Stalls…


My fantasies are what’s real to me now.  My life is in a state of constant numbness as I pass quietly by all of the endless possibilities from Hamilton to Gower.  I love this city, it hates me, but for some reason I love it.  It could be the fact that this is the first real city I’ve ever lived in (or what I perceive as a real city).  I pass by shops, places for sale, for rent, and I think to myself “oh… if only I had the cash I could set up a great studio in there, or a shop, or anything…maybe a coffee shop”.  But these streets are already littered with such things.  Not that I’m complaining at all, I’d just like to own one of them and maybe live above it in the fictional loft in my mind.


I move further down Duckworth, careful not to slip and fall on my ass, as most people do because of the insane ice and snow.  And we all know how well kept the side walks of this city are when it comes to winter; you’re lucky if you can make it down sideways.  I pass by couples, so urban , so “downtown” .  Fuck ‘em.  Artists, poets, dreamers, we’re all alike, just walking these streets, back and forth waiting to be discovered , trying desperately to be acknowledge in some way, everyday, never changing.  A couple appears to the right of me.  She looks like a writer. Him?  A painter,definitely.  They link arms, smiling, swaying for balance on the ice like a pair of beginner figure skaters.  They look so happy, so in love, content, settled into a world that I can’t even begin to imagine.  I smile and pass by, turning back to capture the perfect Kodak moment of the small child dangling from some kind of kiddy sack on the man’s back.  We make eye contact.  You know how kids do that kind of point followed by a grunt when they see you…I got that. I think he was mocking me, rosy cheeks and all.


I stop on the corner for my regular large dark and oat cake.  As I’m placing the lid on my cup I turn to see who’s around (this being a happening spot and common place for friends to pop up).  I see a pretty face that I can’t quite place at first.  I know her, or have seen her somewhere before.  She makes eye contact.  Shit, I hate this.  I hate when you know you know someone but can’t remember how or even a name and then they come up to you and you have to do that whole embarrassing thing of pretending you know and give a fuck.  But just before she get’s a chance to get over to me I am intercepted by a familiar face.You.  Perky and charming as ever you have appeared at the exact moment I needed you most. “Let’s smoke and walk” I suggest.


We leave the coffee shop and head even further down the street.  I suggest maybe a walk but it is starting to snow, and not that light thick fluffy Christmas snow, it’s more of a wind picking up, smacking you like pins and needles in the face kind of snow.  You suggest your place, it’s just up the street.  We end up there and I am greeted by a furry friend who somehow manages to put me in better spirits every time I see her.  Her name is Hannah and she is a huge black lab.  A teddy bear really and her and I are best pals.  I’m like that with all of my friend’s dogs really, I should just stop giving them so much love and get my own.  Dogs really make a house a home and they take to me really nicely.  So by the time I’ve stopped wrestling with Hannah you have already packed a decent sized bowl and I join you in the living room.  We decide to fly high and chat for a while.  We never really hang out just the two of us.  There are usually at least 3 others around or we are working or whatever. Obstacles you know?  I sit, we talk, I listen, I love the way your lips move.  I always get transfixed on the little things about you when we talk.  Maybe this is why we are never alone together.  When we are, even if its for a minute, there is this weird chemistry that happens, this wall of lust or like or something.  You just give me those butterflies and caterpillar feelings when it’s one on one.  And for once it happens.  I think we both wanted it to:

The look

The first touch

The nervousness

The caution

The moving behind closed doors

The lock

The fear

The lust

Your smell (silken Skin)

Tasting

Finding spots

Losing clothes

The cold

The heat

Intensity 

Your thighs

The small of your back


Even the mattress you bought at the Sally Ann when you first moved in.  I helped you move it up 3 flights of stairs…do you remember that?  How hard it was to fit in this room?  Why am I thinking of this now? The dog is barking downstairs.  You shake and moan; I thrust, I bite (but not too hard, wouldn’t want to leave any evidence behind), you quiver, and then, then the sound that echoed throughout the house and shook us apart: a door.  I jump out of the bed and into my pants.  I gather what’s left of my things and throw them on, quickly rushing to the living room.  We are on the third floor so this gives me a few moments to get my shit together.  I turn on the TV and light up a smoke.  I hear  footsteps and then a voice calling to you.


I take a moment to relax and remove any sign of guilt from my person.  I look around the room long enough to catch a glimpse of some photos on top of the big screen tv.  There are a bunch of Hannah , a few of camping trips, paris, but the one that stood out, directly in front of me, shunning me , was the one with “love/Warmth/Trust/Soulmate”, that kind of stuff, etched into the frame.  And it was a picture of the two of you, looking happier than I have ever seen you.  I felt sick, like vomit sick.  I know it’s not really perfect, or she wouldn’t need me.  Those words surrounding them in that frame were written by strangers who have no idea if that’s what they are.  It was probably a gift from their parents or someone equally as cheesy.  They are more like a something + me as the noghting= bad.  Yeah, that’s a good description of the equation.  Put that on a frame.  


My mouth (despite the sweet taste of nicotine) still lingered with the salt from things we could never admit out loud.  “Hey dude” he says , throwing me way off-guard, plopping down next to me on the couch, almost on top of me.  I was so scared at that moment that we were caught.  So scared that he’d smell it; the deceit, dishonesty, you, me the sex.  I shift away from him uncomfortably.  “How was work” (I ask smugly).  I don’t really want to know the answer, why did I even ask it?  By this point you had arrived to save me yet again.  You had jumped in the quickest shower known to man but made it out in time to save me from what would be the most painful conversation I was about to have.  He jumps to his feet , leans in and kisses you (trying to cop a feel under your robe).  I look away, afraid most likely of what I knew already existed; but I turned back just in time to catch a glimpse of your flushed face.  Your eyes never looked so sad.  I had to go.  I could feel it working up.  Bolting was the only option at this point.


“Shit, I’ve got that call at home to wait for and um (noticing a book of Buddhism, picking it up) and oh, thanks for this, I’ll get it back to you very soon”.  A book of Buddhism?  Why didn’t I just grab the copy of Rent right next to it.  Fuck I’m an idiot!  I grabbed it, bid a goodbye and flew down over the 3 flights of stairs to my jacket and shoes.  I took the time to lace them up and when I stood up was surprised to find you there, behind me.  “Buddhism?”  you say , “It’s all I got”.  This is not what I wanted to happen, this is not what either of us wanted:


You: Um…we probably shouldn’t let this happen again..


Me: I know, definitely not.  Not fair to him, he’s a good pal, I knew him before you and this isn’t the way it should be and…


You:No, I’m selfish and just wish things were different is all.


Me: Really.


You: really


Me: well, that’s the way it always is, I’m used to it so don’t worry yourself okay?  I’ll show myself out.


You: So we’re alright?


Me: (never) Always!


I leaned in for a hug.  It was short and sweet.  Not like our usual hugs, but it was what it was; an end .  I said goodbye to Hannah who at that point had made herself comfortable at my feet and then I made my exit.  I walked the 20 minutes to my house in the pouring rain.  I held my breath until I got home, so I wouldn’t break down, or cry, or think myself insane.


As soon as I got in the house I realized I was alone.  Sans roommates, sans her. I decide to run a bath, it always helps me relax, think things through, over think things.  So , I run the bath, pop a cork and light a reasonably small joint to calm myself withing the walls of my bubbly bed.


I stayed there , silent, for what seemed like hours.  All of a sudden I hear a knock at the door.  ì¥Á
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nd found this on the floor In my room

Me: Shit (taking it from you) I have to stop leaving that around! Wait, did youwalk all the way over here for that?!


We both just kind of stood there for a second, awkward. What a stupid question on my behalf.  She’s the kind of person that would walk in the pouring rain to bring me my phone but we both knew this was not why she had come over so soon.

Me: Jesus, come in out of the rain, what am I thinking!  You’re soaked.

You: yeah, thanks

Me: I was just-

You: taking a shower?

Me: Bath actually… you were quicker with your shower!

You: (with slight sarcasm) well what was I supposed to do?  You bolted, showering was my quick escape.

Me: Okay, alright.  Listen I just cracked open a bottle of red. Why don’t we put your clothes in the dryer and have a glass and a chat while it dries.  

You: No, I should probably just get his car back and stuff.  He’ll probably wonder what’s taking so long.

Me: Oh, you have the car.  

You: Yeah

Me: So, you drove here and you’re that wet?

You: I stood outside for a while before knocking. I was apprehensive for some reason… don’t really know why.

Me: I probably would have done the same

You: No, you wouldn’t have, it’s just silly.  We’re adults, I should be able to handle this better.

Me:  Well, let’s be adults then.  I get you some dry clothes and I’ll throw those in the dryer.  We’ll have a glass f wine and talk like adults.  I’m sure you can come up with something to tell him.

You: Yeah, I guess it wouldn’t hurt.  It would be harder to explain my clothes being soaked.


I smiled and walked up the hallway to the bathroom to retrieve the bottle of wine.  By the time I had returned you had begun to remove your clothes.  I went immediately to the cupboard and poured you a glass.  We had a brief awkward moment as you stood there topless. “To the rain” I said, like an absolute tool, we clinked glasses and I went to my room to get you some dry clothes.  When I came back you were shivering, standing there in next to nothing.  I found myself staring at you from the entrance hall.  I didn’t even realize it until a got a wet bra thrown at my face.

You: what are you looking at?!

She laughed.  I laid the dry clothes I had brought out on the chair next to me and bent down to pick up the bra.  When I straightened up you were easily 3 feet closer to me.  It was like you had floated across the kitchen in one slight movement.  Covering yourbare breasts you took the shirt off the chair.  I noticed some goose-bumps starting to form on your porcelain skin.  It was like your body needed to set up one last defense against me.  It had created little colonies that were expanding on your body to fight me off.  I reached out and gently touched a few beneath your rib cage.

Me: Look, you are freezing!  Why don’t you just jump in the tub for a minute to warm up or get a quick shower to get rid of the chill?!  I’m done in there now so..

You: (taking a big sip of wine) Is there room for two?


We didn’t make it to the shower/bath.  In fact we barely made it to the bedroom.  In some smooth move concocted by the both of us we hit the down filled bower of my bed.  Every part of me was screaming inside because we were only thickening the plot of what would surely turn out to be an unhappy fairytale.  I touched you this time in a way that I hoped would burn fingerprints into your flesh.  I wanted you to still feel me in a week, a month ,a year, when you lay in bed with him or anyone else for that matter.


We thrashed about the room, turning it upside down, mattress and all.  And when we had finished we just lay there for about 20 minutes, just starring at each other.  I  closed my eyes after a while and you traced images on my face with the tips of a cluster of your hair.  I could have fallen asleep right there and then only you wouldn’t have it.  You kissed me, over and over, as though my lips were the last lips you would ever get pleasure from touching.  With every kiss you took a little ounce of life from me, but I secretly took some from you as well, whether you realized it or not.  I opened my eyes again and we gazed deeply into  each others souls. In yours I saw a silent film; you know, one of those black and whites where the bad guy has me tied to the tracks and you bound to the horse’s saddle, dragging you off into the sunset. The sound of the train not too far off in the distance. No escape for either of us.


I lean in and kiss your eyelids shut so that I don’t have to witness the end of the movie. Then I close my eyes and gently place a lasting kiss upon your lips. And as I pulled away from you I opened my eyes and you had disappeared.  Not literally but I don’t deem it necessary to discuss your departure from me.  I guess I still don’t quite understand it myself.


I think back to the times we spent starring at each other’s eyes…I still don’t know what you saw, but I’m sure it was beautiful.

Stalling Still…

I have a fantasy about you, us.  Don’t tell me it hasn’t crossed your mind. Don’t tell me it hasn’t crossed your mind.  I sit here at my desk and imagine it playing out several different ways, always different, same outcome.  I picture it like this most times, you cause me to picture it this way because it’s almost happened a few times, we just wont allow it for some reason:

We (we meaning  a bunch of us , as per usual.  I’ll keep these people as WXYZ and J…J being the biggest obstacle)  We are sitting around, watching TV at your place.  We are all in the mood for one of those sit around with a few bottles of wine/beers , a bag of pot and some hilarious reality television.   Problem is when we all arrive and get comfy we realize that none of us have any pot.  Big problem… in a room full of pot heads and no one is holding anything?!  “It’s okay” you say, “Y” isn’t here yet and she will be home and holding loads.  Anyone up for an adventure?”  I pipe up for fear of the worst “Um..doesn’t she have to work in like a half hour?”   Everyone knows this is true as we all scramble for our cell phones and frantically put our money together for 

