WORN SHELLS:

Metamorphosis Without End
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Andrei:  (thoughtfully scratching his head while his eyes trace the dying sun) Eventually, won't we
become like worn shells? Over time, won't we curiously hollowed out?

Jules:  (nodding absently, his gaze lost in the shimmering waters and voice tinged with melancholy)
Quelle pensée morose... We're just echoes of what survives the tide, like memories
washed ashore. (gesturing then toward the horizon with cool nonchalance)

Elijah:  (leaning back on his palms and grinning) Sorry, my universal translator’s isn't working
well.You mentioned a gloomy thought, right? Why so fatalistic? (chuckling faintly as the
waves briefly subside and the wind subsides)

Jules:  (laughing softly, eyes twinkling with mischief) Oui, c'est vrai. But gloom has its charms—
don’t you think? It makes the fleeting light a little sharper when it returns.

Andrei:  (smiling at the waves with a tinge of bittersweetness) And we Russians understand
gloom:it's a wintry friend. Maybe what we leave behind aren’'t merely empty shells,
but former selves. This is certain: soon we will amount to dust, phosphorus, and calcite.
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