“The Wet Riddle”

I give many ones a home
My arms stay full of food

On the sand I comb

Nature’s softest interlude

I possess an air all my own

My fragrance matched by no other

Without her I am stone 

The moon she is my mother

For the most part, I am calm

My flowing soul serene

But for the mourners

I have no balm 

Many shipwrecks have I seen

Keeping up my mystery

I am a sailor’s potion

I will always be in history

You know me as the ocean
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