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dry razor over some stubble. Next to me a man
agrees. He splashes some water up from a 
sink and towels off with a wrinkled shirt. A 
man takes a razor from a shaving bag and 
looks over and smiles. “Sometimes a shave is 
the best shower,” he says. Scales of polished 
steel pour liquid light through a back 
windshield of a taxi cab. A drizzle downs 
some wires. I find a line between street level 
and highrise sides of some buildings, some 
colonnades at a head level, some striped 
bare glass above, a perpendicular sewer 
surging water and sewage through a grid. Some 
downtown. Like a low-grade virus, a cab moves 
on a line as I direct. After a night’s sleep on 
some rough benches in a station where Bukowski 
and Wim Wenders waited I have a breakfast at 
a fruit stand. I cradle some luggage and go 
inside and dig a razor out of an outer pocket. 
In a bathroom I pour some softsoap into a hand 
and smear some into my stubble. Down a line 
of sinks a man looks over with a razor poised 
at his chin. “Sometimes a shave is the best 
shower,” he says. I sit in some chilling water 
and through a wall some pot smoke smells like 
some desire. I have some fun when I’m tired  
in a sexless or a strange city. I tell a driver 
to detour through an indifference market. 
Someone asks me if they can take my picture. 
Someone must mistake me for someone. It’s a 
city where Wim Wenders and Bukowski wandered. 
I take a book I’m reading, I take a book I’m 
reading and throw a book I’m reading out of a 
window of a migrant hotel where Bukowski and 
Wim Winders lived. A tear and a flutter of some 
pages are lost in an uproar from some skylane 
air. At a stoplight I feel a purple pop from a 
flash on an outstretched spindle. I hail a cab. 
Inside a dim spa some corners of some tiles 
and fixtures flow in parallel up some walls like 
in a VR cabin. I crouch on a stool and dampen 
a new towel. I draw out a green throwaway 
razor from a wire basket and a woman beside 
me extends a leg, I look over, she has a razor 
and smiles, she has a wireframe of creases 
and a memorable face. “I was homeless,” she 
says, “until one day in front of an opera 
house a taxi slowed down and a man got out, so 
captivated he said by some lines of my face, 
struck and overcome like never before or since 
he said, we got in a taxi and went back to a 
hotel where he peeked in through a door and 
in a towel and looking clean he shaved my legs 
with his razor, he said that sometimes a shave 
is the best shower,” and it’s true, like this 
woman I am getting ready to tell you something 
and when that happens there will not be a word 
out of place.
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GaGosian Paris
— travis dieHl

I write a letter on a sheet of graph paper 
found in a drawer in a hotel room. A tourist 
was found clogging a rooftop cistern. From  
up here a skyrise makes a deafening sound.  
A cliff above a VR well spreads out like 
a grid, like a knitted wireframe, like some 
kinked antennae on a taxi. Down a hall in 
a communal bathroom of a migrant hotel where 
Wim Wenders and Bukowski stayed I drag a 
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