Vessel

Tossed among the waves,

On this journey we call life.

Thrown into the rocks,

Capsized repeatedly.

Lost in an ocean,

Of endless turmoil.

We drift for days on end,

Waiting for something to surface.

A small island appears,

In the middle of nowhere.

A temporary stopping place,

Gathering of thoughts and bearings.

Set out again with the next wave,

Carried back into the nothingness.

Drifting with no direction,

Barely staying afloat out here.

This is the daily struggle,

A moment to moment bout.

Just to be able to live,

Freely, without limits.

Yet it matters not,

For the next set will surely,

Sink my tiny vessel for good.

I am but a single being,

In this expanse of time.

My journey is not the first of its kind,

And will by no means be the last.
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