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The Battlefield 

At the battlefield, the sand quavered,

Defending against the sea,

As I went to surf,

By the rocky sand,

The ocean bed fired it’s artillery, 
As it attacked the sand.

The after noon came,

So I stopped surfing,

I saw the sand retreating up the beach,

So the sea slowly returned to its place,

Revealing slimly rocks,

After an hour or so the battlefield was cleared,

But the sea kept firing random artillery,

The war will never stop…
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