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interrupting the greys 

 
 

 
the sensation clouds the edges like perfumed smoke 

 
 

washing away all the guilt 

at the speed of a retreating tide 

retuning to the sea 

 
 

leaving one single moment 

to float 

before my toes scape the bottom, 

again 

 
 

an overwhelming reminder of 

of just how close to it 

I am. 


