apartments

Section 1

I. 

the cell is the city which grows whole 

the single or that turns streets into

veins, forms blocks from blocks of

trash and windows and missing stairs

this configuration in reciprocal patterns

is divided into single places

or person that influences a habitat and

creates room, a room with a bed and

single bulb bedside a light that carves

shadows on four walls door greasy

window framed with curtains flicking

at the outside wind and noise 

is the cell a box or cube? is it crystalline forms,

illusions of flat or stillness of shallow 

space like puddles gathered on porches?

or the unit of birdeye grid which a cab driver 

knows without taking directions 

is visited often is a habitat familiar in its

hardwood floors and beaten record player?

is the cell a small dab of protoplasm 

human in village or city or home and 

employed as separate entrance apartments?

the cell is a function of a larger function

a sentence strung with adverbs and ands

connected and hinging but never 

stretching further than its container 

the space of a sentence is packed tight

with protoplasm and carved shadows 

of nouns constantly mutual with the only blank 

is the or and a is the places of living where a

person can find a home for rent or purchase?
the cell is a frozen part 

a monastic home inside half memory

is a mutual relationship to another

each half of a post-war-time home 

cut further for multiple kitchenettes 

combining for village or city or urban 

collaging a clear window organism a scheme 

of voyeuristic distance 
is the whole or a structural element 

constructed in cubes and squares and 

linguistic signs strung with

separate entrances crowded with 

packed garbage cans litter wrappers

the cell is a response to the larger organism

a place to gauge the outward to

protect the body language and acquire

furniture like punctuation and inflections

II.
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III.
It had been exactly one and a half months since they had broken up and he had packed his books and clothes        
into boxes and moved out. He came back to the apartment because they were still friends and she had invited him to watch a movie in the afternoon. When he got there he was hungry. She wasn’t but she told him to make himself some lunch, is in fact there were some perogies in the freezer he could fry up. As he was preparing, he realized, forgot which drawer the forks were in and or where the garbage was and there was a long brown hair in the 

, curled slightly towards the drain that he didn’t recognize.

IV.
this is only three walls 

the fourth is open mouth 

breathing unfamiliar large gulps

lungs filled, turned towards the housetops

beyond that: approaching night 
beyond that: purple tingeing the bottom of the clouds

(loggia)

V.
It had been exactly one and a half months since they had broken up and 

packed his 

books and clothes and and moved out. He came back to the apartment because they were still friends and she had invited him to watch a movie        in the afternoon he got. there he was still invited. She wasn’t but she told him to make himself some lunch, in fact there were some perogies in the freezer he could fry up. As he was preparing, he realized forks were in butwhere there was a drawer    a sink a garbage was and there was a long brown hair in the sink, curled slightly towards the d he didn’t recognize

clothed in boxes packed the 
    shared space 

and returned



          for an afternoon 

prepared

she had forgot 


he couldn’t get 

a curl of recognizing

shared boxes  

   



a place where he was 

hungry 

told him lightly







a brown hair


a curled fork 

a lunch in the garbage  

VI.

citied: tracking the space where he used to live



he finds it in mossy movements strung

with railroad tracks or twisted wire and 

stamped with gravel roads that dust up

and split into markers mountains trees bent nails

the moss of memory is unfairly green and split



turned sweet with distance and cityscape

mountains less enveloping or



rusted, the backyard bigger the trees taller

than the buildings now breaking through the last



swirls of people pouring like breathy vapor

snowy in white sheets but cut wet in spring

the stories he tells now are wrought with 



half houses and cow-fields these 

gravel roads crammed with cucumber plants and

ripe strawberries left too long or lazy   

the gaps he remembers he fills with even larger



white space widens overtop the mountains

and down the fading valley further still 

VII

there is an architectural language

in the specificity of deliberateness

infinitely adaptable while still

learned and unlearned and

a composition visible, impossible

its transparency is purged 
by function (and design

and the logic of the system) enclosed

there is a certainty so unexpected in 

effects that newspaper classifieds are 

city blocks of text, demonstrate

extraordinary versatility as form 

column wall opening and grid 

the space for and is an

architecture analogous to 

a cough or chair or crossbeam

visible in logic and expected like

synthetic paste, is a function

of the total building elevators 

and windows that watch hotels 

and museums and subway stops

the flat composition is a lost art

language is instead a projecting 

lattice bracket adequate for usage

but still a space filled for lack of 

imagination and alteration the city

has bones of construction steel of

collage of cubic footage of barriers

of tensions of design and civic space 

the and is a lost space, its transparency

adequate but defined by function

the street car tracks of the city

rarely replaced but always under strain

VIII.
fingers fabric bites her lips keeping separate, now he re-moves absent though familiar light blue draws a fold     notices a tear near the other     stops   but he can’t 

house a body  

absent ears and lips

a shoulder separate

her: a note a tear a

bottom an outline a part

shadowed without content 

a sheer slip of thinking 

kept folded 

in familiar re-movements 




 another sleek and a sweat 

her fabric is delicate  

a long fold noticed 

an obvious black cloth 

at night he moves 

at the same time

then near a bite he 

keeps an other familiar  

fingers apart 

IX.
The only thing that she is leaving behind is and a painting of ocean waves, done in thick textured acrylic paint. She bought it at a garage sale last September. She had admired the way the painting rippled, pushing out its corners. He still carried it home or hung it up for her and. The rest of her things are packed into two duffel bags, three banana boxes and one 

. When her last box was gone, she stopped to admire the extreme bareness of the room. There is were three pennies huddled in the corner, an orphaned thumbtack and the thin, small bed that had come with the place when they had moved in. But everything else was away: the walls were 

 and white, the window stripped of curtains.  She checks one last time for an imprint of his body, is an outline pressed into where the pillow should be like a seashell or his shadow laid across the carpet, splayed like a beached starfish.

X.

we are not privy to this 

actual construction is a mystery 

available to three or four people at a time

privacy, working simultaneous to view 

fresh dirt stung with deep treads

fenced off, a space in anticipation

plywood stretches up lined with 

repetitive posters kung fu  vampires 

concerts photocopied plastered 

but the singular view can not see 

the steel interlockings, the skeletal innards

a beam, a home, an organism, each separate 

the crunch, heavy machinery grinding digging

hand-width treads, an arm 

clumsy and giant, merging with the sky 

the hish of bus stop or thump of 

basketball, we, these tiny increments wedging

together, in one glance a pit the 

next a function, a clear precise rising 

XI.

and voices are 

the one noise she knows     

       knows them as chewing grind of gears as creaks or shudders groans that leak through 

walls and windows   divide rooms into apartments        
upper floor    
    basements       

these bodies are adjoining walls 

 are sounds of flexing floorboards 

this space 
or divide of rooms filled with 
         footsteps on stairs like fittings 

left idle present static 

this disquiet is machines hinging on swinging levers 

allowing tinny slap slide of dinner knives 
these slice through intermittent coughing

     these are broken phone conversations these phrases drip thin noodles through strainers       water spiking metal sink in rhythmic creaks      mark the bedroom with twisting 
bodies straining and       pricking in exposure his/her arms and legs are
muffled street noises (constant tick      of voices through furnace vents 
of streetlights)  that flicker like neighbor porch lights 

       jammed shining through shudders of one AM windows

XII.
this imprint is to scale

all horizons and horizontals, verticals and diagonals

are the crisp crossing of pedestrian intersections

all in seashell proportion 
rendered to the off-center viewers’ angle

(axonometric projection ; picture included)

XIII.
distractions: laughter between punctuation and

a waitress scratching- 




he watches: the hinge between








brilliant colors, paired

in oak. each filters distractions




of props and sobriety 




background rhythms, fingers 








and extra glasses, noises:

feet tapping the floor and 

her crossing and itching 



her ankle without








breaking her gaze

XIV.

and when exactly does 

space become room?

is it a shift in breath or scale? 

conversation like faded

furniture, tables legs

rooted to hardwood floors

open books all spines

scattered pine needles 

among half-empty tea mugs? 

is it a functional shift? 

XV.

the only corner is


avoided 


  

the only leaving is


done at a garage sale        



in boxes 


and carried 


bare

the only shell is



resisted three small times 
moved



clean and white

huddled 


by a window


thin bodied and 



pressed 


small

the only star is 


gone, pushed out 

its home



rippled at the 


corners 


stripped


thumbs orphaned and



admired in a


box




everything else


is imprinted on a body 

the only body is 


away at a garage sale

somewhere



and the bed


is curtained off

from the rest,


an orphan is a




penny 


    a place is a




texture a last time


is a beached wave

            


a small stop 





rests

XVI.
this is a square, a block
enclosed in 3-D 

walls as solid plaster waves

all interconnected at its corners 

and acting as a single entity 

(space frame)

XVII.
He folds clothes in the laundromat, delicately fingering the sheer fabric slip, and thinks of biting or her shoulder. Hard. He pictures only bits of a her shadowed body, hears her pinprick lips in his ear. He keeps finding these things, a spare
 or. Picking up his her nightgown -the a familiar light blue- he contently draws the long cotton over his forearm to fold it and notices a tear near the bottom. He makes a mental note to buy her another for Christmas. He’ll give all this back he thinks the then. Then the other dryer stops and he removes more of her clothes: a t-shirt, a pair of sleek black

, a sweater he can’t picture her ever wearing. 
XVIII.
the cell is a place of organization, is a unit of measure and

the cell is still organic, if only a body brushed past on sidewalks or

the cell is smaller than pinpricks, than basement apartments where

the cell is remembering, a place of storage, of bodily units even if

the cell is a function, is the, is a schematic of cohesion then 

the cell is always a neighbor, is always in comparison to others
XIX.
in one breath her city is
in the next is


XX.
outside, square miles two lane conglomerate

outer organs of neighborhood parks

bus routes stations landmarks of

green or concrete or gross anatomy

always a unit smaller that the last

each a fingernail or house address

this street this house this room this

floorboard this nail this tongue

each an in or exhale tension

large divisions even, regular

then further incisions 

into further spaces, letters or cells

XXI.

his window pane

focuses gaze 


frames as   snapshot lens 
captures 
a church:

crumbles brick flat fades



three walls of warehouse or

abandoned convenience store




gratted eyes sewn shut 

with metal criss cross grids


angles to points 





outside the proportion of lawn to side   walk to front porch



is it a function of shelter or home or 



instead steeps shadows to sky






to triangle slopes





and ignores the rest of its body  

XXII.
it’s hardwood floors the same stain that 

footed childhood, the same creeping 

to the baseboards, now flooding tiny 

apartments: magazines and newspapers 

covering the seats and hands and silent tunnels 

stairs pivots individualized echo into movement  

into compartments, a slow song in constant tune 

as a camera eyes a hum a yawn so quiet 

this push of stained wood and concrete a 

loft up with shelled out and abandoned 

buildings, like hollow trees like this like

fragments but not broken; fluid streams and 

magazine stains and seats on floors or 

smells of food that drip and drop outside this a 

partment and then it’s a cell or home here strained and 

loud and walled with paint and news scraps 

a window on a church; right across 

the street filled with snowbanks; and up the scraped 

wood stairs walking a crosswalk twice at the corner store 

in the quiet there is always a stark and simple 

cough before the bus pulls to the curb, squeaks a 

brake and a siren in wind and oncoming winter storm 

XXIII.
this is a measurement 

1/13th the length of foot to head

(minute)

XXVIV.

“there is no such thing as a one meter or two meter man”





Le Corbusier The Modular
the home is a series

feet fingers wingspan 

of forearm to elbow

bodily measurements

like legs of capital letters

mark kitchen to bathroom 

in reliable strides 

whereas the house is a matter of meters 

is part meridian, practical only for 

building global homes, only 

surface drapery, are grammar exercises

the noun objects the subject 

hides interior ornaments

the shape of a sentence 

is defined by the same ratio 

the or a halfway navel

tips body towards head or feet

symmetrical gaps between words

are strong flexible skin-web between digits

the home is a module 

ratio of raised arm

to flat feet, bodies

seated crouched or standing 

familiar in all proportions molded 

are adverbs suckling to phrases 

as body groves to futon mattress 

deep sleep mid afternoon

surrounded by overburdened 

bookshelves half dead house plants

is then the home a machine for living? 

as a function of cell or body

architecture of synthesis  between brick with bone

particles gluing verbs together 

constructing cogs of desk lamps blank dvds

teeth interlocked turning overworked cutlery 

past perfect tenses between gears of opened mail 

in proportion to surface area, to the flat expanses 

of bare floor ceiling white and brown

in the end it is a balance 

of occupied and useful space

bodies in sentences measuring

rhythm by individual cursive 

the act of loops and crosses 

a conglomerate of math diagrams 

a grid of physical units

strung in succession 

determined by gesture, repetitious

Section 2

XXVIII.
a gap between floors

like teeth might mean the

building is promiscuous 

but its innards of cables

walls and between floors

are only interesting to

those inside the tightened belly 

of its architecture, who have 

wandered through lobby

found an elevator, entered

instead shine of height and surface

glass brick awnings doors windows 

finger-thin ledges fluorescent ornaments 

flourish letters words names:

it is a concern with spatial order 

simultaneity, the literal transparency 

of pronouns arranged next to

prepositions over over

bay windows or hotel rooms

draped in repetitive bedding 

pastel paintings of cubes 

is an architecture that demands 

multiplicity of viewers 

perspectives organized in 

depth or definition of light source

bee’s eye view of concrete

like pollen or honeycomb hallways  

but to pinpoint side or space or angle 

is a, to sort organs from surface is to
chart window or door, funnels city 

to its buildings rooms inhabitants

then a particle is potted palm tree

or skylight or quickened high heel clack 

and this is ultimately useless 

is it all surface patterns

like grids of glass and frame 

that punctuate the craning of necks 

or earthquake proofing in linear

spacing, a literal sentence without 

irony, like gap of crosswalk between

buildings the space of urban planning?
because it is easier to synthesize 

height windows ricocheting sunlight

by relating them to its neighbor

to understand the parts in the static

to see the dozen pieces brick and glass

in multiple at once, symbiotic

to the structure and its surroundings

structures and the city teeming to those edges

XXIX.
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XXX.

she asks to try

holding a voice tight


known  

stark and large 

increases the bite 


peeling behind

voices 



a shuffle

tries to hear




honestly

sorts and



a tone



background the

separates his ear

shuffles



phone


from her voice 











hangs




finally she


behind the melting background 

sors inside a cluttered desk


tight occupied and separate in tone

XXXI.

He and she are in the backseat, in conversation, in 

, while the cab darts across the city. He thinks she looks expectant, her eyes turned towards the corners of his mouth for reaction. But he doesn’t look at her, instead forward, through a/the windshield and there, there are eyes in the rearview mirror, a quick glance. The driver’s dark eyes are there watching, lingering on her hands set on her thighs, the stretch of jeans underneath and when he follows the driver’s eyes he sees the pools of water forming around her feet from melting snow, the slush mixing with 

and the grime of footsteps and road salt. He nods his approval at her and her and the driver lets out a click of his tongue, a harsh quick sound that ticks with passing doorframes and the meter. Now he is quiet and is suddenly aware of the city outside the car; the city is peeling by, layers of the/a curbsides and pedestrians, the 

the taxi always between homes, this driver with the intimacy of a doctor, the driver knows the phrases and ands words before they come, knows them like shallow right hand turns, hidden driveways and bike lanes. This is always a replication, it is impossible to say anything new in the back of a cab he thinks and she takes her hand and runs it through her hair. 
XXXII.

the crumbles of under-bridges     are jokes rushed on bathroom walls 


letters as taunt railroad tracks 


and sharp crawling spray paint


the crumbles are concrete dust 

on doorframes 



the bridge by his house 


scrawled with interrupting words

on space
these words regain
an interior function a place then disintegrate into

spray paint the sentence is more than a building 

of image and text as quiet electric hums




powder bled through on sides of buildings train tunnels newspapers 






that that language is constant noise and light 







and this is a wall interrupted
 reclaimed 

there is a bridge he walks under and 

it crumbles in small dirt on top of him

XXXIII.

the house 

from cellar to garret. 


this home this space  

these walls fit math 
and repetition in 
grids of proportion

map steeps 
streets into space, angles like

 
church roofs while 

conversation filters through 

half screened windows  

these walls fit proportion 
repeat


 math in ratioed grids

each building 

a shell dipped in ocean waters 

conversations filter through 

windows gleaming blue

washed up on street curbs bridge walls


swirling in sandy creams

each shell a word 
or
 compartment, interlocking buildings

each equations 

preventions of wilderness and others 

languages washed up 

creamy through sandy mouths

each utterance digs space, claims 

back a home or peripheral space

despite equations, 


wilderness and holes always bleeds into the city   

the tongue a circumflex angle


 a roof 

for protection

each claim a mouth, a building of teeth 

and utterance either

the house from cellar to 

garret this space of home   
XXXIV.
this is a pattern, a cell

repeated exterior 

ornament repeated

(:fret)

XXXV.
the and is the gap between the floor plan

and wall stud, constructs wooden frames

and slips silent between alleys or

the composition of a city is a test of language

combined and recombined, the elements

a stretching of interpretation

the syntax maps and covers every slab and verb

adaptable, flexible leaning towers in gusts of wind 

in any case the compositional method

is best seen as grid or classifieds 

centered around a graphical vocabulary 

looping syntax, every construction depending

solely on the application of diction and gap 

XXXVI.

a set of ghosts


a body unwatched 



a backseat or 

or
breath


an external artery 

a surgeon 


a hole





an organ of 

drain and road work

this the finds

late night drives 
metered



under streetlights or 

mass




clogs and dissects 

between homes between




these parts of traffic


possessive and hyper 


an internal square

a mesh



a library 

a blink 

again

XXXVII.

The music drifts like dinner smells into the hallway, towards the elevator, draping the other identical doors in bass and guitar, a thump that eventually melds into footstomps inside. The thin glasses shake with the effort of the speakers vibrating. The 
 is half eaten, is a or , the wine leaving small red rings on the table, fingerprints on cutlery. She dances against him and he pushes is his pelvis back grabs her hips and reaches around to the space between her shirt and pants, a space of skin. There is sweat, rivets, rivers but still he and she haven’t, haven’t smiled each catching site of the buildings lit with one light just outside the window, she won’t, but this feels. The curtains are wide open, the interior is exposed. And so they move, her large window unguarded both he and she look alternately from each other outward, her 

 is one among others, there are other windows like this, below the city is like a  , complex,  and when she looks out she sees across to the other building, window, a light that does not wink off, then the silhouette behind the curtain, watching as they watch. 

XXXVIII.
this is the middle

buildings sprout, enclose

the center a pool or patch

of green or yard









(quadrangle)

XXXIX.

the city breed buildings, unseen blocks 

daily structures fogged and murky

microscopic presences despite the peaks and
angles and walls, are carved finger width grooves 

this city is constructed out of these large areas

and the smaller spaces that recombined within 

space is the medium here, the city breeds

building, exterior shells: the forgotten public

a set of neighbors on a sandy rock, 
hermit crabs, washed up grey and smoggy 

is space abducted, lifted from the corporeal 

transferred to the gaps that gain gaze only

when empty, when strange? If the repetition,

is function and bodily here, is only finger width

what are reflective surfaces, subway doors 

and the rear curve of cars giving? The distorted
familiar re-image is us, fogged and microscopic.

XL.

cut evenly     in two breath strides 

she smells     beef moist tender 

cooked in   small thin strips sauce

not the stew chunks she knows 
storefronts shift             languages

bakeries molt, alter      desserts

tendrils of food dipped in thin oils

drift onto    sidewalks balconies 

she stops here buys bread, a baguette 
cradles the long loaf in her off hand

while she walks with          the crowd

pulsing each         hungry the smells

stronger as the idea of home and meal 
approaches the buses and streetcars

drenched in          aroma of  blanched

fried vegetables, the     sweet acidic 
red peppers basil      olive oil 


the boiling water of
      pasta salt
a long loaf of bread slathered


in butter dipped in, she walks faster
ignoring the chatter of     idle


stoplights spare music from passing 

storefronts    rushing towards


clutching bread  Will         be home?  

XLI.
thumps foot
stomps movement


tangles inside 

 




arms are verbs or


receding waves 
and her 


pelvis moves - sweats with 

him
each a 

conjoined vibration a tangled 
hip in socket


moving like 

busy sidewalk traffic or 



repeat this

she says starts 
into his seashell ear 




then pauses 

stomach legs and heels exposed to externals 



each finger a girder 
each knuckle  a door hinge



music slows-    pauses 

stops starts then stops
XLII.
she visited his home once years ago




a stretch of valley dotted lightly with houses 

fields of cow corn and grazing horses 





idly gathering along fence lines, the chip-chip of 

over-powerful sprinklers metering off





she watched a man churning up last year’s garden

the machine chewing up the soft dirt





rotating it over, the sweat underlining his arms 

his shoes lost ankle deep in half rotted





vegetables left from winter frost, all tinged brown

she laughed at this portrait, this man, this metaphor
this pastoral, this nostalgia a false as much as 





a cell is the harsh constraint of the city body

that body present in its action her body 

the same tug, tightened muscles in constant interior context

XLIII.

is blue lines crowded crossed with green where

is guttural growl of approaching train then this space
is a map, a model of cellular equations, guttural lines or

is static bodied even in proportion, even if

is conflating, breathing, in conversation and this space
is not, is always kinetic in the blanks, occupied in lack and in 
XLIV.
the/he : it is winter the city has slowly 

begun emerging from its corners and doors, the snow grey and slush especially wet. 

XLV.

There is a scattering across his apartment floor. Even three months later, past that original coming apart, he still refused to gather furniture for himself, populating his space with cast offs and blank. But he brought himself to this, a TV stand, in pieces now and they both hover over it. Attach top tubes (2 and 3) to legs (1) using allen bolts (14). She is reading the instructions, telling exactly how the pieces fit back together and together they are imagining how the corners fit together and the shape, the function begins to emerge from the scattered pile of cheap particleboard, screw teeth/head and allen key. Attach rear panel (6) to rear tubes using allen bolts (14). His bed is a mattress on the floor, his stereo and record player sit precariously on a bookshelf, his dishes are mismatched, the cups all larger or smaller than the next. And so attach bottom tubes (4 and 5) to legs (1) using allen bolts (14) she reads and they carefully work together, careful not to linger too long at a touch. She does not look at his bed but envisions the outside of his building, a crumbling set of bricks, by a railroad bridge, dirty with small windows out, facing each other and finally, the gaze of them inside. Finally screw allen bolts (15) through rear tube and into metal tab to secure in place and she stands up, he stands up and they look together. Later they eat dinner together and then she leaves.  
XLVI.
if space is the medium then

we are occupied or we are not 

he or she is a shell, an exterior 

a he or she is empty or a hole 

or he or she is a cell, is all interior

is dense or whole moving, kinetic

are constantly reshaping our bricks or 

adjusting our homes to pressures of

the space pushing at our roofs and limbs

our homes can be collapsible 

we can make our own kitchenettes by 

pushing at our walls with strong fingers

and forearms stretch as far as one 

adverb or predicate can

or we are no home, never home

a space for living is a space 

a medium for room and furniture

adjectives or noun phrases but

always static always public 

but we abduct space here, occupy 

no sentence is clean or free

each word is carefully pinned 

but we provide space here 

build rooms for ors and place

in space or are space

XLVII.
knots blinks and slow 

or she doesn’t leave 

the cushions are ligaments

the grammar of knuckles 
are noun chains

 connection and hands

the fingers are spaced and 
upholstery and 
inching towards. 

movie after dinner 

      and she doesn’t 

cells are smaller together, individual rearrangements.  
XLVIII.

the middle is open is 
a slipper shell, expands 
the ex and in attach to 
fern green slate grey seal
brown ochre pine green

(tablinum)

XLIX
attach particleboard (2 and 3) to legs (1) using corners attach pieces to hover using bricks screw buildings to windows losing teeth using instructions (14) attach linger to dishes and mismatch or attach screw to teeth and fit together bottom tubes (4 and 5) to each other and stand together attach bed (1) to fingers using allen key attach shape screw dinner outside and leave in pieces attach mattress to bookshelf through wall through windows space attach (2 and 7) to floor and emerge exactly 

L.

can the control of composition be found 

by admiring the right angles of bent knees

and the harsh fibrous of intersections?

it is the façade or large rectangles 

the denotations that poke upwards 

like chair backs or CD towers 

composition is a pedestrian,  the outside gaze 

or space is the medium that the building must 

compose, the gasps or negative and a void 

that demands occupation programmatic 

an underlying strata a place that 

fills with dots of electrical outlets and cords 

snaking across the emptiness, teeming

is the root  the interior is inflating, alveoli

in comparison then everything is ridges, jutting

is a place  where a medium meets another

the exterior is not a decorated shed but cartilaginous 

a series of slopes and connections, constructions 

of side paneling, solid, immovable, a string of 

words in an instructional manual, a sentence 

devoid of room, subject-verb-object, a set of 

interlocking bricks or steel beams

a whole, complete and undeniable

but also then a container, a function, a cell

live inside here, baseboards 

and fingerprinted white walls are 

the only thing defining this here

bronchioles, measured by the non-
the cell is measured by the engaged,

the busy, the worn throw pillow, the lived

the expanding space is still occupied

our framework is muscles, air and water 

in context the body is no empty modifier 

it is the elbow or it is the lung but it is neither

it is context, the ex and the in 

are always dependant on the syntax

of the city, a complete phrase or block

the particles can not be forgotten 

and cells are fragments there, cohesive 

and so the exterior hinges on the space between

and the space is contained and corralled 

agreed, the realms are separated yes

are a window ledge pouring over a busy square

crowds in motion, a set of cells in movement 

through protoplasm, a boundary, the hinge between

the broadening ribcage, the skin that holds 

those curved bones, the pores that peer inwards

back to the body, the body is seventy percent

but while it is a right angle, a stretched and limber ligament 

we can grab at this space, maneuver it, obtuse and 

also 270 degrees, a shell is solid then, a circle, a center

a verb, attached, equally dependant on the subject and object

the combination that halts, keeps the city from

rocketing outward or creaking slowly inward

what keeps these realms separate is familiarity 

both are proverbial, the clavicle and trachea, 

and both are repulsive in their own pure devices, 

in composition or medium or function 

both are primal and simple to fear, and then

both are respected as towering bulking skeletons  

because there is something impure about the gullet or 

veined-through surface, something frightening about 

a room without transitive verbs or furniture

we are terrified of the monochrome façade that scrapes up 

against the other faces, brushing close in repetitive 

windows, ledges and siblings, always recognizable 

but the semantics of the two are just too symbiotic 

the geometries opposite, yet flawlessly simultaneous
and then the concern becomes less of differentiating
and more of digging a home between 
Section 3 

LI.

when machines shift context 
rust or rest the gap that spreads 

is a change in function
it is here that synapses return

to limestone, water rises again 

the hole is a place of entry
pore in tissue where 

permeation seeps the single

preposition that pinpoints 

adjective and within that phrase

the needless detail emerges 

it is important then to fight

against the initial impulse to fill

the city is connective, a laneway 

as corruptible as a bypass, sluices these

houses are joined by joint trash pickup 

and similar articles, the pinpoints home

the specific is just as percolated as 

general grid of blocks and turning lanes

but if space is medium then 

the hole remains as fresh formed oolite

gaps as simple as a crack or

doorway, a pedestrian lane, a detail 

that keeps, hides, surreal, a secret 

the new wound a pile of soft dirt 

or decaying factory, a vocabulary lost
the natural urge is to seal this scar

to simply eradicate the cut

patch with concrete or low lying
coffee shops, to heal with an adverb 

quickly or persistently, and let the body clot 
but we must not be frightened by 

this fresh space, the daily unfamiliar that 

we’ve gazed upon like lapping waves 

but instead embrace it by constructing
light borders around, protecting then entering 
LII.

this is      :
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is
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LIII.
small bones chip 







rain




through skin, colours 






that smell 


close quarters

slice ginger, minced



constant movements

yu choy

bunching onions

cloves garlic, minced

perfectly crisp
 
nestling  
overeager

soy sauce



she plans 

compiles

gai choy




seafood to the left, long vegetable counter

broccoli, chopped




meat along the back

sliced water chestnuts (optional)

siew choy






then balcony


bamboo shoots






height

bean sprouts



a set of soft slates 
ochres 

pine greens

bok choy





curling, wind

sliced mushrooms



that smell






a combination of 








yes another glass of wine please

LIV. 
the city crowds along
free morphemes and synthetics

then assembles its selves 

on or in swarming locators 
and reverses angles of adpositions

frames of reference determine

each body and its corresponding

grapheme, bound to parameters

of downspouts, alloy and fiberglass

each spatial each a subdomain ultimately 

pointing towards a low ratio of 

formative roots and limber joints   
then we build onto or off of or over

the additions we make for clarity

of function hurried steely suffixes  

and so we find places in that 

where bodily coordinates 

matter more, where structures are

fusional, those spaces where

angles of observation are unique, hopeful 

LV.

the exact shape is unimportant if 

one can be reformed into the other

a local detail like a freckle on her

midback traced in s (class 2, equal to u or h) shapes

landscape of skinny two lane streets 

bumping underneath skin, an anatomy

he’s familiar with, vegetation, a city he’s grown back to

a reflected pattern, geometric, but 

still dependant on curvatures of movement 

and puddle reflections, kinetic traffic
grass growing back in spring around greys 

(topology/topography)
LVI.
we’re built 
each in reference
LVII.

pale sidewalk both a half beat away from the other then rhythm pulls shadows mutual either side boxy houses that line residential streets her upstairs apartment (their old apartment recognizable again) contently peers out behind them the weather unseasonably cold so they’re huddled without realizing it leaning together without touching, their puffing breath mingling briefly. Those boxy houses look out too their porches guarding solid wood doors

 swinging benches or plastic lawn chairs large rectangular windows haunted further by pastel curtains pulled open or not. they pass one of these houses they both look instinctively in the closed eyes disappointing neither of them realize it leaning together looking together in through eyes into others occasionally catching glimpse of a cat perched on the edge staring back tail twitching at a bird across the street the rest of the body tense. occasionally they can see directly in, a whole room revealed without immediate bodies, furniture and a book thrown casually over the arm of the couch a tea cup on the side table blank TV the home cut quickly in cross section then back further a doorframe backlit by a window in the rear of the house kitchen maybe or

 creating an ethereal effect the door washed in bright sunlight obscuring further vision. Then they turn the corner the bus waits they run to catch it.         


LVIII.
prosthetics, buildings choreograph 

and organize limbs, torsos 

but do not restrict, the structure 

lines streets extends until 

a run-on sentence  we flow from incisors 
and molars over tongue and lips and out 
a window is an elbow a porch railing 
a ligament, hardwood is a type of skin
composite working together or against each

fluid and unrelenting 
a building or a body is not a museum 

margins intrude, graffiti covers 

surfaces, tattoos or spray paint 

phrases hurried on napkins a hole is

a wrist is a shelf a finger is a marker
what is, modifies but does not destroy  
continues on our most natural inclinations   

LIX.

was a void an interior space air licking each corner but

was fresh an emergence a surprise tideline though then

was larger growing louder but maintaining scale or

was angled windows and perennials and annuals and

was dysfunctional a space of rest a seashell ocean echo where

was conversation again dinner futon huddled here   
LX.
closed curtains 




tense and 
glimpse 




furniture bodies




backlit 

recognizable





breathe 



sidetable arm

her doorway spine


window

tea cup breath
 
joint and
instinctually 

mutual


LXI.
we conflate, each up tandem escalators

absorb into then we echo in sinuous rhyme 

and only where a wall is broken we pause

exposed, the cell is open the interior

of walls spill out in concrete gulps 

or pink fibers forgotten hidden wallpaper 

or lost coins, heating vents leak
dust we count the layers like tree rings    

and number the events here, the seasons

either light or dark and we can almost 

build the skin of a sentence here 

a telling that explains this wall   

we gaze inward but now also outward 
neither dominant, ex and in equal parts

subject and object, now share the same

intersect neither familiar or established 

we recycle this space give texture back

absorb, allow multiple meanings to structure

conflate we to he or she to us here    

LXII.
exposure, not disintegration, elevation   
barraged by fluvial or eolian elements

remains solid, slowly splitting but
still pronouns, deictic and blooming
(weathering)
LXIII.
small hook of skin where his hip meets socket
low rise central renovated and large balcony  




trace thighs, hairy but smooth direct top of quads




carpeted floors, air conditioning and fresh paint



her palm, back of his calf, fingers molded to bulge


big bay windows, facing morning sun bright kitchenette






then ankle, the arch of foot linger vein pulses across 






finger-smudged doors but ripening tomato plant


light back muscles crowd spine dig fingers there she


tea light candles on sill sunglasses wallet newspaper




finds his neck he collarbone tender gap to shoulder





handwritten note, pen, scratched table, half glass of water



exterior quiet neighborhood streets re 



hair on soap, fingernail clippings




   

angled roofs, peaks, thin wrist bones delicate





and scars, organic and places to inhabit 
XLIV.

for Ernest Burgess
we do not live in nesting dolls

circles that fit snugly within 

we are not circles but tree rings
our center is not the heart 
but the stomach, lower intestine 
proportional cubits from navel 

of course, the heart is fluid, found 

in long veins of water that runs along

shorelines where buildings perch

gaze in at beaches yearning for waves
we do not revolve around a center

we are not going downtown to do business
instead we live there, in our holes
each nuclei, each scribbling, space 
amorphously stretches outward 
allows expansion of interior 
with the shallow rise of each chest or voice
we live here in water our ocean is a lake or river 

we are stones dropped in the center 

we are subordinating, pulsing in rings

and everyone a voyeur at window or shore edges
we watch, awash in etymology

aware of the impossibility 
of touching each cell in the city 

and so we are left with unknowing

the too large expanse that pushes

city limits, suburbs, sublime

or it is tiny in our corners so we repeat 
syllables are ours again

syllables are ours again 

LXV.

and later that night they tangle into each other on the floor or bathroom counter celebrating gleeful as their fingers are streets interlocking in grids their nails are front facing porches they are cells we are whole neighborhoods they are blending they are forming whole cityscapes as we intertwine the honks of cars and spare conversations drifting in through the window over the bed the covers knot at the bottom of the bed each a body each repetitive each a city to themselves each a city together
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