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+ I wake up and don’t know where I am. Or rather, I wake up full of an 
impulse trained to a certain panic and recognize the situation’s 
discrepancy. This means that the impulse trained in one place is not an 
idea but a sensory scene that adds up to propelling me out of bed with a 
particular urgency. That is, a certain dryness and roughness of sheets’ 
cloth against the exposed parts of my body, a certain quality of red 
tinged light coming through a probably equally rough and apparently semi-
translucent curtain, a near coldness and attendant other impulse to 
spread the dry cloth over my entire body. The sound there is a particular 
echo of a large heterogeneous conglomerate of courtyards surrounded by 
fences and their attendant homes. Or muffled voices through the door, or 
the high plastic sound of flip-flops sticking and unsticking to feet on 
the way to the shower. // That impulse which adds up to an urgency, a 
nervous need to get up, kicks in, but is almost immediately contradicted 
by the surroundings. // That meeting of virtuality – the scene of waking 
which that particular waking conjures in its impulse – and the 
construction or recognition of an unexpected scene is real. // I don’t 
know where I am. // The other scene is almost entirely black, almost no 
light, a different pupillary impulse adjustment. There’s a particular 
warmth to the bed, a heaviness to the fuzzier bedding (fuzzier being a 
plural feeling – feeling as an uncountable feeling of points at once, yet 
not so many as to be one – ‘smooth’), a tighter distribution of my body – 
on one ‘side’ of the bed. A particular dull, dampened silence to the 
place, no echo, as though it would absorb sound. // The virtual scene 
seems to fall into the blackness of the waking scene simultaneously with 
its evocation. A sensation of falling? Or rather of lack of orientation? 
A staggering struggle to gauge the surrounding space autonomously? Is 
there a flash of the virtual scene – its dim red light – or is the sense 
of the virtual embodied in the impulse – that act or practice entrained 
with the expected, pre-seen coordinates of memory? // All of this before 
some fully conscious awareness of, ‘I don’t know where I am.’ 
Consciousness still imbued with the impulse of the virtual scene until 
the waking scene can be mapped. Combined panic of the virtual scene’s 
history and the waking scene’s falling into place. // The coordinates of 
the waking scene begin to sit – the darkness of a particular shutter, the 
proximate warmth of a particular body, the muffled resonance of a 
particular carpet in a particular small room. // The virtual scene 
dissolves, ‘a memory,’ ‘a virtuality,’ not here, wrong, amusement, the 
waking scene is where I am. Its virtual coordinates are verifiable in 
this moment. Now. // I am here, not there. ------------------------------
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++ Transitions of light, temperature, and ground are as present as the 
man 30 steps ahead and the contrary motion of an ascending escalator: 
natural to artificial, warmth of an enclosure alone, not heating, texture 
for traction & against condensation. The man himself, little more than a 
cipher, is nevertheless read as a man: as public ornamentation of an 
evolutionary stylization. // As automatically as the scene descends my 
hand grazes a metal banister as if considering a shift of focus to the 
unnecessary support. The banister whirs like a cash register. A small, 
contained, metallic sound hovering on my right. The banister is hollow, 
the sum of itself as a space of resonance, echoes so plentiful that they 
are as much a color as repetitions. A high frequency rush and a lower 
band, cut off. // My right hand is on the banister. I claim the sound as 
my own inadvertent production. I grasp the chrome tighter. The uniformity 
of its surface stings my naked hand. Refuses my hand’s muscles to 
maintain its shape. My grasp of the banister is sporadic (loose). My hand 
rubs against it and releases it and the sound continues without my touch. 
This dissonance redirects my attention to the man 30 steps ahead. Indeed, 
he is also grasping the banister, allowing his hand to drag against it, 
producing friction as his legs propel him forward. His audible traction 
continues to linger next to me in parallel motion like a leashed dog 
hanging behind its master at a fixed distance or a partially deflated 
helium balloon trailing a child. // Was the sound of my hand’s grating 
also audible to him? Are our vibrations reciprocally transmitted 
throughout the bannister’s angled meters of chrome? Their air-borne 
artifacts as well? Or was there a particular regularity or irregularity 
of the quality of his skin, the pressure exerted by his musculature, the 
speed of his decent in relation to the density of the metal, its 
thickness and length, its temperature, which was in coincidence with the 
relation between my and his pacing such that the vibration produced an 
air-borne artifact audible only on my descending right, in the fleeting 
synchrony of our equidistant steps? // As the man approaches the base of 
the stairs he varies his grip causing the phantom next to me to flicker 
in and out of audibility, virtuosically amplifying its uncanny effect. // 
the man is below and vanishes out of perspective. The sound stops. 
Nothing in his movements gave an indication of intentionality. // I 
descend the remaining steps. --------------------------------------------
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+++ We cross the border from Germany into France and immediately the look 
of the road and its feel, the signage, the minute tendencies of other 
cars to accelerate, decelerate, swerve, even the vegetation has shifted. 
Geographically the difference is negligible and yet it is certain that 
the quality of the soil and the patterns of tree growth on either side of 
this demarcation bisected by an uninterrupted roadway is markedly other. 
// And yet the difference is also too complete or too engrained to be the 
product of a campaign – a national identity, a national ‘look.’ // A 
small continent divided arbitrarily (historically) into smaller units. 
Each unit variably insists on trajectories of asymptotal self-identity 
consisting of material accretions. A country crystallizes moments of its 
expanding inventory as an identity into characteristics of that identity.  
A border is drawn and at that moment a particularity of an agricultural 
norm – not even a practice, but secondary aspect of it (a proportion, 
texture) sticks. A border is re-drawn and that aspect is syncretized 
arbitrarily with others. That semiotic assumption originating in a 
particular crop methodology syncretized with others then meets proto-
urbanist road planning. A certain type of stone is ground into the 
pavement mixture according to a certain technique of grinding informed by 
that which was syncretized and the combination gives that road its 
specific quality as a surface to be traversed. A border shifts again. The 
road is long unused. From it grows a species of tree, one cultivated and 
bred along similarly cumulative trajectories. The remnants of that 
particular stone cut in that particular way under that particular tree 
lend the tree a particular hue or suggest an angling of growth. // Et 
cetera. Wars. Redrawn lines. Edifices of embattled identification perched 
on a bedrock of promiscuous sediment. Material agglomerations so specific 
as to be radically singular, as though the scene itself were also bred, 
even inbred – a cultivation of molecular incest. A bandwidth of 
singularity called ‘nation.’ A bracketed feedback loop between 
materiality and a community’s imaginary relation to it. Nothing ‘French’ 
in the way the print of a road sign ever so slightly tatters, but the 
product of a bounded range of inexplicably complex relations calcified 
into algorithms of material potentiality ceaselessly interacting, 
rehearsing, exponentializing. A trench of material proliferation within 
which the circuits of feedback ceaselessly retrace their self-similar 
pathways of flow. // Two fingers of the same hand gently rub until each 
is laced with callous. A soft mineral, like gold. a jellyfish. Fire. A 
Belgian femur isn’t the half of it. // All the while we’ve been driving 
and, no different, the driver, mine, augments her senses on either side 
of the border. As the sun comes through clouds or branches or rises, she 
carefully takes sunglasses from their case. When what she sees wordlessly 
as a glut of light has passed, she returns them. Same with the stereo. 
When we accelerate and the car’s engine gets louder, so too the music, 
turned up, down. Once or twice it rains. Loud against the windshield and 
cab. This also prompts a change in volume. ------------------------------
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++++ The whine of the Berlin U-Bahn. A newer train with joints instead of 
doors between cars such that one can see from one end to the other. A 
snake from mouth to cloaca. A body with more perforations than any living 
organism might endure. // Across from me a dark gray zip up hoody, open, 
revealing a black athletic shirt of a textured, synthetic fabric, round 
neck cropping the tips of stray chest hairs, black stone-washed jeans 
neither tight nor baggy nor ‘regular,’ black oversize high-top sneakers 
of a prominent brand, a variety of hip hop via glossy black plastic 
headphones perched atop dark, slicked to the side hair, headphone cable 
dangling down in front of an inner thigh, swooping up to a phone in one 
hand, the other hand loosely cradling an emptily flaccid black backpack 
hanging down to the floor. Sharp nose. // the inside of the plasticine 
material of the backpack’s black arm-straps are visible. They are white. 
As if powdered white, or sprayed. Irregularly distributed white, Stained 
with salt deposits, sweat. // Or rather, a particular communion: the 
inner side of the backpack’s straps has passed through clothing. Or 
rather, minerals of flesh have penetrated the straps. Or rather, the 
white deposits are the residue of a molecular polyamory indistinguishable 
from the precision of wardrobe. // I remember a ‘news’ item: an obese 
person who remained – resided – on the toilet so long that the body and 
the toilet seat grew together. // Likewise, the flirtation with the 
backpack. Two bands of synthetic material pressed tightly to and around a 
body. Woven by a chemistry of intention. // To make ‘sweat’ is to provoke 
bodily alchemy – a part of you – in liquid form – expands through skin – 
not out of but in excess of, in extension of – your surface. And the 
straps? Their dye, their physical reaction? A softening? Meaning a 
receptivity? A simility? Are your shoulders, your underarms, sides of 
your ribcage, blades of your back reciprocally marked beyond the 
deformations of weight and pressure which temporarily inscribe themselves 
on skin? // A convention of pressures is a catalogue of resistance, 
permeable interaction. The look is irrelevant. The ‘poetry’ of a stain is 
irrelevant. These streaks of salt which are a mark of material 
indifference are eminently sexual.  -------------------------------------
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+++++ S. points to the Fluchtlinie of trampolines in the yards behind 
each suburban house. Civilization and its discontents. Each trampoline 
proof of a desire for the abolition of the body, the state, for the 
breakdown of formal order as is currently constituted. Each trampoline 
enmeshed in a safety net of consolation. A trampoline is a pre-sexualized 
sex toy. // Our niece-in-law jumps and bounces and lets herself crash 
against the net both in recognition (memory) of boundlessness, and of the 
safety which a bound, this one, provides. She moves in a way that would 
elsewhere be pathological, injurious. She is 3 years old and her 
endangered jumps are laced with a burgeoning neurosis. // What is the 
malleable surface of a trampoline? Watching from below, the surface molds 
to the force of weight of each vector upon it – an arm or foot and 
gravity pushing down. Nightmare on Elm Street special effect. Sphincter 
of springs. // The surface of the trampoline is at equilibrium only when 
alone – or when a body has sprung, momentarily erasing the trace of its 
deforming force. The trampoline’s identity is a quality of speed, a 
velocity of reiteration. The identity of a tool for playful dis-
identification is characterized by an atypically recalcitrant insistence. 
Memory foam. A rubber band snaps back. // Next to it is another machine 
for weaning, a sandbox beneath a wooden hatch. Enclosed to keep sand 
clean? To increase the distance between metaphor and mud? // at 3 years 
old our niece knows that here throwing oneself head first against a wall 
will not hurt. She knows that diving with all one’s might into the ground 
will cause no breaks or bleeding. 3D cinema would be lost on her only as 
it assumes more advanced pathologies of its subjects. Of course she 
laughs incessantly here. Even squeals. ‘Out of fun’ means out of 
desperate recognition of the suspension of formal reality within a zone 
of cultivated malleability. Transitional indifference. // Jumping with 
older siblings, she falls unexpectedly, landing face first on a sister’s 
foot. Both are stunned. Jumping stops. The solidity of the other’s body 
prompts the typical silence in which a child weighs the efficacy of a 
cry. The older sister whose foot has just met the little girl’s jaw says, 
“Where does it hurt?” The young one answers without hesitation, “In my 
toe.” // ----------------------------------------------------------------
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++++++ Frei Otto says: “a collapsed building is the most stable; the 
standing building has a degree of instability … In principle, every 
building is unstable; all architecture tries to do is to temporarily make 
stable what in principle is unstable.” // Sometimes when I come to bed 
very late, S. has made my side of the bed and left the covers folded 
open. And sometimes when it’s late I’ll meet him in the hall in his t-
shirt which is coated in sweat. There’ll be a particular smell to him, a 
gentleness like the specificity of ‘France,’ and we might embrace there 
or he might mumble something. His body retains heat from the bed. He 
carries the bed with him. His movements are awkward but fluid like M.A.’s 
way of suddenly being on the floor cross-legged. // I suppose what I’m 
getting at is that a jogger is an architect, but the body being 
constructed is a protestant refusal that denies heterogeneous 
materiality. // Looking between seats on a train into a magazine held in 
the row ahead of me I see a full page advertisement featuring the image 
of a pink, wrinkled anus. Or the innards of two pieces of pie spilling 
together on a plate are a face. In both cases I can trace an affect 
becoming a word and a recognition becoming a laugh. The anus is a flower. 
The face is a few morsels of baked apple. The impulsive irony of the 
laugh is prefabricated coordination clicking into place, the displacement 
of air of Tupperware sealing shut. // What could be more unstable than a 
displacement of air? That silence would be identical to the stability of 
a collapsed house is no surprise. Just as the drone or a precision of 
dress or an orgasm or a national identification are all tendencies toward 
zero. // What if the function of architecture were to celebrate 
instability? What if the celebration of the interval were something other 
than neurotic fidelity to the inevitability of collapse, something other 
than a premonition of death? // A cashier’s belly and the register it 
sits on are a single entity. // Sometimes when it’s dawn our bedroom 
curtain’s blue cloth becomes a haze in the room. // What do you mean by 
civilization? -----------------------------------------------------------
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