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I was their damnation.

	She spoiled because I painted. I was a hoary soul, a blood-bought happiness. She scolded, she said: Do you take me for a lap-wet girl? … Answer what? I kept quiet. We sat in the station entrance, she cursed and rubbed the scab on her heel. A supervisor crept up from behind. According to the house rules, sitting on stairs is prohibited. I got up immediately, stretched out my hand to her - slap on the fingers.

	You change your mind – impossible. It was easier to flick peas through a burning hoop.

	She called me: a decomposer, an ink-squirting animal. She condemned my stealth.

	She abused me because I was sweating my face wet. The officer beat me to the rabble; he stayed close to me: love faded, a guy is yelled at by a woman, the guy could cause trouble. The handles of the cloth bag cut into my shoulder, and I suffered. She charged forward, her shadow cutting my lunge. I was a dog following her. No character, no honor, just hungry for food. Her thickly braided hair on her back in full view. She turned around as she walked, said: Don't touch me, never again! ...

	She spoke cursed words. Don't listen, I thought, later she won't be sorry, later she'll forget. The cloth bag fell at my feet, I bent down, her fist brushed against my ear. The officer wanted to intervene, kicked the bag aside and asked: Is the man bothering you? … His colleague pulled on tight black gloves. The men wanted to arrest me, I protested: Just a crisis, just an argument, Dahlia is raging, but it will soon be over, Dahlia's heart isn't broken and I'm sure I won't hurt her... I sounded suspiciously like a Sunday lunatic.

	We negotiated, I tugged at the hem of the thin jacket in embarrassment. You asked ten questions, I gave ten answers. Dahlia disappeared.

	 

	The way to her house took me through the street of abandoned shops. Fragments of the curb at the height of a betting shop, small boulders, rubbish strewn across the sidewalk.

	The former owners were converted: work in the slums was seldom worthwhile. On the balconies sat women with shiny, freshly creamed faces. They looked down. They smoothed the eyebrows down. They smelled at their fingertips.

	Her sons embraced the tough school: No distractions allowed; others were allowed to rest until one grew moldy; for every excuse you lost a healthy tooth. Worship made their mothers happy. A woman sang a song, fell silent in the middle, leaned far out of the window.

	Her husband died at an unguarded level crossing. His young sister-in-law was behind the wheel. The car was hit by the train and dragged along. The rumors wrinkled the woman. She bought thinly sliced bread, each slice exactly three inches thick. Now she said: I paid one fourteen pounds for eight slices of house bread... We talked, she saw my grief in my eyes. I moved on, I wanted to snap at flying snippets that the wind blew away.

	 

	The door to her apartment was ajar, the light was on in the hallway, she had left my bag next to the coat rack. She was sitting at the work table:

	Dahlia illuminated by the pale light of the device.

	In the backyard, the caretaker's cat bit a turret intruder. battle cries of an animal.

	She said nothing. Ugly minute of crushing. Not a word of doubt, parting words were not worth considering for them. I begged God, asked for luck, it didn't happen. follow-up impossible. Impossible to pacify. Silence after the fireworks.

	
 

	I said: don't we want to get along? ... No honor, no character, just hunger. Little dog snapped his stubby tail.

	I put the spare key ring on the table.

	The day slowly turned into evening. Every shadow a smudge. She tensed - was I looking at her like a showpiece? Would I capture this frozen image on paper? You're not taking anything from me with you, she said quietly. Get out of this room. I tucked her scarf away from the coat hook, she should miss it. go.

	In the park, on the bank of the pond, tire tracks in the mud.

	A child was bawling, it had wet its pants. A southerner changed his diapers in front of everyone. Her husband jumped out of the bush as if to ward off a deviant. I stretched out my hands: pencil calluses on my middle finger, graphite dust under my nails. He waved me away. There was a tired young cleaning lady at the bus stop in front of my front door – I would want to please her. I knew the timetable by heart, she had to wait almost ten minutes. I stormed up the stairs to the third floor, unlocked the door, immediately dropped the bag, grabbed my sketch pad, sat down at the window, put the soft lead on top slightly to the right. At the beginning of the portrait: the parting. Don't tremble. Smooth out the paper with your other hand. Down there woman, viewed from above, light blond hair, woman wore overalls,

	The bus stopped with a jerk and she got on in the back. She was deaf in her left ear, but she didn't want to be considered semi-deaf. The lady in the seat next to her nudged her, turned to her, bowed her head. Now she understood, thanked her, brushed cobwebs out of her hair. She thought: I'll dress up tonight, I'll go out, I'll only have two glasses of wine, I'll go to the bathroom, look at myself in the mirror and be happy that my forehead is free of wrinkles and furrows. She got off six stops later. Five minutes later, in the bathroom of their ground floor apartment, she rubbed moisturizing ointment over her forehead, chin and cheeks. She thought: What do you call a mouse that builds its nest in a cat's ear - bold or stupid? Courage of men - an abomination. Despite it. she was in a good mood she wanted to place twigs in a man's ear. Skirt and blouse in muted colors, heelless shoes, no bait. She ate standing by the balcony door. No makeup. No heart bond in mind.

	She slipped into the summer coat with the roughened button placket, left the house, roamed the streets, and never stumbled. A man coming towards her cooed at her, she didn't smile. Past town houses, past small wild gardens. Those who had moved in from other parts of the city were plain and dull people. She thought: bushland of men with money; does not choke on the bite, which easily gets stuck in the throat.

	The place down the street belonged to a mechanic whom she had had to turn away. He saw her enter, nodded, pointed with his chin to the free cat table at the facade window. She draped the coat over the back of the chair—as a precautionary measure: she would be forced to sit up straight. He asked her how she was on the day, remaining discreet. A man undeterred in spite of the little evils. Three children from two women, feuds with the women who punished him for withdrawing from more intense relationships. He said: Your feet hurt... Yes... Recommend footbath... Every night before bed... That's good... He disappeared into the kitchen, the waiter brought her a full glass of cold lemon water, wished her a good drink. That sounds strange, she thought, someone in their mid-twenties shouldn't be using such old-fashioned words. She looked down and noticed the tears in the shoe leather. A woman entered the restaurant. Short skirted, high chopped. Wore black. Brass buttons on jacket. Beautiful in the light and in the shadow. The innkeeper flinched at the sight of her - no, wrong: he stared at her until she turned away. She came to her table and said: The company of a stranger must be a burden for you. may i sit down The best tables are reserved or occupied... She sat down, introduced herself: Sara. Alma. The company of a stranger must be a burden for you. may i sit down The best tables are reserved or occupied... She sat down, introduced herself: Sara. Alma. The company of a stranger must be a burden for you. may i sit down The best tables are reserved or occupied... She sat down, introduced herself: Sara. Alma.

	The women were silent like weary warriors in the lull in action. They ordered drinks, they tugged at the fabric of the blouse, the skirt, the jacket. Sara smelled of hyacinth. The landlord spoke to the waiter, instructed him, brought his chair, sat down and waited. So, Sara said, I had my molars pulled. You know I had it planned back then. Now I've got a narrow, hollow-cheeked face... He tried to compliment her and failed. Was it the bar noise? Did the strange woman, the eyewitness, bother him? But Alma did not give up her place. She also didn't want to go to the bathroom out of sheer politeness. There she would have just locked herself in the cubicle and stared at her fingernails, absorbed and sullen. He said: We had an agreement. I don't associate with your friends i avoid your neighborhood I won't get in your way. Why are you showing up in my shop? ... Enough time has passed, Sara said, I see you succeed ... And he smiled at her - it was a perversion of his face. He remembered her farewell letter, he quoted: You are a pig that gnaws dead fingers. Your ass is too small. I have nothing more to say. Stupid guy... Four short sentences, very memorable, unforgettable verses, hate and anger, hits, had been there, he would have to admit. She was pleased with the praise. A look at Alma: an indifferent woman. Sara promised her that she would finish soon, she just wanted to clarify one more thing with her former boyfriend. Yes, she said... do you succeed... And he smiled at her - it was a perversion of his face. He remembered her farewell letter, he quoted: You are a pig that gnaws dead fingers. Your ass is too small. I have nothing more to say. Stupid guy... Four short sentences, very memorable, unforgettable verses, hate and anger, hits, had been there, he would have to admit. She was pleased with the praise. A look at Alma: an indifferent woman. Sara promised her that she would finish soon, she just wanted to clarify one more thing with her former boyfriend. Yes, she said... do you succeed... And he smiled at her - it was a perversion of his face. He remembered her farewell letter, he quoted: You are a pig that gnaws dead fingers. Your ass is too small. I have nothing more to say. Stupid guy... Four short sentences, very memorable, unforgettable verses, hate and anger, hits, had been there, he would have to admit. She was pleased with the praise. A look at Alma: an indifferent woman. Sara promised her that she would finish soon, she just wanted to clarify one more thing with her former boyfriend. Yes, she said... unforgettable verses, hatred and anger, hits, had sat, he would have to admit. She was pleased with the praise. A look at Alma: an indifferent woman. Sara promised her that she would finish soon, she just wanted to clarify one more thing with her former boyfriend. Yes, she said... unforgettable verses, hatred and anger, hits, had sat, he would have to admit. She was pleased with the praise. A look at Alma: an indifferent woman. Sara promised her that she would finish soon, she just wanted to clarify one more thing with her former boyfriend. Yes, she said...

	I put pen and paper aside and began to fill in empty spaces. Two portraits, two exposed faces, women looking at the viewer. empowerment. Silly word that came to mind. Helmut, the youngster, had said it a long time ago. The year it broke out because everything, almost everything, went wrong against all expectations. He briefly considered the transition. New clothes, new faith, new city. My best friend Helmut, his favorite sentence: There's no hospital up there in the sky... Enough of that. The ghosts of my bad days were gone, there was no need to call them out. I spread lard on the bread, ate two slices, didn't touch the third slice on the plate. Arrange colored pencils, the next painting frenzy would come. My last works caused me annoyance. Oil on canvas, Acrylic on hardboard, wild things, fruit baskets, landscapes, passers-by with or without a dog on a leash, desolate things. Extinguished the embers. Picturesque, not a painting. I saw and recorded everything. What a mistake. An apparatus could do that better. The picture on the easel in the largest room: six feet by two, canvas. What did I see, what did I paint? Trick and trick, weirdo art. creaminess. Men who have grown out of the earth, writhing figures, a playground. I spat at the picture, saliva running in a straight trickle to the bottom edge. I had become a do-it-yourselfer, I was supposed to buy chalk, I was supposed to try my luck as a plaster painter. For an hour I was busy cleaning, doing the dishes, doing the laundry, changing the sheets. I took five-minute breaks between jobs. Break from regular work. I was grieving at my pictures on the walls, so I hung them up. I had become as clever as a dog that doesn't want to burn its snout on hot meat. For the dozenth time I thought: She won't call. Season of cold hearts, no one cared, soon I wouldn't care either. Get out, definitely outdoors. Magnificent passers-by, pollutants in the lungs, city air, forehead, skull and sagging skin, and the body only a container for organs, pigeons fluttered around them and me, city plague. it wouldn't bother me soon either. Get out, definitely outdoors. Magnificent passers-by, pollutants in the lungs, city air, forehead, skull and sagging skin, and the body only a container for organs, pigeons fluttered around them and me, city plague. it wouldn't bother me soon either. Get out, definitely outdoors. Magnificent passers-by, pollutants in the lungs, city air, forehead, skull and sagging skin, and the body only a container for organs, pigeons fluttered around them and me, city plague.
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