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This probably won’t happen next year.

It's a smallest comfort you can take, it's such a jaunt to get up here, or across, you should say.
The silver (gray) bullet train you take every day, bisecting the city coasts.

Before.

Before your coworker pings, Ms. X (age redacted, mood permanent) “Congratulations to the
real-estate developers on their flawless victory. We are moving, again. We salute their relentless
commitment to ensuring that nothing beautiful, difficult, or minorly profitable ever darkens these
sidewalks again”. It's a candle that smells of mild regret.

“Please do not respond, | disabled my inbox for mental health reasons in 2023”

Anyways, we just wanted to move closer to the river.

You've arrived at your destination, your eyes glaze over, the familiar bronzed faces of cops, the
poor, the weak, plus assorted wildlife. They used to hang Boss Tweed with ink and paper, we
have leveled up a bit, now they are adorable, everlasting, and twice as guilty.

Coin rolling crooks, you say to yourself, embarrassingly. It's the least you can do. These plump

imps marked $ are still perfectly satirical, although with the current state of things in the
Republic, maybe we need a new hobby, something safe, like Russian roulette.






