
Suffer from the things you believe  
 
As a heron, long and white and filigrane, makes you believe in air, in fly, in 
fall, in gravity, in distance, in the smooth whoosh of gliding through a space 
you’ll never inhabit, in an unknown feeling of feathers, in the same as in 
watching two people in love. A trickle of truth in every drop of the image. The 
rest is you, fiction.  
 


