
Hello,

What if I tell you that of each of the 10 men and women I observed in my morning commute was wearing the same shoes, having Persian rugs in their 
collection back in their homes and never had dental insurance ?

Hello,

Just as it is for you reading it, writing this for me is as important the event that preceded it and the one that will follow. I hope I am able to make 
you realise that by not writing this or even changing these words by any measure I would have changed this entire narrative, and it would have 
been a different story than what is recorded here.

Dear, 

The most precious bits of me, the ones I never wanted to be parted with and the ones that I wouldn't want 
others to miss, have died and I am convinced that what is left of me is reminder of everything that I was and 
now cannot be. 

Among the ruins of this city, stood a gallant horse made of porcelain, gleaming in the sun. Next to it 
were three stools , dusted and ready to be sat upon. Up ahead what remained of the road forked and 
ended abruptly. 

The apparition of these faces in the crowd :
Petals on a wet, black bough.
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