
They walk past the mirror placed 
in the middle of the clutter and take turns 

improvising a little dance in front of it.



Installed in front of the rolling shutter covered in graffiti, 
he prays barefoot on a folded piece of cardboard.



Phone to his ear, he follows a plastic bag flying in the wind 
and tries to crush it with his foot several times but misses. 

When he finally manages to catch it, 
he slips it into his pocket with his free hand.



Son ordinateur posé sur le banc face à lui, 
il danse seul dans la pénombre, 

le corps éclairé par l’écran.



Using a hanger extended 
and twisted into a hook, she slides her hand
 into the drum of the bin to extract clothes.



They arrive in matching outfits, 
stop to stretch, and adopt a series of mirrored poses, 

one copying the other to learn.



He moves like an accordion from one lamppost 
to the next, carrying all his belongings packed 

in rolling suitcases and garbage bags to the shelter.



Giving a knowing smile to passers-by, 
she picks the flowers that hang over the fence 

of the family gardens.



He takes the quilt out of his tent 
and dries it on a dead tree.



In the allotment garden, which has become wasteland,
they form a farandole and turn around the cherry tree, 

picking the fruit as they go, like a sort of agricultural ritual.



From the top of the bridge, 
they throw four bottles into the river one by one.



They parked to measure the graffiti 
“Under the cops, the beach” painted on the exterior wall 

of the military’s staff quarters.


