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The museum air smells old.
[ follow in my father’s foot-
steps, and he lets me hold
the key.




I count every step.
Every sound builds

a map and I start to
see through distance.




AINIATURE CITY

. e The model of Paris fits in my hands.




“If you can imagine it,
you can find it.”



The train trembles.
Salt enters the air.
The city by the sea
unfolds before us.

The house is quiet
except for the sea.
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it for something human.
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ce. [ think of my father.



I turn the radio on and w:
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A voice speaks of scien.



fills the room. i The bombs make the house shudder.




I press my ear to the radio- and answetr.

Someone is calling through the storm. Static






Dust drifts.
The guns quiet.
She counts her breaths.



They find the model.
Streets under her fingers.
Now just a map of what
once was.



Salt and ash in the air.
Each step forward
is remembering.







[t stops humming.
The city changes,
yet she still knows
every wall.




She faces the quiet.






| hear a voice:
clear, patient, kind.
It speaks of light,
of how it travels.
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‘What came naturally:
-numbers, patterns, precision
start blending in with the

orders, uniforms, and silence.
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The others:mzm:h and Ifisten. Sound has weight.
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Cities fall in frequencies.
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\ | trace signals across ruined air.
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We arrive at the
edge of the sea.
The air tastes of
salt and electricity.
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There’s a voice hidden in the noise.,‘ = | find the hog
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| call out.
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It’s clear

then gane.

He liste
harder.
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THE SIGNAL ~

It pulls him forward.
He can’t stop following.
It sounds like hope. -
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The quiet stretches out without him. :




