Beachside
By: Thomas Walk

These pebbles laying in the sand,
Are swept away by the ocean tide,
Over and over again.

The tragedy of my PTSD,
Like these pebble’s fight with the sea,
I feel tossed around on a whim,
Like I’m drowning with no way to swim.

In the picture these pebbles seem,
Much larger than this space.
In truth they are just tiny things,
Ill equipped to change their place.

In the picture these pebbles seem,
Forever cast in perfect beauty.
In truth this is just a tiny view,
The only fragment you can see.

The beauty of my PTSD,
Unlike these pebble’s fight with the sea,
I can learn to swim and survive,
And I can even learn to thrive.

And unlike pebbles in the sand,
I will not be controlled by the tide,
Ever, ever again.
