
As Tranio stared blissfully out of the open, stone window, he thought 

about how beautiful the scenery around his quiet town was. In the 

distance, the gentle mountain peered over the tops of the small, 

terracotta roof tiles while a minute, black bird glided gently in the warm, 

summer breeze. As Tranio gazed at the stall holders haggling on the 

narrow, dusty streets below, he wondered what the beautiful, young 

lady in the window opposite him was doing. Underneath his apartment, 

there was two, older ladies making freshly baked dough before the 

morning rush to the newly opened bakery. On top of the precarious 

balcony, the lady, whose hair was neatly wrapped in a bun, rested her 

pale, soft arm on the dusty window sill until she spotted Tranio looking 

at her.  
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