
Less to do with Tidal Pulls 

I didn’t realise you could see the salt of the ocean after the water had dried on 

your skin. Turns out, if you spend long enough in the sea, the 60% of your body 

that is water takes on the salt from your environment, until in the end, you 

become the beach. You sweat salt and the crashing of the waves is really a 

heartbeat, and the tide coming in and out has more to do with breathing and 

less to do with tidal pulls.  

I was sitting on the sand with my arms wrapped around my knees when I 

noticed the almost dusty glaze of salt that was covering my skin. The sun was 

setting and another day was slowly coming to an end. Determined to soak in 

every last dreg of the heat of the day I stretch my body out and lie, face down, 

on the sand.  

“I guess you’ll be leaving soon, now summer’s almost gone.” 

The voice sounded close enough for me to assume that the words it spoke 

were aimed at me. I lifted my head and found myself face to face with a 

woman. Face to face.  

“Sorry… you must have dozed off. I couldn’t resist seeing how close I could get. 

I like your tattoo. My name’s Steph.”  

I felt a flush of embarrassment colouring my neck. The tattoo is a rainbow flag 

on my shoulder blade. I looked down at the sand, then back at the woman who 

was smiling coyly at me. I could see her in silhouette only as the sun sunk 

deeper into dusk. The smoothness of her hair and the gentle curves of her 

shoulders; the dual peaks of her sunglasses perched on her forehead. She was 

close enough that I could smell her – sunscreen and salt and minty gum. 

Shifting position, I saw the plain ring on her thumb and a hint of cleavage.  

“I love the heat from the sand. It just fills me up. I’m here all year round, not 

just summer. Jen. Jen is me. My name, I mean. And thanks, I got it a few years 

ago. I’m Jen.” 

I stuttered and stammered over an introduction that was neither flirty or 

smooth. Pulling myself up, I sat, facing her, a hand shielding my eyes from the 



sun so that I could make out more of this woman. Mimicking me, she also sat, 

and her mouth curved into a smile.  

Like mirrors, we sat: two women, one beach, one summer, a million grains of 

sand. Her confident and certain, me a bumbling wreck of hormones and 

sunstroke.  

She said that she was here just for the summer; that after the summer she 

would be returning to Sydney. She said she was staying with some friends, a 

group she met years ago when she first came out. That every year, this group 

meets here in Newcastle for the summer. I told her the truth: that I’d been a 

lesbian since forever, so I’d always felt ripped off that I’d never had a coming 

out moment. I told her that I lived with my fur babies and that I couldn’t get a 

garden to thrive for the life of me. She told me that she tried every cliché 

available when it came to expressing herself as a lesbian, and then one day she 

got pissed off with it all and just shaved her head, and loved it. I told her that 

the rainbow tattoo was there not for pride but as a kind of advertisement.  

We talked until darkness fell around us, tucking us into an ocean of solitude.  

For all intents and purposes, we were alone.  

Just two women, one beach, one summer, a million grains of sand.  

It wasn’t until she pulled away that I realised our kiss was real. The sudden 

separation. Our smiles interrupted each other until we simply smiled together, 

and my hands touched her back, her hips, her thighs. I tasted her salt: her 

neck, her shoulders, her lips.  

Our arms our legs our mouths wrapped around each other until we were no 

longer two women, but an act of summer. 

After the summer, she returned to Sydney.  

After the summer, we knew we wouldn’t see each other again.  

After the summer, the salt eventually left my skin and the coming and going of 

the tide still had more to do with breathing, and less to do with tidal pulls. 


