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LIKE DON DRAPER CLOSING A DEAL 

 

I take you hostage. 

 

I say I did it for the real estate. 

 

I did it because you love someone else. And 

because your dick is huge. And it should go on 

its own European tour with a three night stop 

in Amsterdam. 

 

I did it because you look suspended in a suit. 

Because I can’t buy you in my size on the home 

shopping network. Because you kind of look 

like my dad. 

 

Yeah, because you kind of look like my dad. 

 

 

 

  



LIKE CANDY CRUSH 

 

You sit a beer on top of my swollen stomach 

and I swig your shoulders back and forth into 

the corners of my mouth. 

 

I tell my mother it’s complicated but it’s really 

not. She knows I’m lying any way because I 

told her about you during the summer of my 

sophomore year when the kiss you never gave 

me evaporated on the window of my car. 

 

Here are the things I’m banking on tonight: 

1. That cell phone games are really sex 

games. 

2. That you think Jon Lennon would have 

been pumped if he knew how many times 

Imagine has been sung on American Idol. 

3. That hockey playoff beards are just 

asking for trouble. 

  

 

 

 

  



LIKE A STEAMROLLER 

 

Every morning when I walk to work there’s a 

guy in a harness on the top of a new high rise. 

Every god damn day the guy stops what he’s 

doing and takes his hardhat off, like a tribute, 

but doesn’t say anything. 

 

This morning is different. This morning the guy 

takes off his hardhat and when I look up there 

are two fingers forming a peace sign. I get 

deer-eyed and construction wanderlust but his 

tongue slips between the peace sign and I 

realize it’s not an armistice between strangers. 

I realize the guy actually wants to fuck me. 

 

A little kid sits on a balloon and the bang 

amplifies through the platform and the guy 

begins to stumble. 

 

Oh you. 

  

 

 

 

 

  



LIKE A METAL BAND 

 

After graduation my professor tells me I’ve 

done all the studying and all the writing and 

now it’s time to get laid. In the corner of your 

bedroom is your kid’s class photo. When I’m 

on top I rest my hand on the frame and pull it 

down and yelp I’m sorry but you don’t care 

because you feel like fucking Dave Grohl. 

When I ask you to choose your own adventure 

you tell me in a dream everyone is talking 

about us and listening to Slayer. 

  

 

 

 

 

  



LIKE PLAN B 

 

You sit on the coffee table with your hands 

cupping my kneecaps. You told me once never 

to learn anything about myself. Never know 

what my favourite colour is or what I like to eat 

for dinner or how many days 28 really is; it’s 

just too dangerous. When I say son of a bitch 

you laugh and it hurts because part of me 

wants something to grow between us. When 

you aren’t laughing at me I think you may want 

it too. 

  

 

 

 

 

  



LIKE GRAVITY 

 

I want you to get an erection every time you 

think about me. I want you to hang your hat 

on it after a long day at work. Your house is 

lined with children’s toys that hold it all up. A 

Buzz Lightyear holding up your body against 

my body and waiting to see what falls first. 

  

 

 

 

 

  



LIKE FORGERY 

 

I sign a doctor’s note that says I can’t go to 

work today because I have pain all over but 

mostly here. When I say here I mean chaos. 

When I say chaos, I mean I hung onto the 

strands of your hair and found something I 

didn’t like. You’re not fooling anyone when 

you stand in my living room all skeleton and 

bouquets. 

  

 

 

 

 

  



LIKE AN EXPANDING DOOR 

 

The summer before university I slept in your 

room for a month straight.  My mom thought 

I was at practice because she couldn’t see that 

my lungs had expanded. You liked that I had a 

voracious laugh. My mouth was always open 

like a velociraptor waiting for its dinner. You 

liked that I showed my teeth; it made you sure 

I was honest. After a month I went back to my 

house. My mom hugged me like I had been 

missing.  I sort of had been. 

  

 

 

 

 

  



LIKE DRIVING AND LISTENING TO MY 

FAVOURITE SONG 

 

Today I passed the final exam you gave me. 

There were a lot of hard questions but there 

was one at the end that I could not answer: 

 

Why return to the scene of the crime? 

 

I was too embarrassed to write that I just really 

like you. A lot. Like driving at night in the 

summer and listening to my favourite song. 

  

 

 

 

 

  



LIKE NINETEEN 

 

The age I discovered my bones were enough. 

The age I was legal to do everything and 

nothing. The age where I used everyone 

around me to get what I wanted. I made lists 

to make sure I didn’t forget who I owed and 

what the payment terms were and who 

wanted to kill me. 

 

When we’re sitting in the car on the way to 

Toronto, the way your hand sits on mine, on 

top of the shift, says I’ve paid you in full but I 

know that sometimes you still want to kill me. 

  

 

 

 

 

  



LIKE FAKE PLANETS 

 

The Royal Ontario Museum  

means something to everyone but  

especially to me. 

 

In an episode of Friends 

Ross brings Rachel grape juice and 

they make out all night in the planetarium. 

 

This didn’t happen to us but  

we both think it did. 

  

 

 

 

 

  



LIKE NEW YEAR’S EVE 

 

We wake up twisted in a fitted sheet and I seek 

out perfection like a dandelion. I don’t want to 

talk about it; I just want to sing all the way to 

my house. I won’t even tell you what I’m going 

to sing so that changes everything. It’s too late 

to tell you that I believe whole heartedly in the 

physics of the first day of the year, which is to 

say I’ve already failed at the next 364 days. I 

still don’t know what friends with benefits 

really means. 

  

 

 

 

 

  



LIKE THE MAPLE LEAFS 

 

I’ve played your voicemail 17 times and 

haven’t cried at all. You tell me how much you 

hate Wendel Clark. You tell me how much you 

love Doug Gilmour. We’ve come so close to a 

syncing breath. We’ve been saved by arriving 

in separate cars. If you could screw me into the 

steering wheel, you would. The day you got my 

phone number was the last night you spent in 

your own body. 

  

 

 

 

 

  



LIKE TEA AND BISCUITS 

 

I came into microphones  

on my bedroom floor while  

listening to Placebo. 

  

 

 

 

 

  



LIKE PISCES 

 

I called you on  

your birthday. 

 

A cord knotted  

between us. 
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