Swansea Bay Promenade, 22nd May 2005
(it's about quarter to three)
It smells of salt (from the stormflung seawater, and

Marie-Eve's crisps), Kris' leather-hugged sweat, Hann's perfume
(Calvin Klein: Scene). It's raining - that's all I can
feel; my hair is wet down the back of my shirt; our hands
are slipping each other. Again. My tongue is wet
with ready salted rain; the ocean spray; old, used sand.
There's nothing to be seen beyond this
cast of characters - the sky and sea are the same
stone, sea-wall grey. There's the flash of Jen's camera
(that I think is lightning), the wind that's stripping us,
Hannah's laughter, this new kid on the block (the thunder),
a car horn, and the lot of them running to catch us up,
their feet pounding - DO YOU WANT SOME CHIPS?
NO, I say, NO (because all I want is this).

