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The Wishing Well

A 2,000-word poem

by Samuel Ludke
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Beneath the elm, where silence sleeps,

A wishing well runs cold and deep.

Its stones are slick with mossy age,

Its whispers older than a page.

And there I stood with coin in hand,

A broken man, a buried land,

Not here for gold or tale to tell—

But just to dream beside the well.

I wished for love, I wished for time,

I wished the stars would let me climb.

I wished for hands that held me tight,

For dawns that spilled unburning light.

But in that circle, round and still,

The water asked me: What's your will?

And I, too proud to fall or yell,

Just bowed my head beside the well.

—-
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Never find me unhappy, friend,

Not in the start, nor at the end.

Not in the rush of dying sun,

Not when the heart begins to run.

Fighters brawl with fists and pride,

But I have fought what hides inside—

The screamless wars, the sleepless nights,

The echoes lost in candlelight.

A child once, with golden dreams,

I built my hopes in shallow streams.

Each splash a kingdom, every stone

A tower where I'd stand alone.

The world was wide, the winds were fast,

I thought the grief would never last.

But what is childhood but a spell

Cast from a coin into the well?

—-
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The earth remembers every sound.

The fallen leaf, the breaking ground.

And deep within, the spirits moan—

The wishes cast, the seeds not grown.

I whispered, “Find me not in pain,

Find me not in winter's chain.

Find me where my soul is free,

Not in the fists of memory.”

But memory fights back, you see,

It will not let the fighters flee.

It drags you back to broken days,

To burning roofs and smoky haze.

It says, “You lied, you still regret,

You’re not done bleeding from the debt.”

And so I stood, no tale to sell,

Just me and God and the wishing well.

—-
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Love was fire and love was rain.

It burned through joy and cooled the brain.

She danced like summer in my chest,

She gave me hope, and left the rest.

Her voice still trembles in the breeze,

It haunts the silence of the trees.

“I loved you,” echoes through the dell,

Another lie for the wishing well.

I never punched a wall or screamed,

But in my mind, the world was mean.

And every night I’d sit and think

About the moment we both blinked.

I blinked toward faith, she turned away—

Two fighters in their own lost way.

But never find me filled with hate,

Not for her hand, not for my fate.

—-
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The wishing well does not reply.

It doesn't weep, it doesn't lie.

It holds the truths we can't contain,

The wet reflections of our pain.

Each penny dropped is someone’s sin,

A father’s fault, a lover’s grin.

A thousand echoes, voices fell

Into the throat of the wishing well.

I sat beside it in the dark,

And waited for some kind of spark.

A truth, a ghost, a winking flame,

Some proof that I was still the same.

But silence grew, and stars grew loud.

The night was thick, the moon was proud.

And in my mind, I heard a yell:

“Who are you now, who dared this well?”

—-
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I said,

“I am the man who loved too deep,

Who watched his hopes all fall asleep.

I am the scar, the faded song,

The one who stayed a breath too long.

But I am not the kind who cries,

I speak no death, I wear no lies.

Unhappy? No. I’ve walked through hell.

And still I come to the wishing well.”

Because hope is not a childish thing—

It beats inside the blood you bring.

And even broken, bruised, and bare,

I have enough of it to dare.

To dare the night, the voice, the past,

To dare the gods who do not last.

To dare and drop my soul as well—

Another echo for the well.

—-
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She once believed in magic too.

She wrote her wishes down in blue.

She tied them to the window pane,

And hoped they'd fly before the rain.

But when it stormed, her dreams were torn,

And I, too slow, too blind, too worn,

Could only watch her break the spell—

Another wish that fell in the well.

Do not find me in her tears,

Or in the ruin of my years.

Find me walking, find me brave,

Find me smiling at my grave.

Fighters rage and fall apart,

I just learn and hide my heart.

Because I know this tale too well—

The truth that sleeps in the wishing well.

—-
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A truth: we all are wishing still.

With every breath, with every thrill.

We wish for peace, we wish for grace,

For just one more familiar face.

We wish for youth, for health, for truth,

We wish to walk back into youth.

We wish and wish, and never tell

The full cost paid to feed the well.

But me? I wished and bled and burned.

And still, I’ve never once returned

To beg for things I cannot hold,

For second chances, hearts grown cold.

No, I came here with one pure plea:

That if I fall, they don’t see me

As weak or sad or less than whole,

But as a fighter with a soul.

—-

[image: ]


A soul that smiled, despite the dark,

That built his world from just a spark.

A man who didn’t fight with fists,

But learned to live in the quiet rifts.

A man who knelt before the well

And faced the ghosts he could not quell.

A man whose story still won’t sell—

But still he came to the wishing well.

And so, my friend, if you pass by,

Don’t look for tears inside my eye.

Don’t pity me, or pause your breath,

I do not weep, I do not beg for death.

I’ve fought, I’ve failed, I’ve found my peace

In every piece that will not cease.

And when the sky begins to yell—

I’ll smile once more at the wishing well.

—-
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So never find me unhappy, friend,
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