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PHOTOS AND TEXT: AANANDA ANTAHLEEN

As our footsteps grew clumsy and heavy,

In the first light of the purple sunrise.

Sober hands dug around yesternight's misery,
Haunted by solitude stinging like the winter rain.

As dying grass stretched along the paths,

Rugged and beautiful beneath moonlit mist.
Jestingly gave way in the gleams of hollow promises,
All that was dreaded and despised.

Fiction collides with the aphasiac state, as reality swirls out of
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