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Prologue

Some write to last,

others walk to disappear.

I write like someone leaving old paper on the shore:
knowing it will ripple, rust, fade.

These words are soft footprints on wet sand —

some will remain, others will be swallowed by the tide.
If you're reading this,

it’s because some wave carried you here.

Welcome to the edge:
where the body falls silent
and the salt says it all.

Dante Consa
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Epilogue

But it leaves us salt on the skin,
and that salt is memory.

We didn’t make this journey to understand it all,
but to get our feet wert,

to draw a brief trace

on a shore that asks for no explanations.

And if we ever return,
we may forget each verse,
but not the tremor with which we wrote them.

Because between foam and wind,
we too were shoreline.

—Dante Corso
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