The sea is a dream

How about running on the sand

Under the sky and in the sun

With many shells in our hands.

The father and his son

Will comme on a boat

To catch some fish

Because they are hungry a lot

And they want a big dish.

They would like to take a bath

But they aren’t on the sea

They are in a big glass

Where nothing they can see.

Mélodia snape

1985

