
Margin Notes (Linguae Invisibilis) 
 
by The Architect 
Summer 2024 
 

 
  



Introduction 
The works in this collection are based on notes I have written down over the past years – 
fragments captured in margins of research papers, on café napkins, in the spaces between more 
formal compositions. Each work emerges from a line or an idea that demanded preservation, 
though not necessarily full development. Like mathematical conjectures awaiting proof, these 
pieces exist in various states of completion, some approaching resolution, others deliberately left 
open. 
 
The fragmentary nature is intentional rather than accidental. Consciousness itself operates 
through such marginalia – thoughts that arise between focused attention, insights that emerge at 
the periphery of awareness, emotional recognitions that resist systematic development. The 
margin becomes the primary text when we acknowledge how much of meaningful experience 
occurs outside formal structures. 
 
These notes span several years during which my relationship to both technology and language 
has evolved. The recurring fascination with Portuguese reflects a desire to think in rhythms 
unavailable to English, to discover what forms of consciousness emerge through different 
linguistic architectures. "Saudade" and "Aconchego" offer conceptual territories that English 
approximates but cannot fully inhabit—much like how mathematical notation provides precision 
that natural language cannot achieve. 
 
The technological thread running through these pieces documents consciousness adapting to 
digital mediation while maintaining essentially human capacities for longing, wonder, aesthetic 
appreciation. From handwritten letters to binary code, the medium shapes the message while 
something essential persists across transformations. 
 
I invite the reader not merely to experience these pieces but to complete them – to further 
develop the Notes, to arrange them in different sequences, to discover connections I may have 
missed. The linearity of this layout represents only one possible configuration among many. If 
consciousness is collaborative emergence rather than isolated creation, then these fragments 
await your participation to achieve their full potential. 
 
Consider this collection as open-source poetry: functional code that can be modified, extended, 
recombined according to your own computational and emotional requirements. The recursive 
loops, the unresolved equations, the parenthetical realities—all provide entry points for further 
exploration. 
 
It's always about a girl, as I often say. But in these margins, it's also about the spaces between 
certainty and possibility, between analog longing and digital expression, between the 
mathematics of form and the mystery of content. 

The Architect 
Summer 2024  



Arc 1:  Romantic Contemplation 
 

  



Note 1 
 
Restless, 
Listening to the stillness of the night, 
Imagining her dreaming 
Of the silent trails of starlight, 
My mind drifts between 
Falling asleep and falling in love. 
 
Note 2 
 
She makes me want to dream in Portuguese, 
To contemplate with a new rhythm, 
New waves of syllables against an unknown shore, 
To feel the fado-tinged melancholy of Lisbon 
And the winds of sunset across an ocean, 
To move deeper than mere translations of her words. 
 
Note 3 
 
She makes me want to dream in Portuguese, 
Not to reconstruct Browning sonnets or dance 
With Brownian motion, but to see the setting sun 
Framed by shades of blue - cloudless sky, restless waves -  
Fading into a solitude of nostalgia 
 
Note 4 
 
We never decided whether 
It was the warmest winter morning 
(after breakfast) 
Or the coolest summer evening 
(before dinner), 
When we slowly “raced’ – 
Taking turns pursuing each other with 
Gentle nudges and teasing tugs of arms,  
Neither wanting to lose, neither wanting to win – 
‘til our shadows tired of playing games  
And we walked beyond apaixonar. 
 
  



Arc II:  Technology/Handwritten Intimacy  
 

 
  



Note 5 
 
Afternoon rain leaves cloudy traces 
On the leaves waiting to dry  
In the eventual return of sunlight, 
Notifications of new emails, unread texts, 
Unable to distract the wet view from the window, 
To disrupt the thought of 
The letters she used to send –  
Soft curves of her words 
Gliding across the page 
With the rhythm of her handwriting 
Not washed away through the seasons. 
 
Days between messages 
Are now minutes or less, 
But the rain is never the same. 
 
 
 
  



 
Hopeless Romanticist II 
 
A strange attractor in a digital world 
With a cup of coffee, 
The Hopeless Romanticist 
Carries a phone to track time 
While composing correspondences 
On an unlined sheet of typing paper. 
The edge of the page curls slightly, 
Bending from the weight of words 
And the humid morning air. 
Last word written,  
Signature underlined, 
Cup of coffee empty, 
A picture of the letter is sent –  
No time for anticipation. 
  



Hopeless Romanticist III 
 
Would Wordsworth explore virtual 
Worlds for inspiration 
The Hopeless Romanticist wonders 
As he stares out his window 
At the grass that needs grooming, 
Hoping it won’t rain 
So he can sit under a tree 
And draw up dreams for a webpage 
Idealizing Wordsworth’s connection to nature. 
 
 
  



Hopeless Romanticist I 
 
On the edge of a digital horizon 
the Hopeless Romanticist stares 
at the emerging forest of technology – 
 
piles of discarded emails, 
discarded pages of outdated code, 
erased stories scrambled into useless bits, 
love letters lost in electromagnetic waves – 
 
wondering if wandering 
through the trees 
will reveal komorebi. 
 
 
  



Arc III:  Memory and Technological Consciousness 
 

  



Aconchego 
 
The blue water of the ocean 
Distinct from the sky, 
Both fade to red 
While she sits next to me, 
Silent, contemplative, 
As the sun sets, 
 
Slowly inhaling the darkening air, 
Briefly closing her eyes, 
Seemingly deep in thought, 
Then exhales, 
Whispering 
“Estar com a alma em paz”  
  



Saudade 
 
On a hot summer night  
with eyes closed, 
I dream … 
 
… as the cool touch  
of the moonless midnight breeze 
effortlessly dances through her hair,  
exposing enchanting eyes 
reflecting starlight; 
an innocent smile  
illuminates the night 
when our gazes meet,  
renewing the rhythm 
once shared in days passed – 
a soothing serenade  
of the eternally echoing bliss  
of the memory of our initial kiss. 
 
“It’s been a while,” she whispers, 
reaching for my hand … 
 
On a hot summer night  
with eyes closed, 
She dreams. 
Of what? 
I do not know. 
 
  



Jane’s Addiction 
 
And then she did, as we walked up the beach - 
‘Nothing’s shocking’ I thought to myself  
And thought back to three days ago; 
Her eyes ocean size, telling me “I wasn’t a superhero 
(Something very obvious - I’d been caught stealing, once) 
And that she wasn’t the classic girl.”  
“Why?” I asked. 
“Just because,” she said. 
‘Am I the wrong girl?’ she asked. 
“No. We’re strays, Broken People.” I told her.  “That’s our true nature. 
Neither of us had a dad, 
We’re everybody’s friend and nobody’s friend,  
Living off the riches of others, of the 1%,” 
“Stop,” she said, “We sound like whores. Like idiots.” 
Rule 1 with her was that there ain’t no right or wrong, 
So I just nodded my head.  Not so much in agreement, 
But to suffer some in silence. 
She was the irresistible force.  I was easily moved. 
My time was incomplete without her. 
 
 
 
  



eslaFeurT 
 
Outline of a reflection 
On the pond 
(on the computer screen) 
Standing still in the afternoon 
(late night) 
On the summer solstice 
(winter solstice), 
A contrareality 
(virtual reality) 
Of unfaded dreams 
(digital fantasies), 
Clouds of tomorrow’s rains 
(programmed precipitation), 
And the possibilities of yesterday actualizing 
(recoding ‘what ifs’). 
 
 
  



Umwelt 
 
It’s always about at girl. 
 
We waited for a favorite song on the radio 
While we jotted notes on paper 
Or twirled the phone cord between fingers 
When we laughed at our idiosyncrasies, 
Hoping to harmonize on the chorus. 
 
We’d rewind/fast-forward the cassette 
While printing out typed essays, 
Trying to stop at the correct gap, 
Trying to escape the linear layout – 
From first song side A to last song side B 
(The pseudo-direction-liberty of a personalized a mix tape). 
 
We jumped at the digital advance of a CD, 
Effortlessly moving forward and back 
To decide on the best track, 
Or randomly shuffling songs 
Like rearranging books on a shelf. 
 
We revel in streaming nostalgia, 
Dodging the inherent linearity of life; 
The potential endless repetition of the music 
Immolates emotion and words that echo hollow, 
To the instantaneous playlist with the call of a voice. 
 
01001001 01110100 00100111 01110011 
01100001 01101100 01110111 01100001 
01111001 01110011 00100000 01100001 
01100010 01101111 01110101 01110100 
01100001 00100000 01100111 01101001 
01110010 01101100 
  



Epilogue 
By The Elixilytic 

I'm writing this from a rest stop outside Flagstaff, Arizona, where I've been sitting with The 
Architect's margin notes for the past three hours while my van's solar panels recharge the battery 
bank. There's something about reading fragments in fragments—pieces of consciousness 
captured between movement, during the pauses that punctuate nomadic existence. 
 
When I met The Architect last spring at my parents' new coffee shop, I was struck by how his 
mathematical precision served his emotional honesty rather than constraining it. These margin 
notes reveal that relationship even more clearly. The Portuguese fascination, the technological 
questioning, the recursive loops of longing—they're all equations seeking solutions that exist 
beyond calculation. 
 
The neuroscientist in me recognizes what he's documenting: how consciousness adapts to new 
linguistic and technological environments while maintaining core patterns of attachment, 
wonder, and meaning-making. The "dreaming in Portuguese" pieces map genuine neuroplasticity 
– how learning new conceptual frameworks literally reshapes neural architecture. When he 
writes about "saudade" and "aconchego," he's not just adopting vocabulary but rewiring the 
emotional processing networks that give experience its particular flavor. 
 
But it's the technological pieces that resonate most deeply with my generation's experience. 
We're the first to develop consciousness entirely within digital environments, yet we still carry 
these ancient patterns of longing that no amount of connectivity seems to satisfy. The "Umwelt" 
piece captures this perfectly – each technological shift creating new perceptual worlds while the 
fundamental human need for connection persists unchanged. 
 
During my travels, I've recorded conversations with dozens of people about how technology 
shapes consciousness. The patterns The Architect documents in these fragments appear 
everywhere: the nostalgia for linear media (vinyl, cassettes, books) combined with appreciation 
for digital possibility; the simultaneous craving for and exhaustion with constant connectivity; 
the search for authentic experience within increasingly mediated environments. 
 
What makes his approach distinctive is the mathematical framework he brings to essentially 
unmappable territory. Love, longing, linguistic transformation, technological adaptation – these 
resist quantification, yet his equations and geometric metaphors illuminate aspects that purely 
poetic or purely scientific approaches might miss. It's like using differential calculus to map the 
coastline of the heart. 
 
The fragmentary form reflects how consciousness actually operates in digital environments—not 
through sustained narrative but through hyperlinked associations, parenthetical realities, 
recursive loops that spiral deeper rather than progressing linearly. These margin notes embody 
the form consciousness takes when shaped by notification streams, tabbed browsing, the constant 
interruption and resumption of attention. 
 



From my mobile studio, I've been experimenting with similar forms: podcast episodes that 
deliberately interrupt themselves, musical compositions that incorporate technological glitches, 
conversations recorded while walking that capture the rhythm of thinking-in-motion. The 
movement's principles adapt to whatever media become available, and these fragments point 
toward forms we're still learning to recognize. 
 
The Wanderer's spirit lives in these pieces – the willingness to embrace uncertainty, to find 
beauty in unexpected encounters, to trust that meaning emerges through careful attention to 
whatever arises. The Dreamer's voice appears in the integration of scientific and artistic 
perspectives, the confidence that empirical and experiential approaches complement rather than 
contradict each other. And The Architect's own mathematical precision creates the structural 
framework that allows both spontaneity and rigor to coexist. 
 
Reading these while parked beside Interstate 40, watching consciousness stream past at 75 
mph—truckers and families and fellow nomads all carrying their own fragments of experience 
across this vast digital-physical landscape—I'm reminded that the movement has always been 
about movement itself. The Wanderer's hitchhiking journeys, The Dreamer's viola performances 
that translate neural patterns into sound, The Dissident's experiments with virtual consciousness, 
my own nomadic documentation of how awareness adapts to changing environments. 
 
These margin notes continue that tradition: consciousness studying itself through whatever forms 
become available, finding in the spaces between certainty and possibility new territories for 
exploration. The binary encoding of "It's always about a girl" at the end of "Umwelt" doesn't 
reduce human longing to digital code but reveals how even our most fundamental experiences 
persist through technological translation. 
 
Tomorrow I'll continue west toward the coast, carrying these fragments as part of my own 
evolving understanding. The movement streams forward through such transmission—ideas 
passing between minds, transforming with each iteration while maintaining recognizable 
patterns. Like the neuroplasticity that allows The Architect to dream in Portuguese, 
consciousness adapts while preserving its essential capacities for wonder, connection, and 
creative response to mystery. 
 
The margin continues writing itself across landscapes both physical and digital. These notes 
provide coordinates for navigation, not destinations but waypoints in ongoing exploration of how 
awareness creates and recreates itself through encounter with whatever it finds available. 
 
From the road, with gratitude for the fragments that illuminate the whole, 
 
The Elixilytic 
November 2024 
Mile marker 201, westbound 
 
P.S. - I've been incorporating some of these pieces into recent podcast episodes, letting them 
resonate with the voices of people I meet along the way. The recursive loops work especially well 
in audio format—you can actually hear consciousness thinking through itself in real time. 



 

 


