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Copycat brick flats and many sea front shops, a singular church, busy 

bus stops and beach huts with no doors shut. Damp thick sand 

renewing as it is smothered by soft waves. Throngs of people, arms 

bared to the sun, paddling, digging, sunbathing, playing, swimming, 

shouting, squealing, laughing. 

It is angry at the disruption. 

Clusters of footprints and beds made of towels; sandcastles built 

only to fall down; lazy white clouds drifting on by; people letting the 

sun caress their skin and warm the water between their toes. 

Wrappers and bottles mar the sands; being dropped carelessly by the 

thoughtless; washing up on the beach in their simple abandonment. 

Netting, glass and plastic ruining the view but no one seems to care 

enough to collect it.  

It is angry at the suffering. 

They only come when the sun’s out and what do they always do? 

Leave behind their waste to choke sea creatures and ruin the soft 

sands.  

No more, it decrees. No more. 

Thick layers of sun cream and moodily dark sunglasses; crackling 

barbeques and ice cream escaping its cones, trying to run away from 

hungry mouths as thousands of people enjoy the sun and the mirth. 

Thousands of people dropping wrappers and bottles, without a care. 

No more. 

The next day is quiet, calm. The opposite of the day before: instead 

of an atmosphere of fun and joy, the air is thick with fear. Despite 



the sun, high in the sky, fighting to show itself to the people below; 

the beach is empty. Not even one lone footprint marks the sand. 

Every copycat brick flat and sea front shop is being cleaned out, and 

evacuated, away from the fury.  Beach hut doors have been torn off 

their hinges; their insides missing and damp with salt. 

Parents had taken their children out of the water when the swell got 

more violent. It was too late when the waves grew to dangerous 

heights hurling themselves at the shore to drag the masses under. 

Foam sprayed the flats and shops as torrents of water drowned the 

beach huts, the sandcastles, the towels, the food. Everything in its 

path had been torn up and stolen away into the cold depths. 

Screaming, calling, yelling, shouting for help. None were answered! 

Thousands- gone in minutes. 

No more, it had said.  

Never again was a foot set on the golden sands. 

No more. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


