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Joke van Leeuwen

It is the grass between the sparse relatives of a dearly departed
everybody knew.

It is the magnolia (not regarded as a compelling reason to leave the
house) that is jubilant just around the corner.

It is the courier who parks his bike and takes the cube of food he doesn't
even like from his sweaty back.

It is the bruise on the face of the nurse who wears an overly tight mask
the whole day long and has two children.

It is the mannequin in a famous shopping street, showing a glittering
evening gown to three sparrows and a stray cat.

It is the moss between café terrace tiles that have waited all winter for the
first proper spring day.

It is the teacher who keeps on digitally reading the book she started in the
classroom, because who doesn't want to know how something that has
been started ends.

It is being alone amongst patient furniture and books of forgotten

sentences and talking out loud to yourself, even when you don't expect an
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