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Because I otice addressed youwith love.









Shasks orily swim forwards.
They have to swim i.-:g-_cl:

Even worge,

sharks die when

they stop moving,



Wed go straight at our gosls.

Y/







Thinking about it now; my father musthave known a Jot about gharks.

Living like a shatk.. It was his second nature.












Alwayslooking ahead, never looking back.







Compared to him, I live life hke 2 fish in s pond.
Revolving around routine snd filling empty moments.

When I'was a child my grandmother called me for dinner
every afternoon at fowr otlodk on the dot.
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Her diabetes ruled her life.

my brother’s and my grandfather’.

Along with mine,




My grandmother’s kitchen was small, but felt like home.
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Tfelt my parents’ absence mostin moments of complete silence. D ay after day,
year after year, I resigned myself to it. And became the petfect, patient child.



