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open doors
doors open

To my friends who 
find comfort in sharing 

lonely spaces. 



Introduction 
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Porte Aperte is a project which takes place in 
Siena, Italy. 

Over the course of a week I wander the streets 
of Siena and step into intriguing spaces or 
buildings with open doors. 

I sit and journal my observations and thoughts 
for 10 to 30 minutes. 

I then photograph the exterior of the space. 

Every location holds traces of it’s visitors, be it 
a sculpture from hundreds of years ago, or a 
whiff of someone’s just stubbed out cigarette. 



I sit in a pew 
near the front of the church. 
The doors were open, so I wandered in. 
Voices from the restaurant next door 
pour into this vaulted space. 
Should I be here? 

Now someone has entered and they 
look at me then the painting behind me. 
The baby gurgles. 
They whisper now having seen me writing. 
We laugh as the baby says something 
I don’t understand. 
Does she speak another language 
or just baby?

Sunlight creeps in 
through a window behind me, 
illuminating a figure 
F. Ianssens D’Anversa Sculp. MDCCXLVIII. 
Below him a hooded scull with wings 
stares at me. 

A dog barks outside. 
A fork clinks on a plate. 
I will return to 
my wandering in the street. 

CHIESA SAN GIORGIO 

25.10.21 14:30
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I look up at the rafters. 
The hole in the ceiling.  
I wonder what was this place? 
Who’s is it now? 
Why was the door cracked? 
A broom sits in the corner. 
But for what? 
There’s nothing inside. 
A pigeon coos. 
I look at the spikes 
around the hole in the roof. 
Do they keeep the pigeons away? 
The light that comes in 
lights up cobwebs. 
How old are these spiders?

CRACKED OPEN GARAGE

25.10.21 15:00
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Upon entering the church I see 
four tourists, noses turned up to 
the sky. I walk forward, choosing 
to sit in the same pew I sat in 
just a few days ago. I hear the 
door squeak open and I jump 
as the noise slices through the 
silence. No one enters. 
  The door closes. 

Am I in the company of a spirit? 
I pick up a crumpled paper from 
the ground. 
On it: “Preghiera allo Spirito 
Santo di Santa Caterina da 
Siena”. On the back: 
“La Cura, Franco Battiato”. 
A fly buzzes around my feet. 
The door opens and closes again.

I read “Ti proteggerò dalle paure 
delle ipocondrie”. The door 
opens. Someone enters. 
He puts change in the box. 
 
“Dai turbamenti che da oggi”
He lights a candle. 
“Incontrerai per la tua via”
Should I leave? 
“Ti solvero dai dolori”
He leaves, I read on. 

COLLEGIATA DI SANTA MARIA IN PROVENZANO 

25.10.21 15:30

“E dai tuoi sbalzi d’umore”
A couple enters the church. 
“Dalle ossessioni delle 
tue manie”
They observe a plaque, 
looking at the magnificent altar 
piece for a moment. 

“Supererò le correnti 
gravitazionali”. Light from the 
cupala’s windows brushes part 
of a painting, just out of reach 
of the angels that decorate 
the ceiling. 

The couple has left. “Lo spazio e 
la luce per non farti invecchiare”. 
I shift in the pew. My back aches. 

“E guarirai da tutte le malattie 
perché sei un essere speciale”
Sirens in the distance. 

“Ed io, avrò cura di te”.
They fade. Silence again. 

The fly lands on my finger. 
I am going. I turn the “non 
sederti qui” sign I had flipped 
over back upright. 
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“Posso fare i compiti qui?” 
- io
“È cosa sto faccendo io” 
- the guy sitting at the desk said. 
I say ok, I sit on a couch. 
I cringe at my italian.  
I’m in a room 
full of old theater seats 
and a screen. 
I hear voices downstairs. 
The guy says “si” loudly. 
Did he solve a homework problem?
I sink into the couch and look up. 
There are so many books 
on the shelves. 
I want to learn this language. 
A slim mirror 
on the wall next to me 
reflects a sliver of the window. 
It’s sunny out. 
A nice photo. 
I snap a few photos. 
Could be better. 
But I don’t feel like standing up. 
A man comes in and talks to the guy. 
Then leaves. 
I am leaving 
before I fall asleep on this couch. 
I will come here more. 

CORTE DEI MIRACOLI 

27.10.21 15:02
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I sit on a mossy stone bench and take my headphones out.  
Nelly Furtado’s Say It Right is replaced by the birds chirping and 
the russeling leaves as a slight breeze runs its fingers over the 
top branchers of the trees behind me. I look up. A siren sounds. 
I sit facing six windows, with nine more to my right. Can anyone 
see me. The breeze picks up again, this time carrying a puff of 
someone’s cigarette. The door to the courtyard locks. Chi c’ è? 
Three picnic tables await visitors. How long has it been since 
someone ate a meal atop their plastic covers? Non lo so. 
There is a break in the chicken wire fence, rusty red. A break in 
the fence which              I will walk through. 

PIAZZA MANZONI 7

27.10.21 14:25
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I’m smiling. Sitting on a bench in the fortezza. The sun peeks out 
from behind the yellow folliage and wraps me in a warm embrace. 
I wear my Nike Airforce sneakers, my overalls, and just my sports 
bra as a shirt underneath. I just finished my hamburger. Funny 
how even the hamburgers here feel healthier. I must have looked 
approachable like this, munching away on my cibo.   

   Because a woman came up to me 
 and asked if she could ask me a question. 

I said si. 
She asked if I was Italian 

and I said no sono americana. 
She is not Italian either. She is from Romania. 

She asked for help ordering a phone case on Amazon. 
It wouldn’t let her join Prime.

She asked how long I’ve been in Italy for. 
Since Settembre. 
Until Maggio. 

So little? 
Si, per studiare. 

She is a caregiver, like a nurse. 
She goes back and forth between here and Romania. 

She likes Italy, it’s’ beautiful. 
But her family and her friends are back home. 

I also miss my family. I tell her I call my mom 
to tell her to come to Italy because mi manca. 
It is “I miss them” in english. 
I need to learn the italian language better. 

She says I’m doing well. 
I appreciate that. 

She appologizes for disturbing me. 
I say do not worry. It was a pleasure. 

She smiles. She leaves. 

27.10.21 16:30

FORTEZZA MEDICEA
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Another woman sits next to me. 
She says something zita. 

She says something about cold. 
And then “mamma mia sei nuda!”

Aren’t you cold with no shirt? 
She wears a coat and scarf. 

I say it’s warm in the sun.  
She doesn’t respond. 

 
A kid runs by 

making those funny happy noises 
a kid makes when they run. 

His mom says “vai piano” 
then scoops him up and kisses him. 

I wonder if the old lady next to me 
is still judging me. 
Why do I care? 
It’s 64 degrees F out. 

Jonathan just sent me a song. 
I’ll go walk and listen to it. 

FORTEZZA MEDICEA

27.10.21 16:52
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Grazie. 
I hope your curiosity leads you to 
many open doors with interesting 

stories inside. 

porte aperte
porte aperte
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