
Our Villas  is the romance of what might be, not 

the violin strings of suspense, but waiting for it. This breathing in but not breathing out.  
 
Death, no, hibernating? 
 
Not mammalian, not earthbound.  
 
Our Villas was, “stop”, remember? Not letting things become but rather float, or hover, 
suspended in the moment before, not en route to anywhere really. 
 
 
 


