Daughter of the Sea by Miriam Mason

a re-imagining of a Welsh folk tale

She ran past lines - the snap and sting, white wings -

and down past fences bent and houses with closed faces,

past gaping Sundays fished out with a spoon

and lazy limbs curled round.

She chased the sea’s roar like a kite:

wild brew of gods wet-faced

this day, this diamond day, that bellowed with the gulls

all robbing beaks and battered cod and diving for the catch

as deckchairs billowed on the prom,

awaiting grey-haired sleep and toes spread thick with buttered sand.

Watch the mouth of envy howl.

forget

the stormy

afternoon, it is

this moment

when the wave erupts and

carries her through

mirrors, downwards,

backwards, black

as coal,

ballooning, silk

and blowing

jelly-like,

a spattering,

bright beads,

the suck and

spew of

waiting, slick between

the reeds, beware the

stab of spines.

We are the fish in the tank, my sisters.

I see the patterns cast by constellations of the stars and through the glass I see a floating moon.

Toe in a stream tinkling, slip slip silver tears.
She can’t remember who she was but she can feel the sky blush pink upon her cheek.

She can’t remember where she lived but she can hear a heartbeat falling on the grass

and she can hear the wind:

firetail, nighthawk, falcon, kingfisher, curlew, kite

firetail, nighthawk, falcon, kingfisher, curlew, kite -

the eggshell eye cracks first.

beak dipped in yolk, steel hooks and razor curves,

skin sewn between the bones.

prehistoric.

pirate.

Gull.

Watch my wings as I rise up.

I’m inside out, the ghost of dragon clouds.

Between the land and sea she flies.

The scattered relics of a tribe and all the thoughts she ever had unwind behind her.
