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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 Corso



Dante Corso

3



Dante Corso

3

Dante Corso

4

The shore asks for no explanations.
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1. Salt on the Skin  

Salt on the skin and someone else’s sweat.
I’m not sure if it was yours or mine,

but it burned.
And it stayed.
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2. The White Dress
  

I saw your white dress in the water.
I didn’t want to touch it.

It looked like it was praying.
It sank without a sound.
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3. Where Silence Breaks 

There — where the sea falls quiet,
I shout what I never said.

And you hear me late.
That’s where the echo waited for you.
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4. Eyes of Sand
  

You had eyes of sand.
They looked slowly.
And they crumbled.

Until no gaze was left.
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5. Crosswind  

I told myself I wouldn’t return,
and yet the wind carried me back

to where you still smelled of salt and fury.
Your name was still written in the foam.
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There are footprints only the 
wind understands.
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6. Under the Foam

I hid beneath the foam,
as if it didn’t burn.

But salt forgives nothing.
What doesn’t float, burns.
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7 – Lunar Trace

We walked on lunar stone.
It was Earth, but no longer.

And our footprints lied.
And no one ever stepped there again.
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8. Still Horizon 
 

I waited for you without knowing,
on the line where the sea grows tired.

And now it’s enough to know
that not even the sea waits for you.
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9. Cracks of Wind
  

I walked until the wind
grew weary of speaking to me.

And then it left.
Until even the wind stopped coming back.
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10. Mute

The mountain doesn’t scream.
But when you fall to your knees,

you hear it whole.
Eardrums burst, the heart splits open.

15



Dante Corso

16

The salt on the skin is all that 
remains.
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11. Scent of Embers 

I went back to where you smelled of embers.
There was no fire.

But the air still burned.
It burned even your name.
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12. Moving Desert

The desert moved with my steps.
It wasn’t there.

But it erased me all the same.
And silence stepped on everything.
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13. Tide Rising
  

I write to you again with my feet,
because I have no voice left.

Sand keeps secrets
better than I ever could.
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14. Stone Tongue

You spoke to me in the tongue of stone.
I answered with cracks.

And we understood everything.
Then the tongue broke apart.
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15. The Last Wave
  

I waited for the last wave.
It never came.

Another one took me.
And the wave swallowed the voice.
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Coming back isn’t always 
remembering.
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16. Burning the Ships 

Yes, I burned the ships.
But before that, I lay on the sand

and prayed for all that
I would never save.
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17. The Night Without a Lighthouse

The night had no lighthouse.
And I had no sea.

But I still shipwrecked.
And the sea swallowed the fear.
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18. Mouth of Volcano
  

I kissed your volcano mouth.
And the years burned in me.

It wasn’t lava anymore — it was memory.
And it spat out what we once were.
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19. Footprints in Reverse

We left footprints facing back,
as if we came from over there.

And no one asked.
And no one knew if we were returning.
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20. Before the End

I breathed right before the end.
Not to go on.

To feel it was mine.
But there was no skin left.
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Between foam and memory,
we too were shoreline.
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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 wet,
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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THE END


