Rodrigo Toscano
 
Frankfurt, Germany


In a DJ lounge, in Mainz, Germany, I scramble to figure out what—in any way, might touch a chord—explore a common node of history—trace a new sensation—between the 40 or so people present.  Had I written those pieces with this occasion in mind? Sort of. But not enough. 
 
The day before, atop an observation platform of an entertainment complex in Frankfurt, the “Römer” below, which contains the handful of buildings not fire-bombed during the war, is a Venice Beach-like pedestrian mall, packed with pretzel stands. Colossal sausage grills suspended by chains over burning logs anchor the beer-fueled crowds who’s roaring rises straight to the moon. 
 
To the south is the 56-story Commerzbank Tower, famous for its high-visibility work-spaces, something quite dissimilar to the former WTC towers’ stay-on-task window slitting (which were similar to the San Diego City Center Penitentiary, where I played holiday cheer accordion as a child). The Tower looks like an emerald crystal, very jaggedly and unevenly tapering toward the tip. That is, the tower’s peak doesn’t look snap-on, like the Empire State pike, but more like the result of a high precision cutting instrument. Schön. 
 
The observation deck is a freezing cold place to warm to one’s lame epiphanies. At any rate, the platform doubles as a pub for lost tourists and local streber (that is, “geeks”, not quite fitting into the more site-specific floors, for example, the I’ve-got-an-“ethnic German”-boyfriend-or-girlfriend-who’s-chill-enough-to-hang-with-us-Turks-hookahs-and-all discothèque, 8th floor). Nevertheless, I was duly encouraged by Köstriker Schwartz Bier to agglomerate things—into an agglomeration. Prost! 
 
At street level, an ATM lit up a scene which I was not prepared for in any way. Four tiny figures, but large enough for me to discern manners of dress, relative age, and most pointedly, range of bodily motion. Some sort of tussle between two women wearing Muslim headscarves. And suddenly, the harrowing screech of a child. I try to focus hard on what’s unfolding. And thanks to the concerted re-enactment of the initial occurrence between the four people by the four people, I manage to piece together a time-sequence, though I was (and remain) without an interpretive (cultural-linguistic) frame.  
 
One tyke had bumped in the other, which caused his mother to lunge at the other woman. Both kids were now crying. The women tightly clung to their children while weaving at each other, though there was no actual contact between them. The howls soon drowned out the revelers at the Römer, and froze many a heart like mine I’m sure. I waited for some kind of “authority” to show up. None did. Instead, passerby after passerby, played out their respective social roles, like clockwork. University students stopped to lurk, and after judging the incident to be non-violent, scadaddled. Bourgie folk veered 20 meters north by northeast, on cue. The eerie consistency of it all eventually dragged me into the scene—in the role of the “gazer” (from above no less!)  After all the evening’s lonesome and rather dubious ruminations, it felt like I’d entered into a secret legislative chamber of Global-Metro Frankfurt. 
 
One passerby differed from the rest. Off-shift men & women train station workers would walk straight up to the group, wave their arms, not rudely, but somewhat imploringly, motioning east west south and north—and toward the children, for a few minutes, then eventually move on; one after the next, unsqueamish, deliberate, face to face. 
 
Had I written those poems—that I in fact did read in Mainz the day after—with this specific occasion in mind?  Super sort of not. And yet, super sort of—is what I’m after. 
 
