
What Would You Think of Me Now? 

 

Waves crash onto the land 

Sifting away the sand 

Ever-changing through time 

To wash away the grime 

 

To photograph the sea 

Still in its’ memory 

Never changing through time 

To stay, always, sublime 

 

Distant now time has grown 

Land transforms as it’s sown 

But the waves far away 

Won’t see the land today 

 


