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Still Life with Walking Frame

My father moves downhill.
Spade slung widthways 

between his walking frame struts, a slow 
beat meters towards the shed, wood against 

plastic, rubber grips against gravel,
little fists of noise.

He pats stacked logs like an elderly herd, 
acknowledges their good behaviour, 

double-touches verify the wood.
In dim corners, shapes hunker

as if some bright memory 
lingers. He exits
 
frame first, moves with intent
towards the geraniums

like a snail pulls its being forward.
He lowers himself onto a Canada Dry crate,

pinches off depleted petals, pauses
between snips. Each forward-lean totters.

Light flicks through grass, bounces
off raucous starlings, finches and daring 

swallows. Curlew trill arches over every song.
Resilient and broken, he moves 

his frame back uphill. So much 
depends upon patience and keeping 

going.

1


