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After Sunset
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To my Husband - I can't do what I do without you
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When day meets night,
When land meets the sea....

This book is my second project for SoFoBoMo 2011. This will be my very first 
book completion for SoFoBoMo - one that I am very happy about. 

The idea for this book came about when visiting the spectacular Santa Cruz 
and San Mateo coasts in Northern California - just an hour away from home. 
Various trips over the past few years had left me with a desire to explore this 
area photographically. This and my fascination for the blue hour - the hour 
where everything - however mundane seems to be magical inspired me to this 
project.

The photographs in this book have all been shot just after sunset to an hour 
after sunset. They were shot over the four weeks from July 9 to Aug 5, with 
about five trips to these beaches: Panther Beach, Scott's Creek Beach, 
Pescadero State Beach and San Gregorio State Beaches. 

I hope you have as much joy viewing the photographs as I had shooting them.

                                                                                                                                     - Suprada
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The Blue Hour

Two worlds, two separate universes collide 
shifting, shattering, meshing together 

blurring the lines of night and day 
The harsh blazing sun crashes into 

the calm white moon.

The clouds bend with the stars 
the sharp colors layer with dull dark 

As orange mingles with indigo 
catching the breath of the few 

to witiness this spectacle 
at the peak of its crescendo 

The world is bathed clean, new again 
the scars of forgotten wounds 

began to disappear as the blue hour nears 
For moment I stand suspended in air 

eyes widen, hands reach out 

With the end of another day 
is the hope of a new beginning 

to wash the face of our lives 
enabling us to try once again.

                                            - Unknown
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Sea-Foam
 

A fleck of foam on the shining sand,
Left by the ebbing sea,

But richer than man may understand
In magic and mystery--

Transient bubbles rainbow-bright,
Myriad-hued and strange,

Tremble and throb in the noonday light,
Flower and flush and change.

 
A million tides have come and gone,
Great gales of autumn and spring,

A million summoning moons have shone
To bring to birth this thing--

A foam-fleck left on the ribbed wet sand
By the wave of an outgoing sea,
With all the colour of Faeryland,

Wonder and mystery.

                                       by Teresa Hooley
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Twilight on the Beach
  
 

The crimson glory of the setting sun
Hath lain a moment on the ocean's breast,

Till twilight shadows, gathering one by one,
Bring us the tidings, day is gone to rest.

 
Far out upon the waters, like a veil,

The mists of evening rise and stretch away
Between the horizon and the distant sail,

And earth and sea are clothed in sombre gray.
 

The tide comes higher up the smooth, wide beach,
Singing the song it has for ages sung;

Recedes, and carries far beyond our reach
The freight my idle hands have seaward flung.

 
Over the white-capped waves the seagulls soar

With heavy-flapping wing and restless cry,
As darkness spreads its deeper mantle o'er
The changing shadows of the twilight sky.

 
No voice but mine to mingle with the sound

Of ocean's melody--as one by one
The stars light up the vast concave around,

And live the glory that is never done.
 

Still higher creeps the tide with subtle power,
And still the waves advance with sullen roar;
But with the last faint gleam of twilight hour
I turn me homeward from the lonely shore.

                                         by Mary Dow Brine
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All Day I Hear the Noise of Waters

All day I hear the noise of waters 
Making moan, 

Sad as the sea-bird is when, going 
Forth alone, 

He hears the winds cry to the water's 
Monotone. 

The grey winds, the cold winds are blowing 
Where I go. 

I hear the noise of many waters 
Far below. 

All day, all night, I hear them flowing 
To and fro.

                                              by James Joyce
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From the Shore
 

A lone gray bird,
Dim-dipping, far-flying,

Alone in the shadows and grandeurs and tumults
Of night and the sea

And the stars and storms.
 

Out over the darkness it wavers and hovers,
Out into the gloom it swings and batters,

Out into the wind and the rain and the vast,
Out into the pit of a great black world,

Where fogs are at battle, sky-driven, sea-blown,
Love of mist and rapture of flight,

Glories of chance and hazards of death
On its eager and palpitant wings.

 
Out into the deep of the great dark world,

Beyond the long borders where foam and drift
Of the sundering waves are lost and gone

On the tides that plunge and rear and crumble.

                                           by Carl Sandburg
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If you have enjoyed the photographs in this book, I urge you to email / send this work to your friends and family. To 
learn more about this project, how I made the pdf, more about the locations, more about what else I am working on 
photographically, do visit out my blog at www.suprada.com.

Thanks for looking.
Suprada 




