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Corfiot Bliss /  

Beach House Sinfonia 
 

 

The glowing orb, perfectly round, horizon bound  

reminds me of delicate Kumquat fruit of Chinese lore 

Which upon this Ionian island alone is found. 

 

After winter gales I plucked you ripe 

Not to bury you senseless deep in fruit or jam 

But to celebrate the colour of island life. 

 

To play spring games with suitors bold in tall glasses  

chilled to cold upon the fingertips and eager lips  

of friendships new and friendships old. 

 

Graced with the tart tinge of tea 

Enlivened with an effervescence clear 

Piquant and fresh, as clear blue sea.  

 

Softly sibilant, wavelets ripple across the white sand then recedes, leaving only faint 

dampness which swiftly absorbs down through soft, fine grains. Precious moments in the 

sleepy hours of the seemingly endless sunny days in the golden years.  

The beach house is a glittering, reflective palace set in a sea of azure, striated with cobalt 

blue and sheltered within the pink coral horseshoe reef upon which the waves expend their 

energy before reaching the lee shore. The dwelling is framed against an ever-changing 

backdrop of verdant greens and browns punctuated by coruscations of ruby red, pineapple 

yellow, amethyst purple and salamander orange blooms. A spectrum to reflect the chakras 

of those who dwell here. In the beginning the palace had been an upturned keel upon 

eight vertical poles, its walls just waving, whispering palm fronds and a floor of rushes. 

Generations built, one upon another, year upon year, until the curved roof recalls the 

upturned keel but it now sturdily thatched against all weathers. Through transparent walls 

BY MATTHEW HISBENT 
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family keep watch over sand, sea and rocks embraced by glistening seaweed. Reflections 

shimmer on the turquoise lagoon and a small craft, sometimes set with sail but equipped 

with a trustworthy engine, idles at the jetty, rocking gently with the tide.  

The sub-aqua realm within the coral walls teems with life. Free swimming rainbow-hued fish, 

sea stars, sea cucumbers, clams and small octopus. Occasionally a sea turtle passes 

languorously by, luxuriating in the warm shallow water. On the reef fish graze upon the algae 

and tiny plants which thrive in the filtered sunlight. The circle of life turns within this place, 

sustaining each other. Over the lagoon the tang of brine drifts on slow breezes.  

Though it is early yet, the grandchildren are already on the beach scavenging for shells 

which they plop into their small baskets. An occasional squeal of delight, always within 

earshot, signals the discovery of something special, a sonorous conch or exotic nautilus or 

abalone shining with rainbow luminescence. They precariously walk along a sea-weathered 

log buried in the sand, crossing Kong Chasm, or crawl from the gentle surf, Robinson and 

Crusoe discovering virgin land. This is safe space for all, a haven while Mum and Dad sail in 

deeper seas, leaving grandparents and grandkids to endlessly explore, tirelessly treasure 

hunt and excitedly enjoy warm sun, warm seas. The white sand runs from littoral zone to tree-

line; cool and damp or dry and soft squeezing between bare toes exposed by the childlike 

and nonchalant discarding of flip flops.  

In the old rattan chair, rocking synchronously with the undulating, eternally moving waves, 

he takes needle and shuttle in hand to craft a new net. This net will not be used to ensnare 

living things with casual indiscrimination. With rod and line they catch the occasional fresh 

fish for the table through need not desire. The nets find many uses. Holding toys in the 

children’s bedroom, suspending fruit from a nail and occasionally a net can be sold.  

The very first net spoke of the days since the storm hit the boat and brought them to shore in 

this place. One knot for each day; at a century of knots they knew they had found the place 

they did not know they had been searching for in their dreams. At five hundred knots they 

had a shelter growing into a home. By a chiliad of knots they knew there could be no other 

place where they would live. They no longer count the knots; the days continue to be 

etched in their bones.  

With his loaded shuttle in his right hand and gauge in his left he loops and threads, tightens 

and knots as the net grows. This is thinking and remembering time, essential for the tale he 

will tell the children as they sit by his chair in the afternoon shade. Part truth, part imagination 

but always fresh.  

His reverie is accompanied by the music of Nature. Where Vivaldi represented all of nature 

from tumbling streams to feathered chansons and barking dogs, from the Beach House 

Sinfonia natural sounds play for him as the musical instruments which were once his life, an 

echo of a time before this place.  

He raises his baton, a personal memento, and taps gently but firmly on the rattan arm, 

calling Nature’s orchestra to order. As if by command the bamboo tubular bells above his 

head begin to chime in the breeze; low, middle and high, a three-part harmony of 
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xylophone and piano as overture. They herald the arrival of the harps - tinkling shells woven 

in the net slung between poles on the beach below. Seagulls keening overhead are violins 

and violas, producing high piercing tones to counterpoint the soft sushing, sushing rhythm of 

the waves upon the sand and the deep moaning breeze through palm fronds, like brushes 

on tympani. Distant storm clouds rumble a bass section, bassoon and string bass. 

Occasionally a bigger wave crashes against the rocks on the headland, the crashing of 

cymbals behind the strings and horns. The vocal section is provided by the wild parrots and 

macaws which make their homes amongst the trees, filling the air with voices like mermaids 

singing. If mermaids truly lived, they would live in a magical place such as this.  

The children approach with their own timpani; the lad beating a rhythmic tap upon a large 

conch shell; his sister shaking razor clam shells threaded on rattan twine as if they were 

maracas. In the old man’s imagination these sounds merge to a sweet, lilting, mellifluous 

refrain which warmly envelops the Beach House. The performance concludes with a single, 

grandiloquent and resonant blow upon the conch, akin to the note of  C, C sharp or D, 

echoing along the waves.  

Together, nature’s symphony, family and Beach House comprise their ikegai – the joy they 

find together in living this lifetime through each and every day – ashita, asatte, shiposatte 

and beyond – looking forward with hope and joy.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

https://www.bing.com/search?q=define+grandiloquent&FORM=DCTRQY
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Five of Your Five a Day. 

In One Can 
 

 

 

It was a mistake to ask Harry about his Totally Tropical Lilt. But he always had a can on the 

go. Walking into town, strolling on the front, standing in the rain, there it was, the exotic fruit 

concoction ready cracked for the guzzle. I knew he believed it was illegal to be without a 

hat in winter and that ripped jeans needed public censure, but I still asked him why he was 

so keen on the drink. Maybe I hoped for something about it bringing sunshine into the 

greyest of days. What he told me was the government health mantra, “five fruit a day.” And 

then he waggled the can at me, winking at how easily he’d met the government mandate. 

And, yeah, it had been a mistake to ask him. Because now I envied him that belief, too. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

BY MIKE HICKMAN 
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Fruit, Forward 
 

Overheard at the next table, woman on phone:  

‘Well, I’m on my honeymoon. Yes, yes, I know… No. Not a word… Well, what else? Waste all 

that money?... Hot as hell, like really, blazing!... At least I have a good drink, all oranges and 

pinks, tiny specks of ice, cute pineapple spike that pokes my nose, balances the hot sun 

while I get burnt, alone… Ha, get it, burnt? Like two ways, one by him, one by the sun!... Of 

course it’s funny!... The drink? Really good, watermelon, some other kind of melon, juices, 

very fruit-forward, refreshing. Lots of rum! Saving my life, really. Without this to take the edge 

off I might just walk straight out into that beautiful blue water, or sit and bawl right here at this 

table, tropical drink in hand!’ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

BY R. CANE 
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Waiting on the Granitas 
 

 

The weather used to tell us so much. That if the sun started to prick my skin in a way that 

makes me smile with nostalgia, then I knew it was summer. Now that happens between 

snowfalls in January. But trust the granitas - when you walk down our street and florescent 

Italian ice swirls at the front of every cafe to mesmerise the thirsty and the sweaty, then you 

know there's a taste of mango or melon in my mouth, a faint stain on my teeth, and your 

smile on my lips. You only ever get the pineapple but you've never had to wonder about the 

other two. Today, a granita ran after me to whisper, "summer is back." But I'd already spotted 

you; pineapple in your left hand, mango in your right, and me on your mind. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

BY SURAYA KIAWAN-TESSA 
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A Diller, A Dollar 
 

 

On a brittle beach  

formed from sleek,   

spun-sugar filaments,  

where waves  

of millet-like grain  

pelt the shoreline, depositing  

a ragged trail of seeds,  

we find a milky expanse  

of chalky sand dollars,  

each one more flawless  

than the last,  

because, it seems,  

they’re made  

from bleached-out plastic:   

a fake crustacean purity.  

  

Capturing impeccably  

those gritty surfaces  

and celebrated star insignias,  

these synthetic seashells  

transcend the original.  

  

Although they’re artificial,  

I can find no fault  

with their existence.    

  

To remove them  

for the sake of authenticity  

would deprive  

this alien environment  

of its eerie, compelling beauty.  

  

So we take some as souvenirs,  

not the undeniably  

natural shells, tossed close by  

in modern middens,   

BY ALISON JENNINGS 
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since many are broken,  

and cannot match perfection.  
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Sea Song 
 

Tide pulls rocks on its journey out to horizon.  

Tumbling one against the other.   

Rough smooths rough as iron sharpens iron. 

Water flows away from me,  

Over pebbles closest to shore,  

The song's volume rising as water recedes,  

Tempo rises until almost deafening.  

Then stops.  

The tide has left. The rocks are still.  

Waves rush back in, tide flows back out,  

dragging rocks over each other.  

Small ones don't make so much noise.  

After years, they are worn to powdery sand 

No longer needing to be pulled into the sea.  

Sand stands still.  

No need to be pulled noisily in and tossed about. 

The tumbled rocks are smooth, round, covered with salt.  

Bearing the signature of the sea. 

To the rocks, this sound of sanctification is violence. 

To those listening in the distance, it’s a song. 

 

BY AMY NICHOLSON 
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Ocean’s Melody 
 

                        Cerulean-lilac sky hovers over the tranquil, illuminating ocean,  

                                                                        white clouds inhale its’ sea-salt air.  

                                                Waves collide with shore rocks.  

Sand wears seashell jewelry and seaweed shawl is still.  

                                                                                    Crabs scurry.  

                                                                        Rosy starfish slowly crawls.  

                                    Seagulls fly and squawk.  

                                                                        Pelicans flap their white wings.  

Pod of dolphins jumps and swims in the water,  

                                                                                                            chirping their song.  

                                    Harbor seals rest and sunbathe on rocks, barking.  

                                                Clown fish, blue tanks, yellow tangs, porcupine fish,  

                                                                                        and Moorish idols swim.  

                    Coral reefs, different colors and sizes, meditate and reach their arms.    

   

                                            Octopus’ tentacles osculate.  

                                                                        Eels slither, like snacks through the grass.  

                                                                                     Green sea turtle gracefully swims. 

                                                Jellyfish floats, like a ghost,  

                                                                            across the ocean’s depth.  

                                    Humpback whale sings his long, slow song to his love.  

                                                                         Pearls gleam within oysters’ wide mouths.  

                                                     Mermaids with emerald, orange, golden, and      

BY CHRISTINA CIUFO 
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                                                                     sapphire tails, sit on charcoal rocks,                 

                                                                                           singing their alluring notes  

                                                                                               to the ocean’s melody. 
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Walking the Beach on Our 

Thirteenth Anniversary 
 

 

The white egrets settle on the shore 

next to us, halluxes sketching 

grooves in the wet sand, like the smooth lines 

in the palm of your hand. One wave 

chases another. Each bird poses, 

beek up, then begins stepping 

through the breakers. Both walk 

autonomously, circling 

back to each other, circling 

four sanderlings who are nipping 

the retreating suds. White foam 

settles on our toes. 

We stand very close. 

The sun casts a rolling 

reflection, the light  

curling before us. 

Predictably, our heels sink 

like coquina shells that 

nestle in the warm afternoon, 

hustling to hide  

from heat. Pelicans sweep  

between the blues, 

where the swells fade, where I lace  

my fingers in yours  

and walk on. 

 

 

 

 

BY MATTHEW MILLER 

 



15 
 

Lovers Getaway 
 

 

The joy of wriggling feet in wet sand as waves tease toes with cool kisses, one after the other 

in the rhythmic love of touch. 

Whet sand sticks to heals. Tinny particles embedded in natural valleys of skin, playing as if 

they lived there when it’s vacation day. 

The sand paper feel of brushing particles of rocks from flesh, and finding them attached to 

palm and fingers and hiding in, in between places. 

Better to walk the shores barefoot, letting the warmth of sun and wind do their work? Watch 

the dark sands lighten to dry dust. 

Brush hands together to cast tinny stones aside. Now ankles can be cleared of minuscule 

boulders, only the finest of glittering flecks remain as reminders of earth and skins dalliance.  

Sandals laced. Only a stone here and there, stealing a peck from human follicles. Goodbye, 

kisses. Reluctantly brushed aside. 

 

"Tomorrow." 

 

We whisper to the waves as the beach house light beckons. The courtship of human hearts 

and beach lasts only a day. 

In the morning waves crash and clouds weep their farewell as a drizzle, on our last beach 

walk. 

We can hear the gulls cry, "Don’t leave!" The salty breeze seals love like heartache to our 

memory with scent we won't forget. 

He holds the suitcase as I hold him. 

 

"We'll come back someday." 

 

The sand hiding in spaces between sandal leather and sole won't let me forget this promise. 

 

BY MARY GRACE VAN DER KROEF 
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Beauty is in the Eye of 

the Seashell-Holder 
 

“Look Mum!” 

I flinch as the tiny human approaches.  

“Don’t touch it. It might be dangerous!” 

They both hover over me while I wallow in the shallows expecting the tide to drag me back 

to the depths where I belong.  

The soft sand surrounds me as drops of seawater collect in my crinkles. All heated by the sun 

overhead. I feel totally disorientated; this is so far from my usual haunt. The gentle waves 

stroke me in such a kind manner that I can’t deserve.  

“It’s so pretty!” The girl calls with excitement and I wonder what’s nearby that they’re talking 

about – it can’t be me.  

“Careful then. Check there’s nothing living it in – you mustn’t disturb life.”  

Definitely not me then. Life abandoned me already. I failed my mission. Even when an 

insignificant speckle on the seabed, I couldn’t be trusted with my ward; I watched, helpless 

as it was poached by the hungry forces of the ocean deep. I am unworthy to belong in the 

undersea world. Flung out to drift and tumble and crash ashore like an outcast.  

I feel the human touch me, something I’ve never felt before and soon I’m flying upwards. I 

leave the watery confines and glide away in the hands of the explorer.  

“Look! It’s so pretty!” 

“I think it’s an oyster shell darling,”  

“Wow!” 

BY KATIE ISHAM 
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I spin as I’m tossed skyward and I feel the warm rays of the sun on my cracked ridges. They’ll 

soon see my imperfections and discard me. I’m an impostor.  

I move away from the shoreline, from my place. But not far.  

The girl stops.  

“This is perfect!”  

We move towards a sand structure: the grandest shape of sand I’ve ever seen. The cruel 

depths deny such frivolous flights of imagination. There are towers and walls, with shells 

adorning every surface. They look happy, content to be part of something. The girl smiles, 

proud of her work and soaking up the joy of the beach.  

She spins me again, then places me in the only gap, atop the tallest tower. I sit amongst the 

assortment of shells. Every shape, every colour, some whole, some broken. We unite as a 

new picture, a new vision from our young creator.  

I feel seen. I have a place, a purpose, for the first time in a long time.  

The sun swings across the sky, diving seaward. The girl waves us goodbye, but still we stand 

tall and proud. And united.  

Other people walk by, smiling and comment on our beauty. I forget about my previous life in 

the dark; I have a new role. I want to stay here forever.  

The undersea life seems like an age ago. But the currents are coming.  

For me.  

In the pulse of a wave, they’re there, mocking me. The tide creeps nearer with every swell to 

steal me away.  

But I don’t flinch. I know I have the resilience to survive the sea. I now see my worth. 

I am the world’s oyster.  
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Summer Rain 
 

 

Beyond the pale blue skies 

Where the seagulls cry 

The child wails on the beach. 

 

The ice-cone is on the sand, 

The sunshine melts it into 

A creamy river in the grains  

 

Of  

Sands before the rain comes 

And scatters us all towards the cars. 

 

Sandcastles abandoned by the troops, 

Taken over by the returning tides in 

The summer rain.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

BY ROBIN MCNAMARA 
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Nature’s Thrill Ride 
 

Thunderheads loom above 

as cackles from clouds 

pester our flight 

from their pursuing frenzy. 
 

The boat motor surges 

onerously against rising whitecaps 

as we become chum 

for these wet denizens. 
 

Walls of water 

march toward our ramparts 

as peaks and troughs 

frustrate forward motion. 
 

Within moments of breaching, 

winds change, 

as if at the end of their leash 

and move away to seek other miscreants. 
 

Slipping soundlessly into the safety 

of canegrass canals 

with fish lockers full at day’s end 

the Bayou maintains its Siren’s call for sailors. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

BY JASON DE KOFF 
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The Sea Caressed Shore 
 

 

Day 1: Sat out of color, gazing at the drowsy sun  

            Spelling unfathomable names and phrases 

            Damp shore retained my traces,  

            Of borrows filled with sparkling water  

Day 2: Sat again, sat to gather the dampness near 

            Unearthing shells big and small 

            Picked to kept aside, unhindered  

            Shaping a clear mound of softness  

Day 3: A change came over the hue 

            The dome seems changed  

            A supported frontier had emerged.  

Trespassed? I quietly receded. 

Day 4: A freshly scribbled apology graced me 

            Considered. I nodded. Looked around,  

None. Added two little mounds 

            Touched upon the frontier a little. 

Day 5: Waves. Rising. Falling. Abruptly.  

            More details surfaced, a steep round  

            Staircase. A stronger square frontier. 

            Some of my improvements, I left there. 

Day 6: Appreciation note! The shore blushed,  

Blushed the sun and I reflected them both  

Near completion, our compilation seemed 

BY ANISHA KAUL 
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Maybe a shared solace, of some near future. 

Day 7: Dark sky, solitary shore, warnings all around. 

            “Must keep far”, reason shouted. No, there is a  

            Promise to keep. Promise? To whom? I hurried. 

            Betwixt, the angry sea and the dwelling  

Stood a shadow – relieved, I joined his league. 
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Prayer for Cape Cod 
 

 

When the rumbling fog tumbles on the shore  

thick and heavy as a winter blanket,  

it will trace gentle salt deposits on your skin like sweat —  

let it.  

 

When you stand in the water and the waves tickle the back of your knees,  

hermit crabs will dance the waltz across your feet,  

in time with the ocean —  

let them.  

 

When the wind peppers you with static pinprick sand,  

the sand will settle a homestead in your sneakers long after you leave  

and throughout the winter —  

let it.  

 

When the sun falls low at your back,  

the ocean will whisper lullabies and rock the day to sleep,  

and the songs will swell in time in your chest and on the sand  

until they both feel whole again —  

let them. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

BY MAGGIE PETRELLA 
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