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Prologue



…




The actual stream


the magma voice of stars` boundaries


is the uncertainty of time


speaking through frozen suns





…


How many feet forward may a flower move by the subtle wind, how far can a human advance while circling and embracing a dance?


With the knife in one hand and holding with the other hand clutched around the waist of his dancing partner. The ground is craggy, ridden with thorns, torn apart between unrelated rocks. Wildflowers stretch their fragile heads barely touching the chandelier hanging from the ceiling.


A strong light embraces the terpsichorean motion, evoking thundering applause. Music is floating like a river, never ceding its defeat.


The whisper of the rivulets, the roaring of oceans and the tenderness of a single leaf, playfully tumbling down to the floor. The raging hurricane of seasons beyond apprehension calls upon their mind, whilst the exhalation of their feeble wither gently wraps them into the linen of happiness. The blade is gloating in silvery shadows. Abysmal is their pain but a pale horizon offers premature comfort to Raphael and Delilah intrinsically tied to each other. Delilah did not forsake Samson, winding and spinning on the stage of worldly facades she nurtures her tormented self with memories. Through mist, gently rising to their faces, to picture fine lines of water on their faces.


Time had been suspended and escaped the silvery snare of decay, their eyes were widely opened. Human creation forged the melody into a sword of an everlasting synchronicity.


Everything, that Raphael kept in his mind withered to a sudden fruitful wisdom.


Knowledge blasted the amphora of joy stowed away and found its seclusion within the confines of the human fortress.


So fading and evanescent the past destruction now appeared which shook the humanoid creation to its foundations. How many tears are frozen in crystals of memory, like reflexes in an endless icy pond?


The strait of their dance has led the couple to stare into the box of pandora. Into the boiling panopticon of misery and deceit they were tossed. And bore testimony with paralyzing anguish and pain. Until the mercy of the radiant sun awakened them with tenderness.
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