Wickerpark/oldrelationship Quotes

Sometimes life is a scattering of things and suddenly you discover you are mixed right in with the good the bad and there is emptiness.   

Walking into a room, a bathroom that smells of snails I did not know what to make of that scent, I could only shit and leave it all behind me.

When I got home I sat on the steps and examined my spider veins, counting and massaging, imagining they were temporary. Then tried to sleep on the steps of the apartment because I had no keys.  The boys downstairs let me in with theirs, I would have had to go to the bathroom in the bushes. When inside and listening to my messages the mans voice was too much of a reminder to bear, however I repeated it anyway, somehow comforting. I had not only replaced true instincts but my most valued possession, my intelligence. How that had happening, how he had manipulated it all out of me, so my free will was his say, his making, I could only guess and try to lay it, the anger of it all, to rest.

Fatal: arranged or controlled by fate : the force or principle believed to predetermine events

Sad because it was never part of me to be part of you, even if I wanted to I couldn’t, sad like a  day with no peace, sore feet, shift without a break. 

I felt needy one night because I was alone, without a sense of self, no one to bring  it to my attention I forgot to brush my teeth, to tell me to go to sleep.

The yellow light spread across the room, two fans by the lamp against the wall. the dimness, it made my room a log cabin, myself a pioneer.

Every one of my friends became four year old gum stains on a busy road, black, old.  

books with words so tight you couldn't floss them, like freckles of light upon the pavement

Holding on to tiny things, was no long fulfilling, a Klondike bar, cleaning my room, the friendship ended had also numbed my senses.

I saw a cat today  for the first time in I think ages, it was sneaking around corners  and let me pet its head, warm compared to the hot summer sun.

I’m not suppose to think about dirt, but I do, the homeless people sit everywhere.  

I looked into his eyes, they were open, friendly, I kept looking at them until he found it amusing and gave a small smirk, it didn’t cross our minds the race issue.  

Two men walking down the sidewalk after dinner, speaking in a blubablub language I do not understand.

I looked at the sneakers, they were the kind from the days of driving with dad in the truck running errands, after breakfast full, before lunch boredom, the gray rain making the windshield wipers work and making me want the sun, my face an oily adolescent mush, jaw undeveloped, my back breaking out, my clothes too big and soft for me to stay awake.

The bus window a picture, full of mauve blue or copper silver brown winter evening night, sometimes a blue playground against it, foggy, auras, they can exist anywhere.  

I bring no one here because here is so fragile, soft, delicately teetering, a tiptoe, weight only a hummingbird in your hand, barely, carefully existing, quietly humming, I bring no one here as often as I can. 

You’ll remember the whole street smelled of urine, piss piss piss, the whole fucking city smells as if it has pissed itself continuously, like people who have gone without showering for so long they no longer smell their own body odor, and sometimes I think the streets are covered in a streaks of thin yellow piss stains, and piles of orangebrown crap in the walkway of the subway, the whole underground system was a bad idea  made for fucking rats, rats who can no longer see or smell, maybe shrews that nuzzle along drinking coffee eighteen times a day trying to remember the time, to go to work, to leave work, to go drink, to wear heels and sleep with guys with gel in their hair and dicks filled with money in their crotches, sex and drink and fucking piss everywhere in the streets, and then it rains and there is steam fogging every window everywhere, on nearby schools, and we wonder how come we have headaches, the pressure changes long enough for us to quickly by wintercoats with extra lining, scarves and mittens and wool sheets for us to hibernate. 

a orange squirrel, unafraid of anyone…collecting garbage for its kids, that’s a city squirrel, a red fox must have fucked its mother to give it that hair. 

Have you ever seen someone throwup all over the subway steps, or pee just inches away from you into the street,it’s the equivalent of eating chocolate Pringles, or listening to neighbors fuck for four hours and trying to go about your business. 

