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The sea burns my skin. Its turbulence washes the shore.
Time unrolls its history like waves hitting the beach.
So many steps washed away in a single sweep.

Sometimes | wish the sea would clear the land from all its greed.
Life is short, just a gust of wind in the line of time.
Why waste it in lust for power and gold ?

Deep in the program of life, | have two eyes just like the fish have.
Deep in the program of life, | have the will to survive just like we all have.
Deep in the program of life, | have a brain to think and ponder why | am here.

| leave my steps on the beach, no one can say where | came from.
| leave my steps on the beach, no one can say where | went to.
| leave my steps on the beach, no one can say which one was my step.

Shall | leave it to that and walk into the sea, never turning back?
Wind and water will quickly erase the steps, forgotten for eternity.
| go to the shore and bury my feet in the sand.

As long as | stand waves will hit my face but | will remain.

There's a new pebble on the beach, someone will pick it up.
There's a new pebble on the beach, someone will cherish it.
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