Sensitive senses sensing – on the seaside
Grey is the autumn sea, deep dirty green underneath. Waves are not crushing in but making crossing ripples. The wind is not strong, but it is cold, carrying with it a sense of the coming winter as an overlay upon this sunny autumn day. My lungs enjoy the salty crispy air and the ever so slight scent of a rotting seaweed on the shore is entering into my nostrils. Smell wakes up memories from other times and other shores. Sand has no smell in itself and it seems the sea disinfects everything and washes clean, like the leftovers of the tiny corps of a crab or the dried-out slime of a shellfish.
Seagull lets out a haunting scream. It all creates a strange kind of harmonic harmonies. Dying is cleaning. Rotting is cleaning. Sterile nothingness, an empty space. An empty space waiting.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Feeling with my skin. Being with my skin. My skin knows, it detects the wind, the roughness of the sand, the salty sea. I dip my toe in the sea. Cold. Suddenly the wildness of it all, the dance of the death, the reaper reaping lifts me, and I throw myself into waves. Surrender. Cold water carries me, and my blood begins to warm my body, I feel it rushing through my veins, caressing. Joining with the primordial beginnings. Faraway horizon opens my eyes. I feel oneness and my brain is finally quiet. 
