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 An exploration of the beloved train station; Myrtle Broadway. It's a mystical 
crossroads boarding Bushwick and BedStuy, serviced by the J, the M, and the Z. 
Myrtle Broadway is a magnificent place filled with the sights and flavors of a time 
long forgotten. At Myrtle Broadway time stands still. On any given day you may 
peacefully listen to the pigeons chirp, the squirrels rustle in the branches above, 
and the alcoholics rejoice in the street. To me Myrtle Broadway is an unattainable 
love. I can appreciate it from afar but unfortunately I do not call it my home. 
Instead I got Broadway Junction, an objectivley inferior location. But alas. I accept 
what I have, and maybe one day I will be able to sneak my way into Myrtle 
Broadway. As for right now it’s five stops away. rigjr 
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Out of socks I had to do laundry. Since I moved to 
New York socks have been the thing forcing me 
to do laundry on a weekly basis. Perhaps I should 
buy more socks, but I like my weekly trip to the 
laundromat. It gives me a sense of consistency in 
life. Hey! I should throw away half of my socks, 
become a regular at the laundromat, and befriend 
the worker who smokes cigarettes inside.  
He seems like he has interesting stories. I have 
too much confidence in my ability to befriend 
this man. In actuality I’d  go there twice a week 
and stare at him from afar. Slowly creeping him 
out until he says something. I’d reply with a 
rude statement making an enemy at the closest 
laundromat. That would be a bad idea. The 
laundromat on Broadway is garbage, and I don’t 
want to walk there. 
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“It doesn’t take much 
to be better than our
laundromat.”
-Amy Wilson
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 A vegan cafe in Bushwick at the corner of Broadway and 
Suydam. I wanted to go to a trashier location, but was not in the 
mood to be heckled by the alcoholics and junkies that conjugate 
around Myrtle Broadway. They’re interesting, however they tend 
to be distracting while drawing. One time I witnessed an alcoholic 
screaming at a bus at seven in the morning. He was wearing a 
Winne the Pooh jacket which said, “Silly Old Bear” on the back. 
He made my day. This was on Broadway, but a Broadway in a 
different city. There must be something about Broadways. Anyway, 
this particular type of person  is why I abandoned Dunkin Donuts 
and came here. It’s not bad. The decor is pleasant, it’s warm, and I 
found a couch to sit on. 
 Fuck! Am I morphing into a stereotypical  “Bushwick hipster” 
today?  I am in fact at a vegan cafe doodling in my sketchbook for 
hours on end. Oh no! I don’t want to be clumped in with them! 
Sure five years ago I would have been fine with it, but not right 
now. At least I’m not wearing one of those half yam-aka beanies 
that don’t cover your ears or the puffy sneakers. I think I am good, 
but why do I care? Who gives a fuck. I probably shouldn’t have 
smoked before I came here. Yet what was I supposed to do? I had a 
massive headache and no ibuprofen to take care of it. At least my 
headache is gone.
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...docile
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Taarika wants a latte and I want an Earl Grey. I owed her money so 
I offered to purchase the beverages. Unbeknown to me, we are in a 
vegan cafe.

Batista: What can I get for 
you?

Me: May I have an Earl Grey, 
and a latte?

Batista: What kind of milk?

Me: Regular.

Batista: (snarkily) This is a vegan 
cafe. We don’t have regular milk. 

For some reason this really aggravated me.

Me: Fine. I will have a large latte with two 
dollops of human milk extorted from the 

sixth person to walk into this cafe, and a side 
of whipped fermented polar bear cheese!

Now that’s what I wish I said. In 
reality this is what I said.

Batista: Cool. (Hands me Ipad).

Me: Almond.

I inserted my debit card. I 
leave no tip.
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....that good shit
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 An establishment that’s half flower shop half cafe. Well 90% cafe, 
10% flower shop. The flower shop is for show, but I don’t mind. The sun is 
aggressive, the coffee is mediocre and overpriced, and they are playing music I 
don’t usually listen to. Last night was fun. I witnessed Amy give birth to a fish 
during a performance. The group she performed with is called Non-Grata. They 
are an interesting cast of people, and we were up well into the morning. I’m 
surprised I made it here before sunset. It’s irritating that the sunsets so early 
in November. Now I have to brood in the darkness instead of brooding in the 
sunshine (I’m really not this grumpy. I’m just adding these bits for comedic 
value. Did I ruin the humor of the book by admitting this? No. Nobody actually 
reads what’s in parentheses so I’m good). 
 
 I should give birth to more fish. That isn’t necessarily possible, because I 
am neither a fish or female. Maybe if I decided to give birth to more seahorses 
this statement could be half true. Yet, I don’t want to give birth to a seahorse. 
If I’m going to give birth to something it’s going to be a fish. Perhaps a cod or a 
stripper. I can sell it at the fish market, and profit off my misfortune of having 
sex with a fish. In this scenario the sex is consensual, but it’s the fish’s idea. 
I just go with it out of boredom. It’s cold and slimy and I leave disappointed 
having not ejaculated. Yet the fish ejaculates, and I leave pregnant. I don’t tell 
my parents. Instead I confess to the priest at my local church. We both know 
I haven’t attended mass in five years, and am not a believer in the Catholic 
faith. I question why I even decided to go there. Yet, the tiny confession room 
gives me a void to scream into; it’s comforting. Suddenly my water breaks. It’s 
salt water. A fish pops out of my butt-hole or pee-hole (I haven’t worked that 
part out yet). I say my Hail-Marys for shits and giggles and drive down to Water 
Street where I sell the fish. 
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One medium roast. 
That’ll be $56.75. 
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-Watch out for flying 
bananas. AYYYYYYY!!!
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...The hot chocolate 
was sub-par
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 It was a cold night, the first time it has snowed since I moved to New 
York. I rushed from the train station to the nearest interesting place to draw. 
There was a hole in my sneaker and my feet were soaked with frigid water. I 
could not feel my digits. Jones Beach was warm, and the lighting was peculiar. 
The bar was decorated adequately and I enjoyed the music. They played 
Neutral Milk Hotel, Dookie, various shitty pop-punk songs from the mid 
2000’s, 50’s music, old Christmas songs, and some swing. The crowd aggravated 
me, but I am a bit of a misanthrope so crowds always aggravate me. It was to 
be expected. A bit sleep deprived I began to draw. They did not have my usual 
Narragansett, so I ordered a Tecate. It was $4, and I left a tip. 

 I returned two days later, on a Friday night. I did not bring my 
sketchbook, intoxication was my objective that evening. I drank two gin and 
tonics. They were $6 each (reasonably priced similar to what I would pay for a 
G&T in Rhode Island). The first gin and tonic had too much tonic, the second 
too much gin. The bartender was grumpy, and didn’t know what she was 
doing. However, it was fine. There was terrible rap music being sung in the 
back-room, and a man offered us edibles. I considered purchasing one, but I 
renumbered I cannot handle edibles anymore. Amy pointed out that there is 
also a Jones Beach in Wicker Park in Chicago. It’s a chain!
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The Music Room...
Moments later the worst rapper in Bushwick rocked the house. 
No amount of gin and tonics could save his performance. The same
could not be said for others.
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...5 star service 
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Me: What’s your name?
Amy: Amy Wilson. Amy Gillian Wilson.
Me: Amy Gillian Wilson.
Amy: Mhm.
Me: Which part of your name is your favorite name?
Amy: Gillian. Actually I like having the name Amy. I used to not like it but 
when you take the words apart it says A MY like Amy. Now I like it, because of 
that.
Me: Ya it’s a good name. Now that brings me to my next question which is 
kind of unrelated, but related at the same time. If you could be any planet in 
the solar system. Our solar system including Pluto, this is the method they 
used 20 years ago, which one would you be?  Keep in mind you can’t say any 
of the moons, you can’t say the sun, you can’t say the asteroid belt. It has to 
be a planet.
Amy: Neptune.
Me: Neptune. Why?
Amy: I’ve always been really attracted to Neptune. When I got really into 
astrology just the characteristic, the personality characteristics of Neptune 
became really alluring to me. It’s all about mystery and creation, and 
imagination, and it’s a very sensual kind of secretive planet that’s very 
interesting to me. 
Me: Yeah, it’s the farthest real planet from the sun. 
Amy: Really?
Me: Well Pluto is a dwarf planet.
Amy: Is Neptune the farthest in the solar system? I thought it was Mercury?
Me: No, Mercury is the closest.
Amy: Oh my god, it’s so easy to memorize. I should just know all of these right 
now. They should be facts of life. 
Me: Do you want me to do them for you so you have them for a future 
interview when somebody asks this question?
Amy: Yeah.
Me: Okay so starting from closest to furthest it’s: Mercury, Venus, Earth, Mars, 
Jupiter, Saturn, Uranus, Neptune, Pluto.
Amy: Ah okay.
Me: But sometimes Neptune is further from Pluto because of their orbits. 
Amy: Oh wow.
Me: So Neptune and Pluto are kind of like the same. Okay so ya you’re into 
Neptune, and as you know Neptune is the god of the sea.

Amy: Yes.
Me: And you grew up by the ocean.
Amy: Yes
Me: Do you think your fascination with Neptune has anything to do with you 
growing up by the ocean? 
Amy: I mean, I don’t want to say no, because I don’t think you should assume 
what influenced you and what didn’t, because our lives are so intricate and 
you never know how one thing affects the other. So I don’t want to say no. But 
I’m also not a huge ocean person. I know a lot of people are obsessed with the 
ocean, and want to be close by it, and I love the ocean. I think it’s gorgeous, 
but I don’t feel that really deep relationship with it that some people do.
Me: Yeah.
Amy: You know what I mean? I feel like the ocean is a big thing. But um yeah 
I’ll say yes still.
Me: Yeah I’ll take that as a yes for my survey of planets and oceans. So we can 
change topics a little bit.
Amy: Okay.
Me: So we can change topics a little bit now that we covered the Neptune 
thing. So how are you at arm wrestling?
Amy: Umm that’s funny I was actually thinking about arm wrestling the 
other day. I was daydreaming, picturing myself in an arm wrestling match 
beating everybody. But I haven’t done it in a while. I mean when I arm wrestle 
against females that are my size I usually win.
Me: Yeah.
Amy: But anyone bigger than me or any male I’ll lose.
Me: So if you were to rate your skill you’re good in your weight class?
Amy: I think I’m decent in my weight class.
Me: Yeah. I mean I’m pretty good at arm wrestling. I could probably beat 
anybody on the block. Best person on the block at arm wrestling.
Amy: Oh yeah?
Me: Yeah.
Amy: Thats cool. 
Me: I’m not gonna do it though. I don’t want to throw out my arm.
Amy: Yeah take care of yourself.
Me: Yeah I’m going to put some aloe and sunscreen on it. 
Amy: Yeah, yeah.
Me: Keep it nice and loose. Would you like to arm wrestle?
Amy: Ummm, sure.
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Me: Well ya know I don’t know if I want to do it. I just wanted to see if you 
would do it for future reference. 
Amy: Okay well you got the information you needed for that?
Me: Yeah, yeah. I’ll come back to you in about a week or two. And maybe I 
have one final question maybe I have two more. I don’t know how long you 
want to do this thing for.
Amy: Oh I could go all night.
Me: Okay me too, great. So um there is a big debate between these two cities 
in the United States. The continental United States. It’s for the coldest city 
in the continental United States. It’s either Fraser, Colorado or International 
Falls, Minnesota. I think it should go to International Falls, Minnesota. 
Because Fraser has the alpine thing going for it. It’s really high in the 
mountains. I think that’s kind of bullshit. If your the coldest you have to be 
the coldest all throughout. International Falls is way down in the plains so 
technically if they were higher they would be way colder. Fraser just has the 
alpine thing going for it. So, what’s your opinion on this?
Amy: Personally I would have to go with Minnesota, because I know 
Minnesota is notorious for being cold. And Colorado of course it has all four 
seasons, but I don’t associate it with the cold the way I do for Minnesota.
Me: Yeah.
Amy: Minnesota winters are even worse than Chicago winters, and I’ve lived 
in Chicago. Um so I’m just going to go with that, because I’ve already had 
assumptions about it. 
Me: Yeah I think you’re right. And they’ve filmed a commercial saying 
International Falls is the coldest for a car a couple of years ago.
Amy: Oh wow.
Me: I mean GM is a standout company. So yeah, I think you’re right.
Amy: Yeah I love the wheels on those trucks. 
Me: They just keep rollin and rollin.
Amy: They don’t stop rolling. They’ve made a wheel that doesn’t stop rolling! 
Me: How did they do that? I don’t know. So if you got… This was my next 
question... Actually this is progressing beautifully. And I’m going to follow up 
about the Chicago thing, because I have some real juicy questions about living 
in Chicago.
Amy: Okay, alright great.
Me: I have a car question first.
Amy: Mhm
Me: You know crossovers are becoming a big thing? 

Amy: What?
Me: Are you aware of crossovers.
Amy: No
Me: So you know those things that kind of look like SUVs but they’re small 
and bubbly. 
Amy: I think so.
Me: They’re like mini SUVs.
Amy: But isn’t an SUV supposed to be big. What’s an SUV that’s small?
Me: It’s a crossover between a sedan and an SUV. 
Amy: It’s still kind of big?
Me: It’s what your mom has.
Amy: Oh so a Subaru Outback
Me: Yeah.
Amy: Yeah okay yeah.
Me: So this is my opinion on them. Fuck the crossover get a sedan or get an 
SUV. Pick one or the other. 
Amy: Uh huh.
Me: How do you feel about the crossover?
Amy: Depends on the color, and depends on the model. I think an old 
crossover is kind of charming.
Me: Yeah.
Amy: But new crossovers I can see what you’re saying. They start to become 
this category were you don’t know what it fits into. It’s hard to know how to 
feel about a crossover. You know what I mean? And sometimes I see them 
driving on the street, I can tell they don’t really feel like they fit in anywhere. 
All of the other cars really understand themselves, they know where they 
belong, but the crossover still feels like it’s navigating these difficult social 
dynamics on the highway.
Me: It’s awkward. The Jeep is a little awkward too, but the Jeep owns it. The 
Jeeps a Jeep.
Amy: The Jeep knows that it’s different.
Me: Yeah.
Amy: And it embraces its uniqueness, because it doesn’t come across many of 
its kind. 
Me: It’s okay with it. The Jeep likes being a Jeep. The Jeeps a Jeep.
Amy: The Jeep is the Jeep.
Me: But the crossover doesn’t know what it is.
Amy: I think the crossover is a little insecure, and it shows. 

43 44



Me: Yeah.
Amy: Like you can notice somebody’s body language. And I think that’s what 
makes people feel so weird about it. Because they can see the crossover’s body 
language, and how it feels about itself. 
Me: I mean it wants to be an SUV but it just isn’t. 
Amy: I don’t think…
Me: You don’t think it does?
Amy: Well I think it depends on the car. Some want to be a sedan, and some 
want to be an SUV
Me: Yeah.
Amy: I think the car that I drove, because I drove a crossover. I had a Subaru 
Outback rest in peace, but I think it really wanted to be a sedan. It really 
wished it was a sedan. And I think subconsciously I wished it was a sedan. And 
I projected onto it, and it made it really insecure. 
Me: And then it died. 
Amy: And then it died. I don’t know if that had an impact on it, maybe? 
Me: It must have.
Amy: It must have. Yeah, do you think I traumatized my car?
Me: I mean a bit. That’s probably why it died honestly. You put it through a 
lot of emotional turmoil, and it just couldn’t do it anymore. 
Amy: I was setting this unrealistic expectation for my car.
Me: Yeah.
Amy: I wanted it to be a sedan, and it couldn’t be. A car just can’t change cars.
Me: No it can’t. You’d have to have a very invasive surgery, and it would be 
very expensive.
Amy: Yeah.
Me: You might as well just get a new car if you’re going to change it to a 
sedan. 
Amy: Okay does that answer the question?
Me: That answers the question... I’ve been hearing a lot less about Insane 
Clown Posse lately.
Amy: Who?
Me: Insane Clown Posse, the clown people.
Amy: Insane Clown Posse, you know I only hear them when other people 
bring them up in conversation.
Me: I’ve been trying to bring them up more lately, because people don’t talk 
about them enough anymore, and it’s kind of upsetting. 
Amy: Yeah, and I don’t have much to say about Insane Clown Posse, because 

I only hear it when it’s brought up in conversation. It’s never when I’m on my 
phone, or on the Internet, or in the news. So I don’t have that private time to 
really dive into it. You know? 
Me: I mean what sources do you use on the Internet?
Amy: Just Google.
Me: Just Google?
Amy: So I’m searching for what I want to read about. So it creates a very 
umm...Whats the word? You know it doesn’t just pop when I want to read. I’m 
specifically searching for what I want to read. So..
Me: I mean maybe you should try Bing or Firefox.
Amy: Do they give you some things? Oh because you go to the front page and 
boom.
Me: Yeah boom it loads you with stuff.
Amy: Boom!
Me: Boom!
Amy: Yeah I should try the boom maybe. 
Me: Yeah do some Bing.
Amy: You like Bing. 
Me: Yeah. It’s good to spend some time on Bing honestly. It really brings you 
down to Earth. You see more of the world on Bing, so I would recommend 
Bing over Google.
Amy: Okay, alright. I’ll make the switch, I really will.
Me:  Yeah? Great well that concludes are interview.
Amy: Okay cool. 
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