Watching the ocean, thoughts in motion,
Waves lapping the shore, absent commotion.
The tide slowly ebbs, stress surrounded,
My heart responds, emotions grounded.
A smattering of clouds, like a soft gray shroud,
Sayonara anxiety, you're no longer allowed.
The negativity abates, it's not too late.
Looking ahead, hey, it could be great.
A tired old soul, true, life's taken a toll.
But the next chapter... that's the goal.

