begun. The landlord had received a considerable sum of money in fire insurance. The police were investigating the possibility of arson.

BP was placed in the Clark Institute until he recovered his mental health. The artist need not create. The world itself is a projection of his consciousness. BP had decided to enter city politics. 

I visited Peter in the hospital. He had put on a lot of weight. No more art for me, he smiled enthusiastically. I’m going to back to school and become a Chartered Accountant.
I moved off Church Street and am now living with a woman who is fighting for the liberation of Northern Ontario. She is from Sudbury where she learned to cough during orgasm. Sometimes I return to Church Street to see if I can find him. The priests always pacify me. If you wait here in the lobby, we’ll see if we can book you an appointment.

THE END

