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The doorway to dreams
lies ajar, a sinuous road
passes through.

Henri Lefebvre

a quivering
hush of white

flower petals
scatter across

the pavement

the door opens
letting the world

into our quiet
cozy home







How splendid to be enjoying piano
music that came dancing up to me
from a magical distance, I found:
the music seemed to possess a
certain buoyant languor.

Robert Walser

an unrequited
appreciation

of a lonely tree
In a city square

somewhere where

lost in the sounds
of traffic and chatter

her leaves dance
to their own music

mostly unheard
except for by

those who carefully
listen
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So we walked down the
road—nothing

happened.

Tennessee Williams




Vd

or the sudden

hould oné







Question your
teaspoons.

Georges Perec

bland details
except for those

who care
to notice

light is
drawn

through the
kitchen window

as through a
sieve

it pours through
somehow cleaner

her hand

on mine
under the table

everything slow
with perfumed tea

tenderness
and sadness

spices in the larder
cold knife in the butter

quintessential spaces
for expressing love
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