An Underground Walk
(in the style of Christina Rossetti)

The trapdoor lies, in deed and name
Its bars are words and worms that will not die
Our darkness, below, that we should not scry
That since that day hasn’t been the same

From thought to thought, his fingers itch
He longs to delve, to hunt, to dig
For secrets that are newly grown, a sprig
Of curiosity and attention’s switch

There is a spirit that lurks beyond the gate
And casts long shadows from her grave
Shadows that he wants to brave
And seek trouble from their dark state

He answers not when our worries rise
Refuses concern about the potential danger
Even while his mood gets ever stranger
But I can’t imagine there lurks a prize

All we have are silent spaces
And yet that’s enough to build a wall
With barest gaps for well wishes to crawl
And thus we return to archived stasis

So here we sit and wait while he alone
Thinks that so above is not below
And by making webs of research grow
Ignores what our fears and cares cannot condone

Though all is still, an ill wind’s blowing
In the dark where secrets lair
Will it drive him beyond all care?
For I cannot tell where this door is going

