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Summary:
Afloat traces the journey of the human soul from the depths of loneliness to our inborn impetus for breath and buoyancy. In the quiet spaces between verses, Christina Metaxa invites us to marvel at the endurance of the human experience.
Existential questions echo like distant waves, and moments of solitude become constellations, guiding lost souls. Yet, amidst the darkness resilience emerges—a testament to our shared humanity.
As dawn breaks, Afloat celebrates choice, the irrevocable decision to rise, embrace life's currents, and face the light.
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To my mother & father
‘Here, afloat I lie between the possibility
of life, and death.’
I never knew it could be such a clear image: the possibility of
drowning. And at the same time, the inevitable choice to act.
I saw the sea, then quietly submerged myself in it.
Dripping my hair within the deep curls of the current, then
letting it loose above the surface of the foam. It was not dirt—
the foam. That was what I feared. The fisherman explained it
was plankton, “a drifting jewel of the sea,” he said. “A type of
vital, aquatic clump.”
In any case—I was alone. I chose to wander over the horizon:
deep-grey and the sun still shedding clouds through gilded
land. Everything seemed so orderly. I wanted it to be that way.
I breathed in—through the nose—then out through panting
sizzles of my forehead reaching through the icy chill—
My rib cage tightened. I was almost perpendicular into
the crystal breeze. My hair was loose, yet breathing echoed
through my chest. It was then, I saw—
The possibility,
of floating.
I could either plunge down, head-down, into the water and
asphyxiate.
Or
I could face up—
I could revert the phrase… Open my lungs towards the
distance of the skies and feel the earth beneath me ponder
the amazing question of this life—



















































OEBPS/nav.xhtml

        
            Table of Contents


            
                		
                    AFLOAT
                


            


        
    

