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	I.

CHICAGO, 1920’S

2.

black limousine

skids a

round a corner

a man hangs

out

of a window sets off the sidewalk with machine gun fire

two men fall down 

a dog bleeds with barks 

an old gentleman comforts 

his heart 

two little girls 

drop their dolls 

the dolls scream out 

a woman

pushing a baby 

carriage abandons it 

for shelter 

the sun seeks cover 

behind a cloud

3.

night time

docks

great grey beast

rum ship

unloads

two trucks parked headlights on

gun fire

one headlight winks

4.

dark panelled room

meeting

eight men smoking

cigars

doc, the snake, lucy callegio, skaky reece, eyes bailley, 

guido venerio, old jim 

and the shadow of

big al

5.

doc’s mouth

a scar 

below a moustache 

above a chin

the dutchman has gone too 

far

last weekend he opened

two new bars

on the east side

we gave him the beaches

               but

he ain’t satisfied

if we’re going to silence him

let’s keep it quiet

find someone who uses
his finger with discretion

i don’t want to donate

any more photos of lincoln

to the police commissioner’s

personal pension fund



skaky reece speaks up
i know some muscle

from out of town

couple of swell fellas

who live in Detroit

one of them is mute

the other is married to a nun

all members of the committee

vote by spitting out their cigars doc seals the contract kissing the desk

with his fist

6.

large black limousine a

long black

highway

countryside

darkness

inside the limo

dutch sits

in the back seat 

with his girl

aiming her nostrils 

at the carnation 

in his lapel

just tell my ma 

we got plans 

to get hitched 

the girl pleads 

she’d be so pleased 

to think 

she’d whelped 

a daughter 

and not a bitch 

dutch laughs 

your mother 

what about mine 

she’d fall into

highsterics

if she found out

i
didn’t marry

a catholic

coppers boss

the driver cries

pull over 

the dutchman says 

we don’t want no trouble 

today my horoscope warns

i’ve got to be careful 

of men in blue 

and sheep in grey

7.

the limo is pulled

off

to the side of the road one motorcycle in front 

the second behind 

cops standing on 

either side of the car 

unloading their guns 

into the back seat

please no 

the dutchman cries 

i’m just a passenger 

the woman confides

8.

the driver stands 

outside the car 

facing one of the killers 

you boys from Detroit

are real good 

very smooth 

doc will be pleased 

the second killer 

shoves a gun into 

the driver’s back 

no no

the driver cries 

you’re making 

a terrible mistake 

i was never included

in the act

9.

an old model T rolls 

along the road 

as the cops pump 

the driver up with death 

the woman

in the car 

says to her husband 

now don’t stop walter 

this is

none of our business

10.

CHICAGO DAILY STAR

DUTCH DEAD

police commissioner 

ted mcguire 

reports that the dutchman 

has come under 

recent fire

the police have 

no substantial clues 

but one man 

was told by a second 

who heard a rumour

there were two negroes seen 

in the vicinity

of the murder

II.

a long parade 

of limousines 

covered in flowers 

trailing a hearse 

into a cemetery

terrible terrible 

a voice from 

one car says 

a second adds 

not safe to send 

your children 

out into the streets 

to play

12.

a priest

casts words

over the casket

an old
woman 

cries

comforted
by the tears of others

hats to hearts 

the bowed shiny heads 

of notorious gangsters

a beautiful funeral

doc says

dutch woulda 

‘preciated 

all duh flowers 

eyes bailley smiles 

i tought dah

carnations spelling 

tot ziens 

were ah noise final touch

13.

outside the cemetery

a reporter and a cameraman

rush up to doc

a picture

a question

is it true doc 

that you are now 

the boss of bosses

what are you talking about 

doc smiles

I run a respectable 

flower shop

one of doc’s boys 

takes the camera 

dismembers it 

against the road 

cops watching smile 

ain’t you got no 

respect for the dead 

the thug grins 

the teeth in his mouth 

all in a pile

14.

night snow

falling

truck unloading men

bent

over carrying crates 

labeled

PARADISE FLORIST

FLOWERS FOR ALL

OCCASIONS

two men

nursing tommy

guns

one cries out 

can’t you guys 

hurry up 

it’s Christmas eve 

i’m a family man

15.

doc’s office

a small man

blood running out 

of his

pockets

sits tossed in a

chair

two men stand 

on either side of him 

to make sure 

he doesn’t get too

comfortable

the doc stands 

guarding his table 

if what you say

is true 

you’ll never have 

another thing 

to worry about 

the small man’s 

smile trembles 

it’s true

i heard a guy 

in a bar say

he heard a guy say

there’s a contract out on you

who put a contract 

out on me 

doc’s mouth spits out

i don’t know 

the little man says once 

and then says again

the two thugs 

comb the chair 

for the little man 

who squeals

you

promised 

if i told the truth 

doc smiles 

but his mouth 

cannot hold in

a laugh

and i keep my

promises

you’ll never worry

again

never again

16.

eyes bailley wilts 

in a chair 

doc stands at the

window

blotting out the sun

we dragged dah streets 

and it’s true 

boss

dare’s a contract signed 

made out to you

by a dude 

called dah match

no one has heard of him 

before

dough dare’s a rumour 

he’s from amsterdam 

where he’s known 

as lucifer

17.

doc turns over a grin 

arrange a meeting 

tell this match

to dress 

for the occasion 

i’ll pack some heat 

he can fill up 

on lead

18.

PARADISE FLORIST

shop is filled 

with 

brightly coloured fixtures 

exotic flowering plants 

doc stands under a light 

the stranger 

known as the match 

remains in a shadow

doc pulls out a gun 

well match 

you were foolish 

to come here 

alone and unarmed

i’ve come to collect 

what is mine 

the match says 

from the darkness

as if it is the shadow 

which has the mouth

i don’t know you 

doc snarls

a grin lights up 

the corner

you remember a young boy  who stirred an old

woman’s face 

into a stew 

with a piece of iron 

you remember a young

boy

trembling in a men’s

room

begging to be reprieved 

spared recognition 

rescued

by a man in black 

with a foreign tongue 

you remember the

price

doc’s hands shake

i was only a kid

a minor

below the age of 

consent

besides i hold

the gun

and the bullets 

that still need 

to be spent

19.

across the street 

from the flower shop 

two of doc’s men wait

smoking cigarettes and discussing a

middleweight

when

two shots are heard 

chased out into the night 

by a

death screeching laugh

20.

a long parade 

of limousines 

covered in flowers 

trailing a hearse 

into a ceremony

terrible terrible 

a voice from 

one car says 

a second adds 

not safe to send 

your children 

out in the streets 

to play

21.

a priest

casts words

over the casket

an old
woman 

cries

comforted by the tears 

of others,

hats to hearts 

the bowed shiny heads 

of notorious gangsters

a beautiful funeral 

skaky reece says 

doc would have

appreciated the flowers especially

the lovely arrangement 

of roses

eyes bailley 

jerks back a smile 

doc was quite a fella 

saw him commit 

some wonnerful tings 

and always 

wid a smile 

but i never taught 

i’d see dah day 

he’d rise ta suicide.

THE END


	SAMUEL BREMMER: American culture, the film industry, Hollywood has introduced two new mythic figures into the human psyche. They are the cowboy and the gangster, the representative of goodness or innocence, and the representative of evil or corruption. Both are characters who seek that highest of all American ideals —freedom. Besides representing good and evil, they also represent the country and the city. Americans have always had a distaste for urban life. It represents rules, law, restrictions. In a way I suppose the cowboy represents what most Americans would like to be, while the gangster represents what they fear they might be. Simplis​tic, I know, but it is the American mentality. Being a Canadian I have been both attracted and repelled by the American vision. It is highly ro​mantic and simplistic. So what am I getting at? Well, the Canadian, being a spectator at close range, cannot keep a straight face. We are born sceptics. We laugh. And so that is why, to answer your question, we made a light comedy out of this gangster film.

SAMUEL BREMMER: Mr Kelly, our financial backer, said to me after I had told him about the project, he said, how are you going to unite vio​lence and comedy?… Of course all comedy is based on cruelty, sadism or masochism. Perhaps that’s why we al​ways link a psychotic killer to someone who laughs or giggles a lot. He’s enjoying you see, his own private joke It’s also true, I think, that every motion picture of importance made in America, must deal with violence. America is a violent land. So much for paradise.. . What Europeans some​times forget is that the 1920s in America are somewhat parallel to events in Europe after the decline of the Roman Empire. . . and I think the gun has represented in American life, what the pamphlet has represented for Europeans...

MAURICE DUBOIS: There is the obvious Faustian story. But what I think the film implies is that all of us make contracts. Call it the gamble if you will. But we throw ourselves out of our youth and into some profession, life style. We all make deals. Call them compromises. We make these deals not fully realizing all the implications, all the consequences until many years later. Call this the mid-life crisis... Sam told me once that evil was the wish to die. It was protracted suicide, a kind of cowardice, an unwillingness to face up to our own nobility. The character called ‘the Match’ is the per​sonification of one gangster’s death wish, which explains, I think, the so called ‘twist’ at the end of the picture... I never saw the film as a comedy. If it is, it’s surely one with a sinister character, a black mood. laughs Perhaps that explains why Sam cast me as ‘the Match’...

SAMUEL BREMMER: I think that children’s cartoons are the most vio​lent of films. You can see animated ducks being grated like cheese, cats being skinned, coyotes blown up, dogs losing their tails. And I think the worst crimes in history began in sand-boxes, under the gaze of smiling moth​ers. Cruelty begins in the womb.. .1 think we misunderstand violence; too often it is confused with cruelty just as death might be confused with disease. Violence, like death is a part of human nature, while cruelty, like disease, is an affliction. For some, of course, vio​lence should be repressed. For others it should be channeled into other di​rections. We forget that there is just anger. If you want to get rid of vio​lence, you might as well decide on get​ting rid of all the passions: lust, anger, love, hate, jealousy, despair. Also, it seems to me we too often align vio​lence with acts committed by individ​uals. But there are institutional forms of violence: racism, poverty. . . I might also add that I’m very sceptical about this new notion of preventive medi​cine, that you can somehow weed out

potentially violent individuals or races... The only way to deal with violence, I believe, is to make it crea​tive, into the arts and the sciences, and the laws, and the buildings, and the shops, and the streets — in short: culture. I believe in the law: less culture, more violence.

LESJA BROWN: Sam was fascinated by violence. It mesmerized him. And he was very interested in men who were violent. He wondered what mo​tivated them, what passions drove them. Maybe this was because he was such a gentle, civilized man himself. I remember once when Sam and I were in a bar and a fight broke out. I wanted to leave. Sam sat there stunned, in a trance. Later he said to me, Lesja, it happened so quickly. It happened so quickly... One weekend Sam dragged me around to every dive downtown. These places were filled with low life, not much above cess pools. Sam wanted to interview prostitutes. Some of the girls were quite offended, thinking the two of us perverted. I was surprised how prudish some of them could be. Even though their conver​sations were spiced with colourful words, still they were shy about talk​ing. Sam had to prod them with questions, and money. I didn’t find much of what we heard too edifying. Sam was delighted. He said it was all research. I wasn’t too sure. I don’t think you can divide yourself in half, separating the artist and his needs from the man. Sam disagreed with this. He said he was the living proof that I was wrong. . . Sam was es​pecially interested in one girl, a beauti​ful black girl from Jamaica who told us that an old white man had once paid her two hundred dollars to watch her cut the calluses off her toes. Sam asked her if the old man was a vegetarian. The girl laughed. She quite liked Sam and I think if I hadn’t been there ... Well that’s another story.

MAURICE DUBOIS: Yes, I think that the whole thing was racist. I know, Canadians think they are be​yond racism. But the so called scandal involving myself and Barbara ends that belief. If I had been white, there would have been very little, if anything, said about our living ar​rangement. But the thought of a big black cock moving in and out a of lily white pussy. You’ll excuse me for the crudity but that is the level I im​agine the whole rumour spread. All the trash that was printed, inferring that Barbara was committing bestiality... Yes, there were all kinds of threats. And there was the infamous situation in the bar. Even the dailies picked up on the story. The whole thing, I believe, ruined what Barbara and I had at the time. Barbara was horrified at the publicity, afraid that her parents would hear about it, afraid for her career. As it turned out the scandal helped the box office of The Contract and probably helped Bar​bara’s career... It left a terrible taste in my mouth though. I felt sick. As if I’d been invaded...

SAMUEL BREMMER: We had a lot of trouble shooting these scenes. We wanted to use Mount Pleasant Ceme​tery but the bishop would have nothing to do with us. Neither the Jews nor the Protestants were any more co-operative. Finally we were forced to rent head stones and mount them in a park that was being built in Etobicoke over an old garbage dump...

SAMUEL BREMMER: When I was young, I read Dante’s Divine Comedy, at least I read the Inferno. And as I read, I asked myself, did Dante enjoy writing this? Did all those Christians enjoy reading it? The answer I think is obvious. Yes. Of course they did. But why?

SIR JOHN BIRD: Sammy and I were sitting around one evening over a cog​nac and a cigar. We were talking about some incidental things regarding the film and then suddenly, almost out of nowhere Sammy said to me: John, I looked into men trying to find out if we are good or evil. But the more I looked, the harder I gazed, I found - neither. Later on I thought about what Sammy had said and what I found so peculiar was that this statement was so out of context with our conversation, so abrupt, so unexpected...

SAMUEL BREMMER: Sometimes I wonder if this world isn’t hell. Perhaps justice is God’s punishment for our past sins, and our illusions of salva​tion, Satan’s private joke.

MAURICE DUBOIS: No. Its not true. I didn’t beat Barbara. Maybe a little slap to keep her in place. But I am no Othello...

SAMUEL BREMMER: I am fasci​nated by funerals, by the expression on peoples’ faces. You see the same facial expressions on people waiting in subway stations or dentists’ lounges...

SIR JOHN BIRD: There was a prob​lem at the end of the film. What should be the final image the audience should carry out of the theatre? Eyes Bailley’s smile? The arrangement of roses? The bowed heads of the gangsters? Sammy finally decided that the screen should go suddenly black and remain black several seconds before ‘THE END’ ap​peared in bright white capital letters.
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