
SPRING SUMMER 2026

Fell Asleep in a Nostalgic Film,

Woke Up at Marqi



The house stood still in the 

Sintra hills.

Quiet, green, crisp.

Sun-bleached stone, thick with 

stories.



Mid-century modern met 1970s soul.

Mornings came slow - coffee in hand, 

sardines on the plate.

Bare feet on cool tiles. Shadows 

swayed from the garden.





The pool didn’t ask for much 
- just time.
Afternoons drifted. A book, 
half-read.
Vinyl played softly from the lobby.



Details







The days passed like that.
With a certain air of mystery.
You watched them go.

And stayed a little longer.
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