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The Romance of Systems.	Fr ank had finished his third Manhattan.	 Soon he would be talking about the “invisible grid” again.	At  the moment, he was shouting at no one in particular.	

F: everything is a system. Architecture is about rules. You can’t just pick and choose.	A  crowd started to form, eager to watch. His rants were infectious.	A lice quietly sipped her tonic water, closing her eyes, counting...4 minutes and 33 seconds. 

She thought she heard someone reference Ranciere, but couldn’t be sure.	It  was going to be a long night.	F : It’s too casual, too imprecise. The problem is that it lacks, well, a kind of hypergeometricity. She never quite understood the words he 

used, and suspected that no one else did either. Behind the hyperbole, she knew there was no resistance, no complexity.	H e was an aging boxer stuffing himself on hors d’oeuvres trying to relive his glory.	F : It’s anti-anti-form I’m after. You can’t just be 

“for” anything these days - its suicide.	E veryone nodded their heads in a kind of synchronized unison.	A lice sighed.	A ll this cajoling, she thought, its passe.	F ifteen years ago, she might have run off, unable to 
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so much as feign an interest in the machismo politics of formalism.	A ll the talk of so-called architecture made her cringe. It was only recently that she had begun to appreciate the inherent beauty of geometric systems, the strange subjectivity that 

architecture could produce. Yet, part of it still seemed frivolous, a stylish silly extravagance.	A lice appreciated the novel use of natural light, its effects promiscuous.	Fr ank began gesturing wildly and sketching diagrams.	

Soon he was laughing at his own jokes.	 She kept her distance, even though she knew there was something endearing about his delirium. It was getting late.	A lice decided to call a cab. She was tired of pretending. There is no more discipline, 

she thought.	N o shared discourse, no criteria, no methods of evaluation, just posturing and competing genres. She knew that his elaborate gestures could not bring it back.	 The night ended. The sun was rising. Half-awake and 

bleary-eyed, Frank sat at the kitchen table.	He marveled over the way his eggs resembled shallow domes, their yolks in perfect crystalline symmetry. Cholesterol, she thought.	H e began to construct the Farnsworth House out of toast, next to an intricate parametric dome of 
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potatoes. She wondered if he had thought anymore about their upcoming deadline.	Fr ank and Alice both worked in the architecture practice called Boudoir.	F : Well, the geometry, the relationship of part to whole, the composition, it’s too generic.		

It lacks specificity.	A : I don’t mind the generic, but that’s the least of our problems. It doesn’t function. To start, the bathrooms are all wrong. 	F : Who gives a damn about the plumbing? That’s what unions are for. I’m talking about 

systematicity, Alice.	A : We’ve got to think more about performance.		Ar chitecture is the production of environment, not some nostalgic ideas of form. Frank wasn’t listening, as usual. He began sketching furiously 

in the margins of the newspaper.	 They were oddly-shaped lumps, both seductive and ugly.	F : They’ve got to float Alice, think of it, how wonderfully complex and difficult it could be.	A : Frank, don’t be ridiculous.	

Frank had produced some of the most beautifully odd things ever seen by mankind, but he hardly ever left the office.	H e had no idea how people really lived.	A lice preferred wandering aimlessly through the city.	She was always trying to convince him that 
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the vernacular was interesting.	H er belief was in a radical pragmatism. She knew the world wouldn’t sustain that level of 

excess.	L ooking out the window, at nothing in particular, he remembered when they met, at the 

global warming conference sponsored by the Banham Corporation.		

Under the fluorescent lights, surrounded by biodegradable insulation panels, he could tell she was different.	

It was Frank who had suggested that they work together. He loved her instantly.
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