I sit here fascinated by the swaying pier,
The waves blast it mercilessly front and rear.

The supports are solid to their concrete core,
Yet give and take all the way to the shore.

For what appears unyielding to a lingering gaze,
Is vulnerable with the passing of many long days.

Fishermen cast their lines hoping for a bite,
Calm and patient, timing must be just right.
A line runs taut, battle's about to be fought!
The hook holds true, a gleaming fish caught.

Children dash to and fro along the planks,
Gleeful cries abound, playing naive pranks.
A far too brief spell spent in innocence,
Let them enjoy it while it all makes sense.

As years pile up, often saddled with doubt,
Remember to contemplate what it's all about.

Stand like the pier through all life's brought,
Life is precious, don't let it come to naught.

