We were writing a story. I though the world would welcome some magic and thought of a story about a blind enchanted princess who did not speak but would just sing. 

That is what brought us together. We spent night after night brain storming, she with a glass of wine, always red wine. 

When she liked an idea, she would begin to pace the floor and to swallow the moment. I would forget who I was and where, would let the keys just rest and would lift my eyes to her. A slow smile would curl my lips. Yes. She amused me in a tender way. I liked her passion. I liked how her foot would almost dance in each step, her profile, her body language. 

She would feel my attention, would stop in mid sentence and turn, so graciously, like drawing a pirouette and her eyes would capture mine. She would then throw her head back and laugh.

· I only want to love you in this warm way that pushes me to live and to conform you. Then there are no days and the nights are full of light. The nights are days! Time tastes of time. My laugh is happy tonight. My heart is wide. 

· The ink will meet your mouth: in that cup, I will drink you as the last swallow of love. Which is the first.

· Over the lucidity of being awake, I fear to slumber: I fear to wake up having just dreamed you! Though I love to dream you. 

She would contradict herself, and it was not true. She never dreamed of love.
