the month

with no door
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He had been using K. Not for fun, exactly, maybe

escape, but escape was the wrong word too.

AT,




K was whiter than that Flatter. It took him nowhere

It thmned the glue here. It felt as if the hidden staff
inside the senses had gone home early and left the

bulldmo unlocked




RS A &

ming in. It just no longer came in

finished. 2

B Ik

He wrote that down.

ZTIEY s

He did not expect writing to save him. That would have
been sentimental. He wrote because the sentences began

before he did.

The first notebook entry, if he later remembered it

right, said: K opens nothing. It removes padding.



Then: The day is assembled.

Then, later, in smaller letters, as if somebody were

listening through the wall: Reality is a repeated
% f Lo g

He hated how that sounded. Too neat. Too online.

S SREER el R e o

Too much like something a damaged man would say
while staring at a ceiling stain and pretending he had

broken th: hto fi inciples.
L roken throug| toI :f:ﬁgflap es. e

But the sentence stayed, out of stubbornness more than

wisdom.



began to accumulate.

A crack above the window. Branch

S e

A - cup- r1ng on the table Then another

ceit




Kabbalah to be dangerous to himself.

TS A

Too little to understand it, enough to misuse it, enough
to let the ten spheres drift over whatever surface needed

structure.




But there was no good me-posltion left only moving
intensities. Near. Far. Sharpened Muted. Charged.
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He tried to correct for this. He told himself: stop.

S T e ——

It is only a crack. Only a lamp. Only bad sleep Only

chenustry Only Berlin winter.

S o e s

And besides, what was only chemistry? A phrase for (&

people who think chemistry is not already metaphysics




Memory Myth

pa——

They were different things, he thought, but they bled

into one another under pressure, and most people & \




Dehvery men. Tram bells. Lovers ﬁghtlnc in the street at
2 a.m. Schoolchildren in puffer ]ackets F o

Men washing blood from the sidewalk afl’er some small

and forgettable violence.

Y LS s

Daoner wrappers Vape smoke Ram on scaffoldmg
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He wrote: The clty is a ritual dlsgulsed as

g & t‘;’****—
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That also annoyed hlm But less

s —— L




Blackening. Whitening. Reddening. Burn. Wash.
Dlstlll Rot Coagulate ’

Chlldhood kltchen. Train wmdow. One woman

laughing in bed. His father looking at receipts.




A school corrldor A dead cat by the canal

Skin. Hosprtal light. Shame. Heat. Prayer Pornograph

Metro announcements.

-

The little films detached from sequence, and ﬂoated

beside one another equal in Weloht
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Supermarkets were lit like clinics.

T ————

His own hands looked less like hands, and more like

tools that had been assigned to him temporarily. Fg8
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