


22 August 2011
The air feels dry and with every inhale I am more aware that rain needs to fall soon.
A table, several empty glasses and a promise that I will write a letter to my friend for every month I am away.

10 September 2011
I place a plant in the corner, near the window. It breaths colours in my room. I put down my scarf.

                                                                A desk and a package of forty envelops, several pens and a pack of paper.         
                                                                          I want to open the plastic foil but the bell rings, so I leave the room.


