Some Things Seem Much Deeper Than They Are


By Albert Stimson

Some things seem much deeper than they are.

My mind's a well; I'm careful not to fall.

I can't see through its darkness very far,

yet just a little farther would be all.

I draw up water, like a heart pumps blood.

Each sip a beat, it throbs beneath my skin.

It shatters in my heart to break the flood.

Each dewdrop grabs its neighbor, stretching thin.

In each-by-each each drop treads caterpillar,

each leg sucked in to touch its leader's place,

its tiny legs are both the sail and tiller,

a tiny green boat in a timeless race.

The wind picks up, the boat begins to fly.

It's carried on a wave of liquid stone.

A whirlpool winks its ever-hungry eye.

It plummets toward the bottom of the cone.

The sun comes out, it draws the vessel up,

a twisted relic, old - yet strangely bright.

I mend it, then I float it in my cup.

It shimmers in the early morning light.

My lips are parched, I move to take a sip.

The hapless vessel sounds a warning bell.

Too late - it runs aground upon my lip.

I throw it back to float within the well.

I'm through with drinking, now I wish it back.

Again, again, I let the bucket fall.

I cannot find it in the hollow black,

a princess who has dropped her golden ball.

My golden ball, my sunlight, disappeared.

Oh where's the frog that can eclipse my dread?

The orb is gone forever, as I feared.

I weep into the well and hold my head.

Some things are much deeper than they seem.

The water's surface only is the start.

The sinking treasure winks - a final gleam, 

before it hits the mud within my heart.

I grasp the rope in tense anticipation,

of the dive into the ocean of my past.

I step into the bucket - all sensation,

preparing for the water's frigid blast.

I panic, seize the rope to stop descending.

A pop - the rope goes slack within my hand.

I dive, the murky depths seem never ending,

'til I spot my treasure resting on the sand.

I clutch my prize, as back to earth I grapple.

I feel its weight, it drags me toward the sand.

I free myself from Adam's horrid apple,

as up I swim, now free to use my hand.

I reach the air - no rope - but there's a ladder.

How strange I did not see it going down.

I cannot climb back down, no thing is sadder,

but it saves all those of us who nearly drown.

