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Joanne Louise Toft. 2015507
Essays from a wandering mind.

Mackerel.
Multiple hooks,
Lethal weight.
Black and white, iridescent green,
Like the mermaid's tail.
Choppy.
Little.
Waves.
Glinting, making us squint.
Heroic,
The gaunt figure.
He rescues the tangled line.

His silhouette,
Before the setting sun.

Ankle Deep.
Ankle deep in slick tendrils
Foaming waves
Drift
Back and forth
Back and forth.


Burry Port Harbour and Pwll Du.
The two young men cast their lines again, the multiple hooks taking their lethal weight into the high tide. In less time than it took to smoke a cigarette they were reeling in their prizes. Multiple bodies with black and white stripes, iridescent green like a mermaid's tail, thrown into the cracked plastic bucket.
I sat with Charlene, uncomfortable on the jumble of rocks that form the man-made outcrop. The choppy little waves caught the sun, glinting, making us squint. 
Charlene had a go at casting with one of their lines, but got it caught on the rocks. We watched the gaunt figure wade heroically knee deep to free it. I refused a turn, already feeling useless.
His world had shrunk you see, one friend, his girlfriend and me. Her mother put pressure for them to get married, but my friend had recoiled from being widowed at eighteen. I can`t say I blame her.
I was her confessional. He drove, fucked, on borrowed time. The surgeon had done his job in vain, now chemo allowed him the last mirage of hope.
I went with Charlene to the hospital, watched him squeeze the bag of chemotherapy. Forcing it fast into his vein. The nurse came into his room and frowned, `Ok, you can go. `
We left through dim corridors, quiet after visiting hours. Me, half running to keep up with his long strides. Feeling like fugitives. Down bright stairwells: he had no patience for the lift. No desire to be challenged on his escape. `Give me the keys`. Single minded he made for the driver's door of his car.
When he couldn`t eat solid food, when the bile burned, we drove to the supermarket. At midnight we bought vanilla ice-cream and DVDs of Fast and Furious, films of living life on the edge. There were no crowds to see his scalp shining under florescent light, and his clothes hanging loose like flotsam on a wind torn shore.

                       ************************************************************

In the summer before I started comprehensive school, and was bought my first bra, we sailed my father's sparsely furnished racing yacht to my favourite cove. Off the beaten track, the cove only frequented by locals fit enough to descend the cliff path on foot. My father had me row everyone ashore. Mum, sister and a drunken crew member, who tossed his beer can into the sea, wiping the foam from his thick moustache and opening another in quick succession; and looked at me in a way I didn`t understand.
I was proud of my rowing skills, and how Dad singled me out. As the small rubber dingy beached and was dragged up the wet sand I was aware of some kids from school, watching me with curiosity, and envy. I remember little else of the day, until I had rowed back to the yacht and on tipping the sand from my canvas trainers one slipped from my hand. It plopped quietly into the water, and I watched it sink slowly, like a white leaf drifting on a breeze until it disappeared into the murk. I turned to confess to my mother my stupidity and got an angry glare.
When we got home Dad showed me how to gut the Lemon Sole he had caught. At the kitchen draining board I slid the lethal blade along its side, keeping my hand flat and my fingers safe, scooping out the mess of intestines and other unnamed organs, like a slimy game of Operation.
My sister, on tip toes, watched over my shoulder as I cut off the tail and head, and making gagging sounds she ran away. I laughed, it was easy not to be squeamish, after all I wasn`t going to eat it.


Sea Empress
Nine days I have watched,
the broken hull spew black.
Limp seabirds in knee deep sludge.

On wet sand,
I dig my heel.
Determined.

I drag it backwards.
Draw angles of intent.
Infuse shapes with love.

Siren upon the cliff
I watch for the slick
I will stretch out my hand,

Hold back the horror,
hold it back from the pale limestone cliffs,
pristine and cold.


Brandy Cove and Pwll Du.
Paddling, ankle deep in the incoming tide, my sister and I pull long tendrils of dripping, slick, almost black, seaweed, chasing it as it is dragged back and forth by the rippling waves.
`Is this the right stuff? ` I call to the old lady, her crimplene trousers rolled up to her knees, revealing pale, sturdy legs, almost hairless with age.
`That’s the stuff`. Pleased, I run to drop my find into her zinc bucket and peel away the errant strands that cling to my legs. We have more than enough to haul up near vertical ascent of the cliff path.
On arriving back at her house, she slops our slimy haul into a large pan and adds strips of pink and white striped streaky bacon `for taste` and sets it to boil on top of her electric cooker.
We set to exploring her house, it is a mirror image to our own house next door, but exotic and filled with curiosities. The aged wood and brass coffee grinder with the little drawer that smells so pungently of coffee when pulled open, and a full-size electric organ next to the folded down kitchen table. Once played by her long dead husband, now silent in the corner.
In her front room, a huge dark wood dresser carved with barley twists and flowers. On its shelves a family trio of ebony elephants with real ivory tusks. There's an ivory fan that clicks satisfyingly when opened and closed but feels somehow `wrong` in my hands. Carved figures of curious ebony faces, dozens of memories of her previous life in India and Africa.
In her hallway the Grandfather clock ticks low and slow as we dash upstairs and try on the gauzy, floaty dresses and a hilarious, flowered hat, which she must have left out for us. Adorned in our finery, costume jewellery glinting and throwing rainbows in the afternoon sun, we sashay back to the kitchen.
The briny fumes of cooked seaweed fill the room, Mrs Pritchard offers me a small spoonful of the black goo and cautiously I stick out my tongue and lick it.
I tastes like it smells. Green and not pleasant. Mrs Pritchard laughs, `It`s an acquired taste`.
We scramble back over the concrete block wall and back into the orange Formica of our own kitchen.

                          ************************************************

I bend to crush my hand-rolled cigarette into the plant pot containing a dry brown conifer at the backdoor and let myself into the house with my old key. The house feels empty, the kitchen surfaces are now faded. I didn`t bother to call, to say I was coming, she wouldn`t have understood why, not really. I use the loo and let the phone ring unanswered for what seems like an age, after all they aren`t calling for me. I have no desire to speak to a salesperson who is trawling the phone book, in the hope that some gullible pensioner is home to be manipulated. So I lock up and leave no trace of my visit.
In second-hand army boots I marched the still familiar pavements. Incomers eyeing my leather jacket with suspicion, until I reach the privacy of the narrow, single-track lane, high hedges still dense at the tail end of winter, but bare of the lacy cow parsley, foxglove, primrose and violets. The Wood sorrel is fresh though, like grape skins on my tongue.
The wind hits as the lane ends abruptly at the headland, my long hair lifted in the draft like a mermaid, it wilds my nerve endings and I feel feral. Eyes streaming, I navigate the cliff path like a goat, making small dashes and leaps onto flatter stones. Stopping every few paces, scanning the turbulent shore for any signs of the slick. The sea is too dark to tell if the oil is approaching.
For nine days I have watched, with a lump in my throat, the television News reports. The stricken oil tanker, the Sea Empress, spewing a black mess from its her broken hull. The failed attempts to move her from the rocks. The blackened sea birds limply allowing themselves to be washed by overwhelmed volunteers, and the men in oilskins, pushing knee-deep black sludge with handheld scrapers.
 Skomer and Skokholm, sanctuaries for seals, guillemots, razorbills, shearwaters, great cormorants, kittiwakes, puffins, oystercatchers, gulls and shags. Short-eared owls and kestrels. All arriving to their breeding grounds, to create new life. All, now arriving to their deaths.
Please, not here, don't let it reach this place. 
On the wet sand I dig a determined heel and drag it backwards. Across the width of   the small beach and back again at perfect angles, infusing the shapes with my love for this place, determined it should remain safe. A wall of love for my spiritual home. 
I don`t remember the climb back up the cliff path, I just remember that the wind had dropped by the time I was stood back up on the headland. It's promontory like the bow of ship. The itch for nicotine uncomfortable, nagging like a spoiled child, making my fingers twitch in anticipation of my clockwork ability to roll tobacco and the finest papers to factory perfection. I take pride in being able to roll the best cigarettes of anyone I know or have met since. Even years later, having taken notice of my shortened breath and the display jars of tar on the chemists' counter, I still revel in my ability to roll a better cigarette than those who still partake, and smirk at the surprise on their young faces.
But I stand my ground, refusing to give in to my weakness. I have to see, to watch like a Siren, like I could stop the black slick if I see it in time. I squint, further than my eyesight will stretch, at the horizon and sea before it, for any looming black mass, like I could stretch out my hand and hold back the horror that may come with the tide.
The pale limestone cliffs still pristine and cold, stunted gorse as yet without flower and its summer scent of warm coconut. This peaceful place.
I don`t know why but I am surprised, by how all-encompassing the pentagram that I have drawn on the beach looks from my vantage point. It is perfectly formed, more symmetrical than if id drawn it by hand on paper. How curious.
 It brings me comfort. 
Two boys appear from the end of the lane, or should I say young men. They had been a year below me in school. They will remember my name, but I struggle for theirs. I hold my breath as they reach the cliff path, as my pentagram comes into their line of sight. 


Sea Empress Lament.
Guillemots.
Razorbills.
Shags and Cormorants.
Red-throated Diver.
Kittiwakes.
Common Skoter.
Manx Shearwater and Gulls.
Atlantic Puffin.
Storm Petrel.
Oystercatchers.
Short-eared Owls and Kestrel.

Atlantic Grey Seals.
Common and Risso`s Dolphins.
Harbour Porpoise.



Caswell and Cefn Sidan
I bite down hard on the white waffle blanket, fibres squeak on my teeth. Hot tears and mucus blur the stark white room and the nurse who holds my hand. She gently pushes my hair out of my eyes. `Nearly there sweetheart, nearly finished. You`ve been so brave. `
The man at the end of the bed puts the last of six stitches into the sole of my foot. One for each of my six years. He had told me with a smile, that I have pretty feet; when he examined the x-ray for foreign bodies embedded in my foot. I wondered why he would lie. I have tailors bunions and my little toes are always remarked on, because they are ridiculously small. Everyone laughs at my feet.
I had wandered from our usual family spot, halfway up the beach, away from the busiest area where the buses drop the townies. They rarely walk far onto the sand before dropping their bags, cooler boxes, windbreaks and deckchairs to claim their territory for the day. Near to where the beach meets the café and the shop which sells beachballs, honeycomb, sandwiches, and tea in plastic cups.
Curious, I paddled with the incomers and their gaudy inflatables, until something sharp stabbed my foot. Something so surprising in my familiar place, nasty and suddenly robbing the day of its joy. Sobbing I turn and look for my mother. She is further away than I had realized, but I recognize the blob of blue in the crowd of bodies shimmering in the heat. I limp towards her, a trail of red blooming on the wet sand. 
In the lifeguard hut a man with salt-bleached hair holds my foot in a bucket of fresh water. The blood marbles prettily as he instructs my mother to get the car. A neighbour offers to take my sister home. The day is spoiled.
Wrapped in a towel he carries me easily in his arms, up the narrow concrete steps to the road. The flow of people coming towards us awkwardly side-step into brambles, trying to avoid the crimson drips falling from my heel. I hear my name muttered by onlookers as the bare-chested man puts me gently onto the hot seat of my mother's old Volkswagen Beetle.
Later that week, over coffee with her friend, my mother confides that it was too upsetting to sit with me whilst I was being stitched, that she cried as she heard my screams from the other end of the corridor. She omits that I was screaming for her.

                                        ************************************
The car air conditioning stops, and the heat quickly seeps through the glass. I open my door it is intense outside too, but there is movement in the air, unlike the claustrophobia of the uncooled car.
I open the boot of the car, sandy from previous day trips, and load up my son and I with bags of clothes and towels, a pop-up beach tent, boogie board, a water-proof case for my phone, sandwiches, and drinks. We are well laden for our two-hundred-meter trudge to the beach. 
Arms aching, we plough through the soft sand, shoes filling and becoming tight. I make a quick decision on our spot. Between the red and yellow flags denoting the lifeguard's lookout area, surrounded by half a dozen families. I pop up my tiny beach tent, confidant that I shall be able to repack it having watched three You-Tube videos the previous evening, swearing to myself whilst my mother-in-law watches surreptitiously from her kitchen window. 
I slip my phone and car keys into the empty tent bag rather than my backpack, just incase, although I am now giving a few of the other mothers a smile of familiarity. We all choose the same location every day, so the kids get their bearings. We are all relishing every moment of this glorious first week of the school holidays, mindful that it won`t last.
 English accents carry on the warm Welsh breeze, and as we paddle into the bath-warm sea a Cockney grandmother approaches, `Do you live `ere? Is it always like this? ` eyes wide, wisps of grey hair escaping from her neat bun. I can`t stop my cheeks dimpling, `You`ve picked the best week of the year... it`ll be raining next week. `

`But the sea......it`s warm! `

`It`s the tide coming in at lunchtime over hot sand...` I`m about to explain how the tides work, how it comes an hour later every day, but I see that she`s not so comfortable chatting to strangers, not used to the Welsh. `Enjoy your holiday. `
She watches us enter the surf; my son battles through the small waves, not yet grasping the technique of ducking the oncoming sets.
And then he speeds past my knees. Orange lycra clad, full of joy. `Look Mummy I`m surfing! ` as the small wave travels him the few meters back to the shoreline.
I have waited nine years for this. Nine years of cold changing rooms and swimming lessons, and of seas too cold and uninviting in other summers. At last, he gets it.
His teeth start to chatter having been in deeper, up to his chin, to the edge of his ability. He looks pale, and I tell him it`s time to have lunch and warm up. He is distraught at having to get out of the sea when he has only just discovered this fun.
` We can come back in after you`ve eaten and warmed up, it`s not like the leisure centre where we have to leave right away. ` I am rewarded with a grin.
Wading through the sandy surf I step on something slippery, squashy, not sand. I stifle a scream. 
Jelly fish.
Just a jelly fish. Washed up on the tide.
I need to get us beach shoes. The type to be worn in the sea. I still have the scar on the sole of my foot, though it was over forty years ago. It would take far less to put him off. 
I unpack our feast of cold sausages, salad, cheese sandwiches, crisps, and an obligatory apple.

 `Mummy! Look, a shark. `

He stands over the streamline grey shape, which isn`t quite as long as my arm. Sand and blue bottles on its coarse grey skin, we crouch and examine it for injury, but can find nothing to suggest how it died.
 As we eat our sandwiches the shark lies waiting in the warm sand. An oddity for children to discover as they explore the edges of the dunes. To poke with sticks and exclaim at the smell. I laugh through a mouthful of sandwich as a curly haired toddler picks it up by the tail, to the horror of his parents.

Caswell Valley.
In the lane narrow behind the school playing fields we meet, hidden from view by the holly hedge. Spying on the uniformed children drawn like worker bees to the grey box shaped hive. We have surreptitiously emptied our bags of books and pencil cases. Replaced them with towels, shorts and t-shirts, and a larger bottle of water to last the day. Sandwiches are not a problem. I always have sandwiches. They are more economical than school dinners, and Mum says that she doesn`t want us eating chips every day.
We walk briskly through the lane that backs onto the new housing estate. Onto the road that has no pavement, feeling exposed. Past the ancient pub with its foot thick walls, the playing fields, the Methodist church and the Methodist Hall. All the while my skin tenses with guilt at every car that passes us in case it is someone we know, one of our parents even. I can imagine the shame of being taken back to school this late after registration.
We reach the footpath unhindered, like rabbits back at the warren safe from the buzzard's gaze into the tunnel of overgrown trees. We change from uniforms in the dappled light, a green otherworldly place, a drovers track in the past, now, our tunnel to freedom, we walk lightly though the ground is soft in places, holding damp footprints and crescent shaped hoofprints. 
Emerging into a meadow of low, single-story houses, prefabricated, and brought here in hurry after the war. Now the place has the rustic vibe of an alternative community, make-do-and–mend, front gardens full of canes flowing with flowering runner beans and the leafy tops of root vegetables. Wooden picket fences festooned with old fishing net and rope, faded orange buoys, rusted lobster pots and other beach combed treasure. Different to the striped lawns and clipped hedges of the village
We enter another wooded path at the far end of the meadow, the ground muddier, rutted and churned, a popular canter track for horse riders. We leap from dry patch to grassy tuft around the edges, muddy scuffs on the inside of my ankles where I've clumsily kicked myself. Ducking under the post and rail we have reached the car park.
Casual now, assuming the air of college students with a day off (although I`m not sure how convincing we are at fourteen years old), we saunter the tarmacked parking spaces, pass the public toilets and scamper across the sandy road. It would not do to be caught now.
Past the shop and café with shutters drawn, doors secured with rusty padlocks and over pale shingle, dried seaweed and debris washed in on the last tide. Seagulls call and the crash of waves greet us. The beach appears deserted, until we spot a lone lifeguard leaning casually on the railings around the life-guard station. We keep going. To the farthest end of the beach. Above us apartments built a few decades previously, and a large concrete slipway made for launching small boats. On the wall of the slipway someone has spray painted, in large capital letters LOCALS ONLY. It has been there as long as I can remember. This is where the teenagers hang out, where radios play what is cool, where the sand is full of cigarette ends.
We dash down to the sea, wading with stomachs sucked in, ribs prominent as we shriek against the cold. I'm the only one to put my head under the surface. The shock makes my face numb, and I gasp as I surface. We do not stay in for long.
Stiff limbed and full of goosebumps we half run back to our spot; under the gaze of the lifeguard and I am self-conscious in my small bikini. We warm in our towels, backs against the sheltered concrete wall which has absorbed the morning sun, and scoff our sandwiches and apples, chatting about boys, homework, and the drudge of school.
Three adults run down to the sea. From a hundred yards away, we can see that they are woman and two men. One of the men has a full, dark beard, instantly recognisable as our biology teacher. The woman, I can tell is my form tutor and the other man, muscular and bald, our humourless chemistry teacher. We collectively hold our breath, hugging our knees to our chests, making ourselves small. Michelle pulls her bag in front of her face. Mandy and I get the giggles.
We observe the teacher's quick swim. And then they leave with hardly a glance in our direction; back to teach their afternoon lessons. Their myopia our good fortune.


Mewslade
My sister decided that she wanted my company. To go to a beach that we had visited infrequently growing up: we had beaches on our doorstep then. We were fit, walking there every day with our friends during the long school holidays. Now we live further, but taking her car we had choices, as far as her fuel would stretch.
We park on the green, in front of old stone houses, the grass cropped short by sheep and edged with gorse and bracken. Crossing the busy country road on foot, at a run, before another caravan hurtles past like a great white land shark, barely maintaining control on the twisting Gower roads. Down onto the footpath and past the ancient farm buildings where the hedges converge to where we can stretch out both arms and touch either side. No room for a wagon in the olden days, but maybe a horse and probably sheep. Two white butterflies dance lazily, following us a while and disappearing over the hedge.
My skin is damp, armpits sticky as we leave the hedge behind and emerge onto the sandy track, the breeze a relief, the sight of the glittering sea a joy.
The descent to the beach is quite steep, the soft sand makes our gaits strange, as if we are walking on the moon.
We dump our bags and strip to our swimwear, already worn under our clothes. We are mermaids, desperate to rehydrate after too long on land.
The sweat of sleepless nights where breeze failed to come through open windows, only the dust and traffic fumes of the city are sluiced away. Delicious, cool and warm. I dive and twist and turn like a seal, testing how long I can hold my breath, how long I can ignore the salt sting in my eyes.
Eventually I am sated, calm and centred again, we go and sit on our old towels, eating hastily prepared sandwiches, white bread and cheese, and swig luke warm water from an old orange squash bottle. 
Behind me I pick up on a conversation. Two young men and a woman, ` Oh my God, you know he does Morris Dancing don`t you! ` mocking, derisive.
I turn and make eye contact with dark brown eyes that I have not seen for nearly a decade. Since the night I drank cider in the village bus stop and wandered off to kiss him in private.
And wandered further still into the church yard, where my feet were knocked from under me. My head hit stone and I disappeared for a while.
A sharp sting in my neck, maybe an insect bite. The weight of his body on top of me. `Get off me. `
`Shut up I`m nearly finished. `

My sister, with unusual empathy asks if I want to go home. No, I am not leaving. I refuse to yield to shame. His conversation dwindles, now self-conscious and unsure.
Defiant I sit with my back to him. The mid-day sun turns my left thigh pink. Still, I sit and refuse to move, and though the shadows grow longer they do not reach us. I cover my burning thigh with the threadbare towel.
They pack up and leave. 
I get back into the sea and cleanse myself of the memories. Taught limbs free themselves and I find myself laughing. The tension ripples away from my skin, to be absorbed by the salt and washed to far away shores, and back again.
A young man, slightly built with hair as long and wavy as mine looks over at me, and the older man with him, his father maybe, elbows him in his skinny ribs. We both blush. I can`t make eye contact and I can`t do the work for him.
I am glad, that night, for the old bottle of after-sun lotion that I squirt liberally on my burning left thigh.


Chestnut Mare.
Breeze ruffles her orange mane.
Delicately curved ears,
Flick back and forth,
antennae.
A gentle snort from her trumpet nostrils,
At the salty breeze.

I breath slow.
In.
Out.
Will my pulse to slow.
One.
Two.
Her walk; a bouncy jog,
she rolls her eyes and dares me.

We release!
Amber stone from the catapult.
Quarter muscles launch.
I stand in the stirrups.
Let her stretch and flow.

Four beat rhythm.
Moment,
Of suspension.
We fly.

Her huge heart,
Powers us across the sands.

My mind reaches hers.
We arc around ominous dark patches.

Slow,
to splash,
through the numbing stream.

Then rocket again....




Pobbles and Llansteffan.
 With the breeze ruffling her orange mane into waves I note her delicately curved ears moving like antennae. A gentle snort at the salty breeze, nostrils flared like trumpets. And I breathe slow, in, out, in reaction to the rise in tempo of her huge heart; sitting taller in the saddle, as her walk becomes a jog, bouncy and expectant. We keep it slow, on the knife edge of control, down to where the waves bubble gently along the sand; an exercise in forced calm, a quiet battle of wills.
One last check that my companions are ready......and we release. My amber stone from the catapult. Her quarter muscles launch in gallop. I stand in the stirrups. Back flat, ankles, knees and hips absorbing the movement, the conscious effort of not hindering her; letting her stretch and flow in the four-beat rhythm with the moment of suspension where nothing touches the ground. We fly.
Scanning ahead, for darker, wetter, ominous patches in the sand. Suggesting we arc around them and sitting back in the saddle to slow the rhymical clatter of her hooves as we approach the stream which bisects the vast stretch of sand like a silver ribbon. In the past we have battled to slow at this point until my catastrophic mind reached hers. She saw my vision of shattered bone and torn tendons from one wrong foot into deep sand and saw the sense in my request to slow, momentarily.

                             *************************************************

Wheels on a heavy pram do not turn in deep sand, as I discovered, it is akin to dragging a piece of heavy furniture. It is willpower or bloody-minded determination, or maybe desperation at having come this far that you cannot turn back, desperation to touch on what brings joy that gets you to where the sand is hard enough for the wheels to turn.
Not bothering with the laces, I push my toe against one heel and push off my shoes, throwing them and a deal of sand into the fabric hammock beneath the pram, and resist the urge to lay down, right there on the damp sand, and let the sound of the waves wash over me like a weighted blanket.
But the need to paddle is stronger, though this is no beach of my childhood. The low tide mockingly turns sand to mud as I try to reach the rippling tides edge. I push on, along the beach, to an inviting shallow pool left stranded by the tide. My baby boy has woken, blue eyes trying to focus on this brand-new experience 
I lift him from the pram and anticipate the excitement of his tiny feet tickling the saltwater pool. But as I step into its glorious coolness my toes meet clay sludge, deceitful under a fine layer of sand. It is forced into grey worms as it escapes between my toes and I fight not to slip, my balance impaired by the slice of the surgeon's knife which had saved my baby boy. In two backward steps I am on firm ground as the cockle picker drives past grinning at my mistake.


Cefn Sidan. July `21
I trip
eager
down shifting sand
on, to the body strewn beach
mood lifts on the salty breeze
skin tingles
in anticipation
of the ocean.

Flick out my gaudy towel.
Brace for the undress.
Casual,
conscious.
Smear sunscreen
over extra curves.

Jiggle my way to the foaming shoreline.
Stop,
ankle deep,
- freedom.

Wade in through the waves
greet the ocean like a lover.
Goose bumps
salt in my eyes and nose.

Bask and roll
joyful selkie
ride the swells
beautiful and fluid.

Small children laugh, scream
In the warm shallows.
Small waves rock us, back
and forth.

A large wave hits my back
With a slap.
Splutter, with a surprised child.
- laugh.

For the first time I watch
The other people.
We carry the lock down chub.
No supermodels here.

No one to pose for, self
-conscious teenagers not making eye contact
with their peers.
The middle aged and the children don`t care.

Pink lines on skin from days not 
On the beach.
Shiny with lotion

One man looks scalded.
He won`t sleep tonight.

Children are told to sit.
Eat.

A sandwich drops,
Gains a sandy coating.

The seagulls swoop in.
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