a French heartbeat hill

The apartment building 

Turned into an 

Enormous

Quaking heartbeat .. 

Resonating in such a way

To make each apartment think

That is was another

Apartment making the noise .. 

Christ,

The sound was rattling windowpanes,

Killing carpet fibers,

Knocking photos off the walls,

Kicking over the garbage cans,

Pissing off the animals .. 

Yet, 

The heartbeat grew more profound the longer it went on ..

Eventually,

Everyone came outside the building

On that cold December morning .. 

Looking at that building shake .. 

All the inhabitants that never met

Began shaking hands 

And

Congratulating the apartment on

Such a fucking beautiful heartbeat .. 

All  building residents were shaking

With their own conversation,

Laughter

And wonder of how the heartbeat came about

In 

This building of theirs .. 

As they continued their banter .. 

The heartbeat slowed down .. and the residents

Began taking notice .. 

They then stopped talking .. 

Looked and listened to the building .. 

It still had a beat,

But it was faint .. 

Shit baby,

From that day forward the heartbeat remained in

The building for decades to come .. yet no one

Could figure

How the heartbeat originated

And where it was coming from .. 

It was just accepted .. 

For a good number of the residents

That were living there at 

The time,

They remained living there for some 10-20 years .. 

Because the soothe that the heartbeat provided

And

The 

Good vibes that went down in the building

As 

A 

Result of the 

Non-stop heartbeat .. 

Yet,

The other apartments were sold off at a 

Ridiculously high premium .. 

The heartbeat became a sight to see,

A local landmark,

A phenomenon people traveled for miles to see .. 

It’s that bloody building I live in off 11th on the top

Of an old French neighborhood

On a hill .. 

