The tide comes in
The tides goes out

I am getting anxious

I want to shout

As grains of sand

Wash out to sea

Whatever will

Become of me?

When every grains 

Been washed away

How will I stand

Oh, Lord I pray.

You who calmed 

Seas that tossed

Hear me, Save me

I am lost.

For when the shores

Completely gone

What am I

To stand Upon?

The last grain goes

I watch distressed

I am lost for sure.

Please help me rest.

