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Put it on a software that knows music…
To have a preview of the eddy melody



Put it on a software that knows music…
To have a preview of the eddy melody



Big T trying to find some chords for the eddy melody

It seems we have something ok, so now let’s start recording like a pro!!!!





Contribution of two talented scientists from the MIO !!!!

David Nerini, aka Daniel Nardini from the Copper boiz

Bass, guitar, trumpet, trombone, cajon, bagpipe, … 



Contribution of two talented scientists from the MIO !!!!

Laurina Oms 
A magnificient, turbulent 

poet

Yes that’s a microphone

David Nerini, aka Daniel Nardini from the Copper boiz

Bass, guitar, trumpet, trombone, cajon, bagpipe, … 





Are you ready for the eddy melody???

I wake up in the middle of the night, my body still heavy with sleep, and wander a few steps into the 

night, rocked by the waves. The moon is full and high in the sky, casting its light in silvery shards across 

the opaque surface of the water. The sea is strange tonight; not a breath of wind disturbs the fluid 

envelope of its world, forever misunderstood by humankind. I feel as though I am in the middle of an 

immense lake, swallowing my mind into its labyrinth of infinity with every glance I cast upon it. 

Beneath the surface, one of the spirits of the sea reveals itself with the lightness of a dream—it is a ray 

that seems to fly rather than swim. It undulates in silence; it is as if the sea agrees, for a brief moment, 

to surrender itself to me. But the sea would never surrender itself to humans. Its time fulfilled, the 

moon gradually detaches itself from the sky; the silvery glints turn golden, then red. It drifts beyond 

the horizon, accompanied by the undulating spirit. But the sea is never alone; when the moon 

disappears, the sun paints its first glimmers in a festival of colors. Red, yellow, pink, blue, and green 

form the canvas of dawn. The sea welcomes the exotic reflections of the sky and remains in its 

impassive calm. Only its breathing sets it in motion; its salty lungs expand and contract in time with my 

own. I, too, am leaving; I slip my half-awake body beneath my still-warm sheets.

English translation of the poem:


