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Tales of

by Immanuel Labour

I'd contemplated resigning
from my cacographical pur-
suits with the helpful as-
sistance of the Gazette sub-
scribers who enthusiastically
endorsed that decision. Some
of the comments I'd made
concerning rotund joggers,
and poor housing facilities
were not met with the humour
i'd intended. For two weeks
I've been narrowly dodging
speeding cars driven by irate
landlords, one of whom hap-
pens to own the house | live
in.

I'd merely described his
various real estate holdings as
being decoraied in “late sev-
enties Woolco”.

After the heat and water
were mysteriously turned off
in my flat, | realized that any
prior notions that i'd enter-
tained concerning a working
relationship between the land-
lord and myself had, through
the magic of the written
word—vanished. No decent
individual turns the water off
while someone's hair (mine) is
in full lather. | think it's safe to
say that my landlord has been
called many things over the
years, none of which could be
construed as ‘decent’. It was
at that moment, with hair

along with the books.

dripping Breck Formula 1,
that the words of a famous
rabbit (Bugs Bunny) came to
mind—"of course you know
that means war!”

Retaliation is an inherent
Upper Canadian quality, so in
terms of fighting dirty, | like to
think | come by it naturally.
The gloves are off and I'd
prefer to use the Upper
Canadian scoring system—
blows below the belt scoring
highest.

I should probably begin
with the stairs leading up to
my 2nd storey flat which
incidentally, do not exist. Use
your imagination, or simply
take a stroll down the south
end of Henry Street to see
what | mean. Thus far the rope
ladder has been somewhat
adequate, but recently it
nearly strangled a woman
friend | love dearly. Lately it's
become increasingly difficult
to entertain.

In retrospect | should have
suspected something was
amiss from the very be-
ginning. I'd phoned for direc-
tions to see the place and the
location was given as “the
grey house on the corner with
the cross burning on the front
lawn".
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Terminal Tenant

My landlord has been widely
accused of being cheap. He
isn't really cheap, although
he's the only person | know
who scrapes the droplets of
Crest toothpaste off the wash-
room basin and serves them
as after-dinner mints. It's to
be expected of a man who
wears white vinyl shoes and
Purina checker board pants.

It isn't often that | have the
opportunity to write about a
fellow with the IQ of a gerbil,
least of all have him as my
landlord. Apparently he's able
to sleep comfortably while his
overcharged tenants are forced
to subsist on Alpo. | would
moralize for pages extolling
the virtues of good tenant /
landlord relations, but | won't.
This case certainly doesn’t
warrant such a pedestrian
attitude, so I'll treat it in the
true National Enquirer tra-
dition—slander, libel and gos-
sip.

The way | see it though, as
long as the water is turned off
and my brother-in-law is the
current Deputy Treasuer of the
Tenant’s Board, I've still got
him by the thighs, or there-
abouts.
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