
There are waves to chase and waves that crash,

There are waves to jump like skipping ropes,

Waves to run away to sand, waves to leap and bound.

Waves that are turquoise, waves that are brown,

Waves full of seaweed, waves that drown.

Waves clear and calm, waves angry and wronged,

Waves that whisper, waves that roar like thunder, 

Waves you’d never swim under, pounding rocks and shore.

Waves that put you to sleep, sssh sssh sssh cradle-rock.

Waves that look like sea horses or sheep or curly froth.

Waves that are cold as bare floor, waves that are warm as toast.

There are waves called the Black Sea, the Red Sea, the North Sea,

Waves called the Pacific Ocean, the Atlantic Ocean, the Antarctic.

If you counted them all, wave upon wave upon wave.

Would it be a hundred, a thousand, a billion – or more?
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