Architecture 202

The lenses of my glasses, ever thicker,
Say if | cannot see it's not the liquor,

And spare me seeing in too much detail
Frank Gehry cityscapes, an out of scale

Metallic origami for such patrons
As push for calling café hired help "waitrons"

And can accept museums by the ton
That look created by a pastry gun.

If in this world of Dr. Caligari
One is unwillingly upon safari,

He learns to love the square, right angle, plane.
It may be Euclid lived and died in vain,

But so did Gaudi, and those cast iron flora
On balustrades went out with Isadora.

Astigmatism in the eye can be,
Somewhat, corrected. If the street we see

In fact is gross distortion, then soft contacts
Cannot tell buildings from the Adirondacks.

And if perspective stretches, is it not
That palaces in Venice lean a lot?

Perhaps a war might blow walls into plumb,
Neutrons correct my vision. Fall, sweet bomb.



