My wife returns to the sea
 
My wife was covered in mackerel,
When I came home last night. They
silvered their way across our bed
And scaled their way to the floor.
 
Her hair was sprinkled with brittle stars,	Comment by Jeni Williams: possibly something sharper – bit clichéd 
I gripped green weed, pulled it tight 
Slip sliding on salt skin
Put my ear to her chest and hear the sea sigh	Comment by Jeni Williams: heard?	Comment by Jeni Williams: sea fine on its own – more enormous
 
Soft tentacles wrapped around my thigh,
Pulling me down until I could not 
Breathe. Leading lights were angler fish,
Snapping. I am caught.
 
She swept me in on the tide and left me
Beached. A jellyfish lay 	Comment by Jeni Williams: lay is a bit weak for a jellyfish … being beached is the end. it collapses,suffocates, starts to dry like a slug  when left to the alien element of air

Tendrils pointing sadly seawards	Comment by Jeni Williams: sadly is a bit soft and human rather thanoceanic
At what was lost.


