Cliff View

By Albert Stimson

Trapped, on a ledge so narrow he can barely stand,

A man holds his eyes hard shut,

Hugs the rock behind him with his palms, afraid,

Wills himself to become stone.  Long time, sun and wind,

A thought comes:  No one will ever come here,

No way down but one, no point in staying.

Opens his eyes, looks own.  Six dots on the road, 

Miles below, black; he remembers:

Old Jim’s funeral today.  Poor man knew he was dying

These past four years, near the end he couldn’t move

Or speak much, still he hung on.  (Jim once said: 

“we’re dying all our lives.  I’ve just had some –help-,

been pushed along.”)

The man raises his eyes along the road,

Green-blue haze over forest pines,

Sun on a lake, squinting bright,

Brighter, the consuming glare of the sea,

The solid blue substance of a cloudless sky,

Neither near nor far, blue pressing into his eyes

Until the tears come and he closes them again.

In the sudden dark redness, the colors explode all over again.

He laughs, the sound dead in all that space

Of the world, and wind.

All day he watches the sun swing lower in the sky,

Until the red light is right in front of his eyes

And he has to look down at the shadows of trees 

And the lights of the towns at dusk.

All night he watches the stars wheel across the moonless sky,

Shivering against the stone, light is so slow, he thinks,

Those stars might now be gone…

The last thing he remembers is the glow,

Morning light from behind hitting the morning clouds, 

Eyelids flutter and fall with unstoppable weight,

He awakes weightless, laughing,

Air rushing by.

