A lone chemtrail traverses the sky, north to south, and from my prone position it seems like I can feel the Earth move on its axis. My head is buzzy and light, I could fall off the world if I am not watchful.
`That’s not actually possible though is it! ` states my sensible ten-year-old. `Although it does feel like we are moving...` 
There's a considerable drop below our basking spot, and when he gets near to the man-made edge my legs feel like a nervous foal, wobbly and full of danger. The disaster driven imagination needs pulling back from the vision of his small body, limp on the granite teeth below. Stop that demon in its tracks.
Sunlight glints teasing on the incoming tide whilst the Siberian draft slipstreams around the whitewashed curve of the lighthouse, bringing honesty to the ocean's true temperature.
[bookmark: _Int_R0B6wXvD]`I feel like I`m in bed. The concrete feels soft. ` he ponders, surprised, `It's really relaxing here. ` 
Brown dogs on the beach charge manic laps whilst the two-tone Collie gallops full pelt into the waves. This tidal inlet which curves enticingly around the sandbank, a sly siren call to the uninformed. Serpentine quick it will drag you parallel to the beach whilst you dip gaily, unaware of its grasp.
[bookmark: _Int_A8nQVzqA]I have tried to swim against it. That liquid treadmill which only ceases momentarily, before changing direction as the tide turns; to drag the unsuspecting on their airbeds and paddle boards, and the naïve swimmers separated from the flock, out to sea. Unnerved at how useless my strokes were, swallowing down the panic rising in my chest. The relief when I suddenly felt sand beneath me and dug my toes into it, and dragged myself from the sucking tide to the welcome sandy shore. 
Best to dip just before the high tide when the drag is neither here-nor- there, or to paddle happily at low tide; ankle deep in splashy happiness, spying on sandy coloured fish and collecting seashells on the seashore. 
Two weeks ago, on the highest of Spring tides, a storm threw up tonnes of debris onto the beach. Haystacks of twigs and trees, liberally confettied with microplastics blocked the slipway, the path and beyond the tideline. Members of local swimming groups rapidly responded to the call on social media for clean-up volunteers, to which I joined, bin bag in hand and rubber gloves ready for action.
Backs bowed like cockle-pickers; dozens toiled. Exclamations of sadness as dates on bottles were read out, fishing line reeled from the twiggy mounds and the horror of a syringe. But the tiny pieces of plastic, razor sharp mocked our efforts Rubber gloved hands fumbling stamp sized pieces, whilst my arthritic spine creaked and groaned at the futility of our efforts. Poseidon, our disgruntled neighbour has returned our rubbish in disgust. 
[bookmark: _Int_baZYb2M8]`Apparently, the Earth is turning at a thousand miles per hour; and if it stopped abruptly everything on Earth would be catapulted into Space. `
The boy is amazed.
`Hold on tight!` I tease.
[bookmark: _Int_8JAcd9Kg]I imagine that without the seas, the soil and vegetation, the man-made structures, us and the animals, it would look a lot like the moon. Or maybe Saturn with its rings of debris that must have come from somewhere?
