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As the sun set, a line of orange and yellow highlighted the darkness of the landscape. The clouds overhead partially concealed the summer blue sky with grey and charcoal cotton candy.

While the sea reflected the sky in shades of turquoise. On the other side of the bay, a patch of luminous blue-green ocean was the exact shade of the Venetian glass bead necklace Franco had given her as a wedding gift.

Scattering a flock of squawking seagulls, Junie sat on the shore to release her feet from her padded socks and hiking boots, before wading through the stinking heap of dried seaweed piled along the high tide mark, the clouds of seaweed fragments drifting in the tide and out into the delightfully cold deeper water.

She was tired after the long drive down the Great Ocean Road.

They’d taken regular breaks, getting out of the car to stretch and hike through the hot, humid bush to take a look (and dozens of photos) at the spectacular Lower Kalimna Falls and Erskine Falls.

Stopped for snacks and ocean paddles in the Anglesea and Lorne townships, and finally for the night in Apollo Bay.

Turning, she paused to take in the sight of Franco, her husband of one day; blue jeans rolled up to his knees as he picked his way along the beach, trying not to step on weed or rock or shell.

Or anything the enormous black dog might have left behind as it ran down the empty beach, barking at the tide, seemingly unattended.

As the sun sank into the sea, burnishing Franco’s hair gold, he shivered extravagantly in the cool evening breeze, and she snorted.

He was wearing a fleece jumper underneath his padded, parka style jacket. 

Then again, he always felt cold, always wore long sleeves and jumpers, even in the middle of summer.

He was carrying his sneakers in one hand, holding the other out for balance like a tightrope walker, trying to protect them from the surf.

She held her phone up and snapped a quick picture; something to treasure.

Just in time to see him slipping on something, and arms winding like propellers, land in the water on his arse.

Followed by two splats as his sneakers landed beside him one at a time.
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