
Beach 

 

The artillery of domestic magic circumvents my doubt. I believe this 

magic is the way Christmas bells know peals of sound. The ocean, erotic 

in its waving chant of surf. I plunge through its armor. I use myself as a 

loom for a self. Midday sun bites my back. My purple bathing suit, a 

holler over the tan sand. My tiny son waves from the shore. 

 


