Change

People settle into routines

Like a child at the beach

Burying himself in the sand

Up to his neck

Facing away from the ocean

Happy, warm, content

Oblivious to the rising tide

Until someone points it out

Or he feels the foam

Tickling the back of his neck

Always with mild surprise

He claws his way out

Shivers for a moment

Then, finding he has grown

He digs himself another hole

A little further

A little deeper

