Seashore

Marilyn,

Come out.

The sun is shining bright, past a cold and moonless night,

And the waves are breaking on the seashore,

Marilyn, come out today.

Marilyn,

Come see.

The waves are breaking fast, and I wonder, will it last?

And the stones are grinding with the sand,

Marilyn, come with me.

Now the waves come, higher and higher,

Reaching shore, they quietly retire.

Now the waves come, louder and louder,

Grinding the beach to a fluffy powder.

Dying now, the waves, retreating

The day is old, the light, fleeting.

Marilyn,

Come walk with me.

The day is nearly done, you can see the setting sun

As it disappears, renews our fears,

Marilyn, come walk with me.

Marilyn,

I'm leaving.

But though I now must go, I think we both now know

That we'll meet again, I don't know when,

Somewhere,

And the waves crash on.
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