
The Last Rites Hotel 

H e r e i n the dark of the Las t Ri tes H o t e l 
doors swing askew on hinges, 
keeping t ime to the rock of bedsprings 
where joy is h a d for quarters, even pennies. 

Hotp la tes per form dai ly miracles , 
a n d everywhere grease is rife. 
T h e r e is the bottle w h i c h w i l l h o l d off 
the night . T h e r e is the crack i n ce i l ing plaster 
where despair seeps th rough l ike a s tain. 

I have h a d m y fill of spuds a n d gravy, 
I have d r u n k the red g low d o w n in to m y guts, 
a n d n o w I a m back i n the streets, 
h o l d i n g firm m y course i n the jostle a n d sway. 

W h a t I w a n t is a fair day, a n d no more 
voyages o n the Po l a r Bear w h i c h breaks the ice. 
I wan t embraces w h i c h w i l l never let me go, 
a n d to w a g u n t i l m y sorrow's wagged out. 

B u t w h a t I a m left w i t h is this : a souvenir 
f rom the Isle of M a n , one that r ipples 
l ike sa i l or scar on the sea of m y heart. 

E R N E S T H E K K A N E N 

CORE Metadata, citation and similar papers at core.ac.uk

Provided by University of Calgary Journal Hosting

https://core.ac.uk/display/236118367?utm_source=pdf&utm_medium=banner&utm_campaign=pdf-decoration-v1

