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PROLOGUE

	Grains That Time Leaves Behind

	 

	Grains That Do Not Fade

	 

	I was not trying to document a journey. I was tracing the grains that time had left inside me, walking along their edges. And somewhere on that road, an old belief came back to me.

	I have never thought of time as a straight line. The things that pass, I believed, do not disappear — they remain, only changed in shape. Depending on place, on sound, or sometimes on the rhythm of a single sentence, they surface again. The same moment of time can linger in entirely different ways.

	I came to think of it simply as a grain — something time leaves behind as it passes. Time flows, but memory stays — asking for no explanation, waiting to be called back the way wind carries a texture, the way stone holds warmth.

	 

	I have walked a long time among such traces.

	 

	When the Road Came First

	 

	Whenever I set out to travel, I made no plans about what I would see. The destination was always decided on the road itself. What mattered was not arrival, but the time spent crossing the distance between. Move too quickly, and a landscape becomes information. Stay long enough, and it becomes memory.

	Travel in the 1980s, with a film camera in hand, was less convenient than it is now. Maps were often wrong. Transport was slow. Communication broke down easily. But in exchange, there was time — long stretches of being left alone. I walked through it, waited through it, listened to songs I barely knew.

	Music always arrived late. Some cities didn't fall into place until months afterward; some places only aligned with their landscapes years later.

	 

	What Remains by Not Being Kept

	 

	There were not many photographs. Film was precious, and far more went unshot than captured. The scenes I chose not to record are the ones that have stayed longest.

	 

	The temperature of stone.

	The sound of water meeting rock.

	The way an unfamiliar language moved through an alleyway.

	 

	Because they were never written down, they have never worn thin.

	In some cities, music became the road. In others, a single story followed me to the end. The tremor of a guitar led me up a hillside. In a city laid across water, my thoughts kept losing their way. In a snow-covered garden, there was no need to count time. In a square that refused to sink, I learned how to stand still for a long while.

	 

	The Moment Light Enters

	 

	This is not a travel guide. It is not a record that recommends cities or roads. It is, rather, an account of the places I passed through — of the thoughts that paused there with me, and of the pace I kept, which was never quite the same twice. It is something closer to a recollection of what I could not explain, of the moments I chose not to pin down with words.

	In these pages, place names do not matter much. A map can show the road, but it cannot tell where the heart has lingered. I remember places by their air, their scent, and the sounds that brushed past my ears. Where names have been erased, only one landscape remains: the human one.

	Now I open the lens cap that has been waiting inside an old bag. Light will enter again. The stilled landscapes will begin to breathe. Time does not return. But grains remain — unfinished, continuing from one place to the next.

	 

	I am walking on them still.

	Even now,

	 

	among the traces that time has left behind.

	 


Part 1

	 

	Before Seeing,
I Was Already Feeling

	The Senses Speak First

	 

	 

	Alhambra · Sorrow in Crimson
Venice · Echoes on Water
Florence · What Was Left Unfinished
Marrakech · What the Red Swallowed
Sidi Bou Saïd · Solitude in Blue

	 


 

	ALHAMBRA

	Sorrow in Crimson

	 

	The Moment a String Stopped Time 

	 

	What brought me here was a single tremor.

	It had lingered in my ear for a long time.

	 

	One summer in the early 1980s. The sun in Granada was piercingly clear. Even the wind off the Mediterranean — carrying its trace of moisture — dissolved the moment it met the dry mountain air. Those were afternoons that vanished as soon as they arrived.

	 

	Francisco Tárrega's guitar piece: 

	“Recuerdos de la Alhambra”

	 

	The tremolo moved without interruption — like shards of sunlight breaking against a red stone wall, like the breath of someone grieving a paradise they can never return to. Those minute, shivering notes pulled me forward.

	With no map, guided only by the sound still ringing in my ear, I began climbing the hill. The stone steps were steeper than I'd expected. My pace slowed. Sweat gathered at my temples; my breath grew short.

	Each time I stopped and turned, the outline of the city had receded a little further. The music continued inside me, and I slowed my steps so as not to lose it. That day, moving through the city was less an act of going somewhere than a process of entering, slowly, into a piece of music

	 

	The Grief Left in the Red Fortress

	 

	What reached me first, stepping inside the Alhambra, was silence. The Moor's Sigh — the place where the last king of the Nasrid dynasty turned back and wept. The fortress stood emptied out, like a shell worn smooth by the tide of time.

	The walls dense with arabesques were intricate, but within their repetition something sorrowful had seeped through. Were the countless patterns carved by Islamic artisans a desperate confession — a reaching toward the divine? Or were they a record of wounds pressed down beneath the history of the Reconquista?

	The beauty of the defeated, pushed behind the chronicles of the victors, lay pooled in silence on the still surface of the Patio de los Arrayanes.

	Light shifted on the wall; shadow moved across water. Time did not seem to flow so much as to remain — centuries arriving all at once.

	 

	A Guitar Becoming Prayer

	 

	Walking toward the Generalife gardens, I heard it again — the sound of water rising in thin jets, the wind threading through leaves, and beneath it, as if woven in, the tremolo returning. The melody moved as though no space existed between one note and the next — like tears scattering into air before they fall, like breath held against a loss too old to name.

	That day inside the fortress, silence outnumbered words. Footsteps fell against stone and sank low; voices could not cross the walls, dissolving instead within the courtyards. There was nothing left for me to do but listen, touch, and wait. The walls of the Alhambra said nothing. But they let time be heard.

	Within that trembling, I thought of those who had surrendered this fortress in 1492 and walked away. As legend says the Moor's sigh passed like wind in that moment — their time too must have settled low, like something subsiding into the earth.

	The tremolo that Tárrega left behind — fingers already stiffening — went on disturbing the air long after it ended, like one person's struggle to hold on to what is disappearing.

	 

	Standing on the Grains of Time

	 

	Standing at the far end of the fortress wall, looking down over the white alleyways of the Albaicín, I thought again about the shape time leaves behind. Time does not flow — it accumulates in layers, pressing itself into grains. The cold stone column I touched that day would have held a temperature not so different from the warmth left by someone who walked here centuries before me.

	Faced with that time, I found myself asking again: why do I travel? Not to see new landscapes. But to confirm the old grains already living inside me — to find them again.

	Walking between the red fortress and its shadowed colonnades, I understood that I was on a road that leads back to oneself. And at the end of that road — not a landscape, but a moment in time, was what I carried away from the Alhambra.

	 

	The string has gone still.

	But the air it moved has not.

	 


 

	VENICE

	Echoes on Water

	 

	The Balance of a Tilted Eternity

	 

	The ground moved first.

	Even certainty seemed to sway.

	 

	The moment I stepped out of Santa Lucia station, something shifted in the sensation beneath my feet. The certainty of standing on solid, fixed ground gradually loosened — and an invisible current began, slowly, to rock what lay below.

	Venice seemed less a city resting on land than a presence permitted, temporarily, upon the surface of water. Each time a vaporetto passed, the waves on the Grand Canal distorted the reflections of the palaces; even the stone buildings, solid as they were, appeared for a moment to be floating. Human beings pile their eternity from stone and brick — but even that eternity, it turns out, leans against a shifting foundation.

	The buildings that have withstood centuries — neither fully submerged nor fully fixed — seemed to have accepted a slight tilt, as though that were the only way not to fall. It may not be rigidity but the willingness to sway that holds this city up.

	 

	Sound That Arrives Before Meaning

	 

	When I left the Piazza San Marco and turned into the narrow calli, the air dropped a register. Footsteps striking stone, the thread of a string melody drifting from somewhere far off, the friction of water against walls — layered together, the evening was composing something that could not be put into words.

	In that moment, a melody surfaced — one I had heard long ago. The song “La Novia.” I hummed it quietly.

	 

	“Bianca e splendente va la novia…”

	 

	The vowels stretched long and spread across the water. The

	
	
	
	
	The Time of Erosion

	
	
	
	
	
	What Remains on the Trembling
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