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When sea waves are high, our childhoods are transformed into scattered segments of unfamiliar 
sand in the midst of a world that is full of water. 

 
When sea waves are high, moony expression get hopeful and transcend into one million ideas and 

float on the surface. 
 

When sea wave are high, stars get crucified; sweet winds get stolen and become wounded moons. 
Oh great sea, calm down! And give me back my childhood, let me mark my name on the sand and 

on floating lights. 
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