Beach 					Liz Hodgson May/June 2021
Verses
1: Blue patterns on shell – 
2 & 3: Blue patterns on shell
1: Brick turns into pebble – 
2 & 3: In my hand
(All voices): And our footprints, for a tide’s breath, waiting
1: Rock turns into sand –
2 & 3: Rock turns into sand
1: Sand turns into castles – 
2 & 3: In the air
(All voices): And our footprints, for a tide’s breath, waiting to vanish
Chorus
And the waves whoosh
And the windmills turn
And the wood that was tree grows green again – repeat

[bookmark: _GoBack]A bit of guidance: If there aren’t enough of you to sing both notes in the chords in the middle part of the chorus, go with the higher note. Go steady on the triplet notes. If any of the close notes are tricky, sometimes it helps to pick them out, dwell on them, letting yourselves feel and hear them together before singing whole lines again. 
Most of these lyrics arrived on the beach at Winchelsea Beach in Sussex, after more than a year of pandemic. The ‘wood’ refers to the amazing weather-sculpted groins along the beach which are gradually being covered with barnacles and bright green seaweed, revealing their growth rings and looking at times like strange trees. 
