An Annual Remembrance of the Saltwater Kingdom

It was the same summer that we decided to live in sandcastles. She sewed all of her clothes together into a patchwork flag, which I still keep in a trunk underneath moth balls, diplomas, and rotten stuffed animals with unraveling faces. I take the flag out once a year, late at night on Independence Day, after my wife and the boys have gone to sleep. I stand on our rooftop, barefooted, and try to fly it like the wings of a giant moth, but there is never any wind and it just hangs there next to me, salty and lifeless, pride of a secret unforgotten kingdom. I have not been to the beach in ages. I let people think I don’t know how to swim.  Histories need not always be fully maintained. 

My wife doesn’t know I know this, but she does something similar with sleigh bells on Christmas. Except her sleigh bells always ring. 

