
Acme Zippers

Zippers and buttons hold us in their grip. We are separated by zippers panting to be
parted. Most men remember that ill timed zealous zip that brought tears to the eyes. 
Women have their own relationship with the sound of a zipper. Some women only marry 
for help with a zip up the back, because of fashion creations by cruel designers. Zippers are
limited by open or close whereas buttons offer more room for quiet creativity. It is a 
complex world at the place of opening or closing. I hear zippers when I am driving. I hear 
how the cogs intermingle and clutch each other to pass me down the road. The sound of a 
well tuned machine is still a zipper, but an endless zipper, till the gas runs out of reach.

I met Constance when I was with another woman who unzipped from me to leave 
the country. Constance was a very resourceful woman and had owned a health food store 
and made her own clothes. I liked that kind of independence in a woman a sure sign of 
intelligence and awareness.  I hadn’t gone looking, it just worked out by the voodoo of 
midnight mumbled wishes or fate. It was comfortable, she already knew me and knew I 
was safe, so some of the parry and thrust we set aside and slid into an unfettered coupling.

I worked sanding the highways and drove a dump truck converted to spread the 
sand and salt on the road. More zippers moved the sand and salt along to fall on the 
spinners that spread the mix. Twenty speeds with two gear shifts double clutching the 
wheel. Twenty guys’ offseason farmers or bikers clumped in a long trailer. Lights were 
flicked on at any hour between midnight and five in the morning. Feet into boots already 
standing in an inch of slush mixed with sand and salt. It would all get too much for 
someone or maybe two guys stuck in the city over clear snowless days. They would OCD 
the place from top to bottom. Maybe a pot of stew or beans unzipped.

It was dusk when we crossed to the island in Toronto Harbour, the ferry left trail in 
the water like run in a stocking. The community on the island was unzipped from Toronto. 
When Toronto came to visit it was in the afternoon, the islands would empty after dark. 
The people living in that little community learned to love the darkness.  The dinner we 
prepared was served by candle light after the red sun’s last glow. All the chopping, frying 
and boiling opened up our senses. By the last bite we moved easily through the darkness to 
the bedroom. Zippers dueled in a duet. The baton conducted our train down the tracks to 
an uncovered world of lush valleys and gentle plains. Distant cities became one, zipped up 
in the night. I would zip early in the dark morning to get back to my other post. We carried
on this way until Friday the evening before I could sleep in. I did sleep in and Constance 
brought me breakfast in bed. It was so warm to have the sun streaming in the window with 
the sound of gulls and waves. She giggled when I pulled her down for one more time, but 
this time in the light. I saw the shadow across her face as she looked at my expression of 
desire. She had never seen me in the light. Everything was different now, but why? I asked 
again and again until she finally told me that my circumcision answered all she needed to 



know. Circumcised men carry a deep pain that ruins them for life. I didn’t think it 
mattered, but it wasn’t my zipper after all. As she explained my pain, I felt more and more 
like her discarded imperfect celery stalks and carrots. I understood now though, I was not 
organic. We tried to be close, but it was never the same. I returned to the camps on Sunday 
a day early.

My comrades welcomed me back with extra work if I wanted, they didn’t mind if I 
was inorganic. I wanted, no, I desired to be alone on a loader clearing the snow along guard
rails on the 401 as the cars zipped by. With each bucket, I jettisoning frozen slush peppered
with dirt into a waiting truck, for hours. There is something almost erotic about man and 
machine the way the power of the cogs zip together and move.

I was back to my old self. It had been a week without constant snow, so there was 
only the occasional dusting of black ice to occupy those left in camp. It is interesting how 
honest men can be when they are alone with another guy or two and you all share the same 
interest in, not being there. I asked if the trucks did the same thing to them as streetcars 
did to me. I had missed many stops convincing the tent pole in my slacks to relent and let 
me off where I wanted and not with an added long walk back. One of the boys admitted 
that some of the old trucks we nursed through the storms were more erotic than others. 
The vibrations could wind them up with desire for their girlfriends. The debate began 
although since it was only us few it could not be a mass debate. Which truck was the best, 
gas or diesel? Harvester, Deus, Cummings, Power Stroke, Benz or the newer Hini’s before 
tune-up or after or could any stand up to a Harley. Which brand put more tension in our 
zippers?

The phone rang and that took me away from the conversation. Constance needed a 
ride to Orangeville, to house-sit a friend’s place. She wondered if I could help her out as a 
friend, she emphasized friend. I already felt totally zipped, but she was a good cook and 
dinner was included. I would be the only unoraganic thing at the table. I couldn’t let her 
think I had turned to inorganic stone, so I said yes. I told the guys at the table. I am not the 
type to kiss and tell, but there was an obligation to warn. They thought I was crazy to say 
yes, but turned again to the good vibrations. One of the guys told us that one of his 
girlfriends loved his Harley more than him, so it seems there is not gender restrictions as 
far as inorganic machines are concerned.

It is funny how complex we are. One minute we want to help in a selfless act and the 
next we are remembering how hard done we are. I had been thinking about the taxi service
I was offering over the days before driving down to get Constance. Sweet and sour thoughts
were fermenting in my pants without the underlying whine. How dare the silly sew and sew
reject me for such a bizarre reason, we had been so good together? The ride there was even 
worse, I had to do something or should I say something? The ferry was late enough for me 
to act on an immediate impulse. Would it work, who cares even if it just helps me feel 



better? I raised the hood of my old 66 Valiant and pulled two wires off the spark plugs and 
closed the hood. Constance had seen me as the ferry docked and asked if there was 
something wrong with the car. I said yes it has been running rough, but that it would do the
job till I got a tune-up. Reassured she climbed in her side and I do mean her side. The way 
that she clung to her side made me feel that unorganic was accompanied by other 
behaviour like brutish, and rude. The car ran well considering there were two wires 
missing, but it also throbbed like a Harley. At first she seemed disdainful that her ride was 
not perfect, but I kept reassuring her that the car was just having temporary problems and 
her ride back would be a lot smoother.

It is not a long ride to Orangeville, but long enough for her to relax and move closer 
to the center and then lean my way. She started to say that she thought I was one of the 
nicest guys she had ever been with, but that she had to be true to herself, she said it was 
something she and her therapist were working on. She said that since she had confronted 
me that she had been back to her group and they had applauded her strength. For eons 
women have been oppressed, her small act had been a blow for all women. I told her that I 
had found it endearingly spunky of her.  Now we were conspiratorial, she moved closer. I 
told her that I had done some reading on the subject of my mangled member. She was 
right; I had been a child unable to defend myself. I wanted to do something about it; I 
wanted to shout out for all of us young boys who had been unzipped. There was an 
operation, but there would always be a scar, was it worth it? She moved closer. One sharp 
turn had her hand in my lap close enough to reach out and soothe. A few bumps in the 
driveway convinced us to stop talking and get the door open. Dinner could wait!

She couldn’t wait to soothe me. I rested my troubled brow on her heaving chest and 
slid like a zipper to her perfectly organic orchid. We zipped our lives together for one more 
time. Dinner in the nude with a cute little party hat she made judicially for me out of a 
piece of lace from her own petty coat melted our scars with humour. When my interest 
waned my hat would fall off. She diligently made sure that did not happen often. We shared
dinner in each other’s lap and lapped dessert in the bedroom. We continued late into the 
evening until her millinery skills abated. I zipped the brass of my GWG’s and headed home
with solid closure.
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