[bookmark: _q7dxvwiqui61]1. I Am a Wave-Cut Platform
I began my life at the base of a towering cliff, battered day after day by relentless waves. Hydraulic action forced air into cracks in the rock, and abrasion scraped away my surface with every crashing tide. Over time, a notch grew wider and deeper until the cliff above me collapsed. The cliff retreated inland, but I remained, a broad flat surface exposed at low tide. I am constantly smoothed by the grinding of shingle and pebbles. In some places, like Dorset’s Jurassic Coast in the UK, I stretch far out into the sea, a reminder of centuries of retreat. My life is one of persistence: eroded by waves, but always expanding as cliffs continue their slow march backwards.

[bookmark: _mqkh9gswgfof]2. I Am a Cliff
I stand tall and proud, facing the full force of the ocean. My lithology determines my strength—hard granite resists, while soft clay crumbles. Subaerial processes weaken me from above, as rainfall seeps through and weathering cracks my surface. From below, waves attack my base through hydraulic action and abrasion, carving a notch into me. Eventually, I can no longer support my weight, and I collapse into the sea. Each fall makes me retreat inland, but I never disappear—I simply reshape myself. I am both fragile and enduring, a dynamic balance between resistance and erosion. Famous examples of me can be found at Flamborough Head in Yorkshire, where chalk cliffs dominate the landscape.

[bookmark: _7gloe2i1zhzf]3. I Am a Stack
I was once part of a solid headland jutting proudly into the sea. But waves found weaknesses in my rock, carving caves with relentless force. Over centuries, caves deepened and met, forming a natural arch. The arch grew taller and thinner until the roof collapsed. Now I stand alone, isolated from the headland—a vertical pillar resisting the waves. I am spectacular but temporary. Every high tide undercuts me a little more, and eventually, I will fall and become a stump. Perhaps you’ve seen me, like the famous Old Man of Hoy in Scotland or the Twelve Apostles in Australia. My story is one of glory and eventual decline, shaped by waves and time.

[bookmark: _u0loybd18wbv]4. I Am a Spit
My story is one of movement, carried grain by grain along the shore by longshore drift. Littoral drift pushes me sideways as waves approach at an angle, depositing sediment where the coastline changes direction or at river mouths. Slowly, I grow out into the sea, curving as currents and tides shape me. Sometimes, salt marshes develop behind me, creating new ecosystems. I am constantly changing, reshaped by storms or nourished by new sediment. Famous examples include Spurn Point on England’s east coast and the sandy spit of Cheniere Caminada in Louisiana. I am a living testimony to the power of transportation and deposition.

[bookmark: _sce8xhrj1ekb]5. I Am a Beach
I am born from the endless supply of sediment—sand, shingle, or pebbles—transported and deposited along the shore. Constructive waves build me up, gently rolling material onto my surface, while destructive waves may strip me away during storms. My shape changes with the seasons: in summer I am wide and sandy, in winter I shrink and expose my shingle base. Vegetation may bind me in place, or dunes may grow upon me, making me more resilient. From Bondi Beach in Australia to Copacabana in Brazil, I am a space of both physical geography and human activity. My life is one of constant flux, shaped by tides, currents, and people alike.

