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Dusk arrived 
I left the sizzling sausages cooling in the pan 
One fly clings to the wall, refusing to go 
I opened the kitchen door 
The air was so still that the trees fell asleep 
An occasional stir from a bird 
The leaves rustle 
Purple blossoms are fading away 
Yet they refuse to leave the branches 
Dry and withered, they sigh 
Fog slowly penetrates the night 
It crept down from nowhere and refuses to go 
Stay, curious cat 
Let me run my fingers in your fur 
Enjoy the sausage and the night with me 


