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I’m jumping waves at the beach with Dad.















If they’re small I can leap over their frothy peaks. 


Easy!















But further out, when they’re big, you have to


duck 


dive


 


under.















Today, the waves are shy, 



hiding in the flat, quiet sea.


We wait and watch the horizon. 


‘Finally! Here comes a good one, Maisie.’















Dad says waves are like  


a kiss from the wind,  


blown from the middle of the ocean. 


‘It’ll break when it moves from deep water to shallow bank. Can you see it?’


I see it!















The wave rolls into a gentle curl,  


then tips into bubbly, foamy froth. 
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