august 20, 20009...

seagulls — sands — hypnotic waves — and i
_ create this beach beneath a liquid sky

" as if the very universe condensed

a never ending film of events —

= aloose breeze curls itself towards the shore
playing muted whispers through the waves "ﬁ%&_

_ until all yesterdays we shared in sun

“* reconnect — and you are here again.
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