Afternoon Beach

Home is hot.

The family fries

until we summon

the energy

to pull on stretchy suits,

grab towels,

and pile into the car,
which is an oven.

We drive

until a roar of waves
taunts us

from a parking lot.

On the beach
sand and sun

blaze hot,
but welcome breezes
play with my hair
until I pull it back,
away from their grasp.
I shed shorts and shirt
and
sprint to the water.

I push my way out
against crashing waves
and
dive
into
pure
cool

salty

pleasure.

Silence.

Silence until
I surface.
The roar
of ocean
fills my ears.

I stand,
wipe salt from my eyes,
and divethroughawave,
then ride the next
as it races to shore.
I get knocked flat,
float over more waves,
let them
push me
pull me
take me wherever
they want to go.
I dive over, under,
through.
I lose the time.

And suddenly
I’ve lost the time---
we need to leave.
I stagger onto the fiery sand
and wait
for my land legs to return.
My hair is salty.
My skin is sticky
as [ survey my crashing waves
my oceansky
my blue
beneath blue.

--Molly Jordan



