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Please Don’t Talk About Me When I’m Gone

By David Perlmutter

1.

“I’m telling you, there’s been a mistake! I don’t belong here!”

“You’re one to talk about mistakes, kid!”

The two speakers of these words, suffice it to say, came from very different backgrounds. The latter speaker was one of many here in this rather standard immigration office, identical to numerous others across the continent of North America. Yet, in this case, the circumstances were different. This immigration officer was in charge of a special kind of new immigrant: fictional characters from television land whose programs were about to be or had been cancelled. Here, however, in the person of the oddly dressed young man in front of him, he seemed to perceive what looked to him like a special case.

The first speaker was more accustomed to awkward situations as his life had been one big awkward situation. His name was Cicero Clayton, and, until recently, he had been one of the stars of the popular American/Canadian animation series My Best Friend Is A BLUENOSE? which, until recently, had been running with modest success on both the American Moving Drawings and the Canadian CanuckToon cable channels. That is until, unbeknownst to Cicero and the rest of the cast, a dispute over marketing, profits and royalties had cut the show off in the middle of production. The arrogant Canadian government wanted more money out of the cut as well as script approval rights, which greedy, selfish Moving Drawings was unwilling to pay or grant. So Cicero and friends now found themselves “on the bubble”, as it were, until when—and if—production of the series resumed. Which is why Cicero (or “Sissy”, as he was affectionately called by his associates—against his will) now found himself face to face with the immigration officer guarding the gates of this new, exciting place called Purgatory.

The immigration inspector had more than a few suspicions about the creature standing in front of him, likely because Cicero was not dressed in the fashion commonplace to boys his age. Rather, he was dressed in what one could easily describe as a girls’ usual fancy-dress party outfit consisting primarily of a white and blue print dress and white saddle shoes. It was accented in his case by a charming brown purse, a poorly dyed brown wig with a chemical that stung Cicero’s eyes, and a white sun bonnet. Why he was dressed in this fashion was because of the machinations of his “best friend” who, after considerable nagging and shaming, had convinced him to risk life and limb by coming to Gorsebrook Junior High School in Halifax, Nova Scotia, which they both attended, dressed like that. She was, no doubt, somewhere in the vicinity of this seemingly endless lineup of people from cancelled or suspended television programs, and she would have the devil to pay, he vowed, if he caught up with her!

“Got any boyfriends, honey?” the officer said, condescendingly.

Furious, Cicero threw the hat and wig on his head to the ground, gave the officer “the finger”, and said the most apropos thing he could think of:

“I’m a BOY, asshole!”

The officer was unfazed—he had seen and heard worse, and he wasn’t about to let this mere child interfere with the conduct of his duties.

“So you’re a boy dressed like a girl.” he said, ironically, to Cicero. “What of it?”

“Yeah, I’m a boy dressed like a girl!” repeated Cicero. “There’s plenty about it! I am not supposed to be here, if you didn’t get that already! I’m supposed to be in Halifax filming my program. And I want to go back NOW!”

“Sorry, kid.” the officer replied perfunctorily. “Your show’s been cancelled!”

“WHAT? We were filming just now! How could you do that? Can you do that?”

“First, word came down from the big bosses to give you the axe, so that’s what happened. ’Nuff said! Second, we can and we will! Now, move along, kid—you’re blocking the…”

“Now wait jus’ a goddamn MINUTE!”

The officer was taken aback by this outburst, as it seemed to have come out of nowhere from something—or somebody—who was quite clearly a powerful force of nature. Cicero groaned, for he knew exactly who—and what—this force of nature was.

Her name was Susan MacKinnon, but she was familiarly known by the more fanciful, hip and precise name of “Suzy Mack.” Red haired, and clad in a hat, sleeveless blouse, skirt and shoes that were entirely blue (with the exception of a prominent white “SM” monogram on the front and back of the blouse and skirt and the sides of the skirt), she stormed like a hurricane to the front of the line from the far back to protect her friend Cicero from the vagaries of this unknown, Kafkaesque bureaucracy.
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