
downtown





He was lucky

more than others 

to own such a modest car

in this car he starts a new day which passes

according to the crowded city’s mood



In the street things get clearer

   shops

     corners

        neighbours

	 you can say the memory of 
		
		  tens of years





A car in this street represents the person
who owns it

it represents his life



As between one car and another there is 
very little space

 

but very little likeness too



      In an expected moment here

   you find yourself in a whirlpool of cars

a kind of dizziness when hustle wraps you



      In an expected moment here

   you find yourself in a whirlpool of cars

a kind of dizziness when hustle wraps you



At the roadside

parked may be forgotten

damaged may be more than the ability to fix it





Roofs are a different angle for those who live 
under



Everywhere circles can transfer them to
 
another world





Every morning from his bedroom window 

he looks at this composite area of miscellaneous buildings

every day he notices 

a new detail 

although he lives here since he was born



A visitor? 

	 yes

 and maybe it’s the first time for him to come here

but he left his car and dived into the heart of the city

as if there was an old bond to it
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