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Slipper Limpet Tower Auburn Shell Holey Shell Sea Whisperers

On tqr of an a_bandoned abode, énggnirnlga%}’?g :a, calcified, spherical being, | thought to u?\i(:lltl:ge? pendant on a Every shell has lived...
a silent specimen slumbers, now empty. made useful by the toll of the sea, . .
unmoving, unaware, unknowing, ) like human wisdom, A collection of beach musm%s by
itself a home for others, Smooth, pointy, sharp and soft, gained through trial and tribulation... ND+ writers Emma Robdale, Chloe
weary, some departed, the rest... i‘i’;gﬁz g?cgfsg‘igfr‘fb:r”iv;m‘;d indents, cuts, bruises, scars, Lewer, A%(lce Rl}l]ey and Simon
in a state of dream, TS, <t Do, 6 i, fuek aff L empthorne
tarnished by an algal blanket, tip, | hold the spiral t ;
we only awake when the tide a summit. | Wan?c to kflosve'ﬁ itg hmg’r;:hi’ps
arrives. A chipped, but beautiful jewel of the | want it to give me advice.
beach, . . 2
| cannot see the inside all at once, Can | identify my shell?
one part will always be hidden, ) .
swirling like the milky way, Is it here through willpower?
mellow like an autumn day, Or, perhaps, just sheer luck?
an auburn curl of Celtic hair, Picked up unsuspectingly,
smooth, shiny, matte, and fair. | rescued thee Baby Clam
from battering waves,
_now, Pure white.
who will rescue me? Small and delicate,

like a cardigan button.
Garnished by slate,
black and amber,
barely tainted by the ocean’s
drudgery,
a snow-white gem.
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