Along the Sea Shore
Grains of sand, adorn the land we call the sea shore.
Pebbles and shells, and seaweed that smells,

prompt the memory that we all adore.

From lovers to mothers with children so sweet,

we have all bathed in happiness in the summer heat.

From buckets and spades and candy floss pink,

to deck chairs and ice cream and that thirst quenching drink.

Along the sea shore we have all wanted more,

when September comes around knocking at the door.

It's a long cold wait, through our dark winter fate,

but autumn promises more, as we still walk the sea shore.

Hat's and scarves and jumpers thick,

and that bare footed paddle, albeit so quick!

The tea kiosk is closed, and the beach huts locked,

and the holiday makers return from whence they have flocked.

the sky turns grey, and we all long for the day,

when the sun shines bright again in the month of May.

We see the man and his dog, in the early morning fog,

looking for a stick, or a washed up log.

We hear the gulls still squawk, their seafaring talk,

as along the sea shore, we continue to walk.

We see the shimmer of the moon on a dark blue night,

lighting up the water, so clear and so bright.

We smell the salt on the sand, and hear the rhythm of the land,

as the waves crash the shore, the sound of which we adore.

Along the sea shore, there are memories galore.
Children's laughter and sand castles, and much, much more.

So this is my 'ode' to the sea shore, the place that I adore,

and I speak for everyone who can't wait, for next summers encore!
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