      The beautiful beach

The sun wakes up

And slowly starts his journey,
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Across the sky

In the early morning

And lights up the sleeping sea.

An ice-cream van sings,

In its high pitched voice,

As the children watch,

Wishing they had some money.

The waves dance up and down,

To the music of the wind.

The sand gobbles my feet,

And spits them back out again,

When I try to walk away.

The deckchairs stand to attention,

Straight as soldiers.

On them people sit eating,

Ice creams that seem to disappear

Quicker than an ice cube in a oven.

