Dovid Kanarfogel

Notice

Damn her. She can just go fuck herself, I’m moving on. If she thinks I’m that needy that I’ll stay, despite all her bullshit, then she can just go fuck herself. This, I don’t need.

Two miles from her place to his. The streets mocked him with their apathy. Hot dogs and taxis just kept zooming by. Nothing was different: “POST NO BILLS,” stenciled in white, half covered by a poster for some party; the clank of the metal gratings that never seemed to close seamlessly; eyes hiding behind sunglasses, designer baseball caps, dreadlocks; ten free-newsletter kiosks in a row, nobly ignoring the passersby; headphones bleating the sounds of a love song by a band nobody’s ever heard of except this one fan who, naturally, acclaims them as rulers of the music universe to anybody who’ll listen.

Waiting at the traffic lights was torture. The stomp of his rage was interrupted as the actualities of living required him to break his mind from ranting. He was defenseless here, required to observe everything and everyone, moving on. Each corner had faces with a million things to do, a million reasons to do something besides go back home and contemplate life, women, and life. Two miles from her place to his, passing through nothing.

People back home say this city never shines. Well, here’s the sun, and here I am. Get ready, world!

Descending the concrete steps from her new apartment for the first time with a grin, she lightly allowed her hand to follow the curvature of the black-painted railing. This would be a leisurely walk, no endpoint in mind. Just to see everything. It all glistened with potential. The city was a vast moving sidewalk, not just carrying her people along but encouraging them to move further. Nothing wasn’t moving, nothing wasn’t prepared for anything. Cell phones rang, shirts and pizza were on sale everywhere. Mothers dressed their babies like debutantes; debutantes dressed their dogs like babies. The blondes and the bombshells, invariably turned the heads of the guys who passed, who whistled and ignored the sneers of other women walking behind them. The quaint hydrants seemed ready to burst, the landscape photos ready to just off the table and onto a wall somewhere. Restaurateurs pulled out their checkered canopies, pretending that the tables in the doorways were actually outdoors. Windowsills replaced benches as benches; no two people seemed to have the same color bag containing their lunch. The smells of pizza and hotdogs reminded her that everything here lived unto itself, betraying the collective identity of the city by shouting its own independence. The permeating off-handed disregard for everyone else was remarkably endearing, the character of the city with no one character. She was welcome so long as she needn’t be welcomed.

This is my new home. Here will I thrive, here will I exist as myself. No small town fears, no awestruck, dumbstruck, tourist-like behavior. I am a New Yorker. She promised herself that nothing in the city would ever make her notice it. Not in a place where everything was beautifully noticeable.


Neither saw the other coming. It was an innocent bump, two pedestrians looking away. One had been thinking that the sidewalk needed repaving, the other that the worn brick walls seemed so homely.

“Oh, excuse me.”


“Sorry.”


A real interaction with a real person. Someday that’ll be me, she mused happily.

Bitch, he thought.

A police cruiser sped past, sirens blaring. It turned the corner a block down, and the sound faded away. The traffic resumed.
