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(*The key fits the lock. He’s glad the door opens.) (*He would like to hear her voice, but does not know how to reach her.)

(*She has lost again. Tomorrow she will try again.) (*The live in the same neighborhood. What the know of each other
comes from search engines.)



(*Here he likes to switch to the other train. It is slower, 
but the route is nicer.)

(*A song from the car passing by, reminds him of a friend who died in 
the eighties.)

(*They run as fast as they can. Cans and caps are gone immediatly.)

(*He would feel like an accomplice if he did nothing now.)



(*Here, she often meets her colleagues. She will miss them.) (*The children on the balcony always seem to be alone. He sometimes sees      
one of them at the supermarket.)

(*Through the hole in the fence she sees the house growing. It will soon 
be done, the sky gone.)

(*Lately she keeps falling. She likes the contact with the material.)



(*His friend wanted a city that does not know him. He misses him.) (*He carelessly slips the book lying on the seat beside him into his 
pocket.)

(*From complete anonymity he looks at this city and its people.) (*Carelessly, he lets the door fall. The suitcase is ready in the hall.)



(*When they were here last, containers burned across the tracks.) (*They usually feel safe here. Today is different.)

(*She stops here as always, to browse this book. The library sits along 
her line.)

(*Until now, everything was fine. Soon nothing will be as before.)



(*Once the plane is in the air, they miss nothing at all.) (*Again, there is a strike. They walk. The twins take the backstreets.)

(*She keeps taking pictures in the Photomatons of the métro.) (*She is late. Still, she stops to pick up the box of photographs.)



(*He sometimes feels like a ghost. Would it be the same without 
mirrors?.)

(*It feels like a machine room when he walks through the market early 
morning.)

(*The phone rings. No answer. He is probably gone.) (*They´re glad they made it out of the club.)



(*He feels like a time traveller who has just arrived.) (*He made it through the closing doors. She can´t.)

(*Almost thirty years ago, he left Chongqing without saying goodbeye.) (*The only thing he misses is the darkroom once made for himself.)



(*He gets off the subway.he looks into a tree crown. He finds the 
entrance only when he takes the elevator down.)

(*The train suddenly stops in the tunnel. They see her walk across 
the tracks.)

(*His parents once traded black sugar for dried bonito flakes here for 
their izakaya.)
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