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Once upon a time there was a very
tiny reality that lived betwixt and
between other realities. Although it was so
very tiny, it was so real, that people in our
world did mot dare recognise it because the
very tiny reality would make their world
msignjficant. Our tiny reality, with its
uniquely tiny size, took over with a
repellion, every other space and time of

every other real ity.

Put what was this very tiny reality?
Zt was, all in all, a N everita josepphinia
seashell. Che seastell was not in a sea,
on the contrary, the sea was in the
seashell. The sea was the colour of

Prussion blue created by a giant painter



(who only painted seas) who washed off
pis brush in the shell. By the Prussian
Plue Sea lived a girl who never tired of
swirnming.. She would swim and swim all
day long, but she mever listened to her
mother. She wouldn’t eat her breatfast
or wear her slippers. Most of all, she loved
being told “"don’t!” She especially loved to
be told, "Don’t swim in the deep.” Instead
of doing what she was told, she would wait
Jfor the deepest waves, the waves that
were so deep they seemed to be still and
then dive into the sea. One day, at a
moment of sheer oy, in a dive she wished
would mever end, the girl turned info a
mermaid, leaving her rose-red dress at

the edge of the seashell.






At the bottom of the seashell was a
little palace in which lived, all alone, a
little boy. He was always frustrated,
because he couldn’t have things his own
way. Al though he was only eight years old
e was dying From old age, because every
day was exactly the same as the ome
before. When every day is the same, it
leads to the disease of habit, which is the
main cause of aging and dying. 7t’s a
way of aging and dying that sometimes
people are unaware of, or ignore. Ghe world
is Jull of those who are already dead, but

live among,st Us.






One day the boy was eating fish and
te noticed the mermaid’s tail, the tip of
rer hair and at a glance, while she was
diving in the air, her eyes. Immediately
te fell in love with her with a love deeper
than the deepest sea. Suddenly, he was a
young boy again. He wanted to tell the
mermaid a funny story to see her
lavghter, which was sparkling under the
water. As the mermaid raced past the
boy’s palace, he shouted to her a rather
stodgy story, which was made from the
sweetest things.



Jte called “Fey! Little one! As soon as
Z finish my fist, Z will come to blow you a
kiss.” Our mermaid stayed still, holding
on to a wave. She smiled at the boy and
Jell in love with him straight away, with
a love deeper than the deepest sea. She
loved his somewhat stodgy dfokes made
Jrom the sweetest things. The boy leaned
over the sea and kissed the girl.






Sea and wind in a kiss,
F oretell a
love

You cannot miss.
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