SEA CHANGE
I am turning in the waters

Twisting in the long kelp

Feasted on by fish

My eyes surround sand and 

Turn in to look upon these gray coils

For the last time.

It is an easy death.

She tells me I will be cast upon the shore

When the sea has made me new and strange.

Til then I will be turning, tangled, tasted – never fading.

