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Ours is a water world. Our planet’s surface is 71% ocean, and we live our lives on islands in that great sea. Our planet should be called Ocean, not Earth. Our planet should be called Salt Water.




There is only one ocean, one sea. A lot of the time it is too big to see and we forget it is there. We invent lines in the water and like to imagine we are dividing the world into seas and oceans, but we are not. We live out the moments of our island existences, perhaps even trying to set some of them down in words, but all around us is that greater unknown, too vast to comprehend.




We come from water, and we go back to water. Life may have begun in the ocean around deep water vents. Our ancestors evolved in salt water. It is estimated that over three million ships have sunk to the bottom of the ocean since people took to using boats. It is unknown how many people have drowned in that time.




The human body is around 60% water, although it depends who you are. In newborns, it can be 75%. Our bodies use salt water to carry electrical signals that make our bodies work. We are water beings. When we cry, out of sadness or delight, we shed salt water.




Salt water plays a role in folklore and mythology. It can heal – or help to ward off curses, evil spirits and demons.




The water in our ocean may have come from comets. Further back, all elements other than hydrogen and helium come from the processes of nuclear fusion in stars. You, me, our planet with all its animals and plants, the salt and the water: it all comes from the stars.




Every kilogram of sea water contains about 35 grams of salt. There are also traces of many other elements, as well as dissolved organic materials and, these days, microplastics. Salt water plays a vital role in absorbing atmospheric carbon dioxide. The ocean provides up to 80% of the oxygen we breathe.




 The freezing point of sea water decreases as the salt concentration increases. Tides are caused by the gravitational pull of the moon (and the sun) making the planet’s waters bulge.




Salt water is mildly antiseptic and can be used to help clean and heal wounds. Salts and water are essential to our bodies’ functioning. Taking a small amount of salt water can have health benefits, but drinking too much is dangerous. Drinking salt water will make you lose more water than you gain. Consume salt water slowly and carefully if you must.




	the tide rises...
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Curled up asleep there


as seraphic as


the furled e in serene.


Crossed feet for


perfectly drawn serifs,


your soft body


a rune of tightly cuddled limbs


as you revert to


the bliss of the huddled womb.


A quiet quotation mark


at the start of a life’s long speech,


the hushed susurrus


of a slowly drawn breath










Walking the Himalaya






All night long you climbed those mountains,


traversed vertiginous peaks.


Their silhouette scratching a line of black ink, a sketch


of monstrous teeth.


Panting the pain of each ascent, you snatched


at rough air through the mask.


To the summit, then down, the respite of the valley, while slowly


you were lost to the dusk.


But rescue teams eventually scrambled


their bags of blood and first-aid packs,


radioed for help, then hurried


into the darkness to follow your tracks.


Found you prone, the frost on your face


and stretchered, exhausted, the two of you back.










Unearthed






Bones tarred and old as peat,


alarming pegs for a skull of teeth,


empty eyes wild to bolt or fight,


ribs the staves of its barrel bulk.


Unearthed, bellowing, from below


the sucking clutch of cold soil,


to thrash in panic, lurch


and stagger back to stand,


quivering on cloven hooves,


antlers poised to whirl and clash


on wielded pagan spear and shield







Petrified, held at bay


Megaloceros giganteus,


this Great Irish Elk bull,


where it has stood,


four-square for all these years,


palmate antlers wide in welcome,


still the wary herbivore,


ghosts of its ears pricked,


watching this strange, dry world,


the pale bones of its real home,


green and rain, trees and bog







And a boy,


smelling the dust and death,


seeing this forest-god, dragon, minotaur


this earth-elemental, elf-mount


that all but moves its head


to watch as he walks by,


bellows its buried roar


down long corridors,


stamps the cold mud, snorts


warm clouds into the chill…


a boy gazing his awed elation


at this marvel, this glorious proof
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