A word in your shell-like
A word in your shell-like…
Like when, sitting all alone, you raise an empty conch to your ear and hear the sound of an ancient sea
Like the intruder in your bed that you transfigure and string-along until you have it polished to perfection
Like the wampum that was woven into Hiawatha’s belt, you symbolised the peace and unity of native peoples 

Like your home is truly your castle, built and fortified to your own design, carried daily on the ceaseless ebb and flow
Like the secret that you harbour, clammed-up and water-tight, the patent emblazoned shield-like on your back 
Like the strandlines on beaches - driftwood, weed and shell - separate the water from the land: you patrol the border of time and tide
Like Botticelli’s Venus rising from the waves, gold-wreathed and naked on a shell, you maintain your mollusc mystery
Like not twisting your tongue when asked to recite: “She sells sea-shells on the sea-shore. The shells she sells are sea-shells”
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