spontaneous poetry
watch
moving in rhythm, counting the moments, hands that mark the pass of time, from day to night and back again, every instant sacred.
music box
little humble music box, sitting unnoticed on the table, with tones that can bring light to thousands.
puppet
hanging by strings,always controlled by others,a lost identity,a lost freedom
dust
hanging on the edges, growing in the cracks, feeding on the neglected and forgotten
pencil
machine of ingenuity, making great works with scratches and marks   
