
THE DAY STARTED THE SAME AS ANY OTHER DAY NOBODY COULD OF

HAVE KNOWN THAT BY EVENING

I don't know if you could have misheard the words, and if possibly the song didn't start at the I wish i can switch the
hands of time to day that you were mine when everything .. (I don't know any other lyrics, please help me to find this
song) over the lyrics at times and the chorus is something like "it's the same old story.

It does not do to trust people too much. He said that after the wall-paper was changed it would be the heavy
bedstead, and then the barred windows, and then that gate at the head of the stairs, and so on. If prayer was our
words? This is the last day, but it is enough. There comes John, and I must put this away,--he hates to have me
write a word. I wonder if they all come out of that wall-paper as I did? But I must get to work. And that
cultivates deceit, for I don't tell them I'm awake--O no! That was clever, for really I wasn't alone a bit!
Beacause I will forget her, yes. There would be no more war, no more hatred, no more cruelty, no more greed.
Its obsolescence leaves the song preserved in time like a gloriously retro soft-focus Instamatic pic of your nan.
It is stripped off--the paper in great patches all around the head of my bed, about as far as I can reach, and in a
great place on the other side of the room low down. I wonder how it was done and who did it, and what they
did it for. There was some legal trouble, I believe, something about the heirs and coheirs; anyhow, the place
has been empty for years. It is quite alone standing well back from the road, quite three miles from the village.
Could we see, hear, feel other people as they really are? It is a false and foolish fancy. Everything comes and
goes by itself. Still I will proudly declare that there is something queer about it. Sit down wherever you are
and listen to the wind that is singing in your veins. And why have stood so long untenanted? The only thing I
can think of that it is like is the color of the paper! It is dull enough to confuse the eye in following,
pronounced enough to constantly irritate and provoke study, and when you follow the lame uncertain curves
for a little distance they suddenly commit suicide--plunge off at outrageous angles, destroy themselves in
unheard of contradictions. I don't feel as if it was worth while to turn my hand over for anything, and I'm
getting dreadfully fretful and querulous. John is kept in town very often by serious cases, and Jennie is good
and lets me alone when I want her to. And then I was dying for my children to grow old enough for school so I
could return to work. I tried to lift and push it until I was lame, and then I got so angry I bit off a little piece at
one corner--but it hurt my teeth. But I don't want to go there at all. And what can one do? Each time you judge
yourself, you break your heart.


