
Deep Eddy 

Swept away 

again 
by 
the  
beryl  
green 
water. 

Floating 
into the 
deep,  
circling, 
futility 

of our 
family’s 
familiar 
eddy. 

Years of knowing 
as I barrel down the current; 

if I reach for 
the long-dead branch  
above me, 

it 
will not 
hold 
my weight.


