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Raking Leaves  

a
        boy gazes







at a leaf, wondering  






why the loftiest 
are often the last  







  
to fall, why the sun



 
surrenders all the rest 
to keep a last 







one near? An old soldier
with a decorated breast 






stepping off into the West








as one-by-one, these  





veined 





         veterans







disappear. A







 boy looks







 
at a ladder leaning 









against the eaves, at











a leaf-clogged gutter, at










the print of a work-boot










on a metal step, at a well- 
coiled garden hose and
the well-lraked piles of leaves, at 




















the sweat-brown handle of






                of an old mower, whose blades  
 







sang on a Saturday like the spokes 










of a Schwinn clothes-pinned

with a baseball-card. Now  
spider-webbed  







       in a garage corner, where 









a navy footlocker gathers










dust and a uniform











trimmed in gold gathers











            must in every fold, and 




       

the blade that used 




to gather grass now 






gathers rust as I grow







old. The
broken hamper awaits 




        repair, and the old recliner’s 



wooden lever awaits a hand




no longer there. The brass

poker in its stand wants  

a grip to shift a log, in 

hours so warm, my heart would curl  



inside them by the fire




          like a dog. Now




the iron cradle  






sags, a bough white 







with the fallen fleece 

of all it remembers, amid

embers grey as a December fog. A

boy peers
       through a window’s condensation 

cleared by a circling fist, sees 
the sun-rain of a frosted fence
rail, the boot-tracks across 
frosted grass. I

too am 






         frost and fence, fingered 

by a low light across the land, for    






   when I reach for the hoe

and rake, they reach back, 

grip my heart as though 

it is a wooden handle

stained with another’s sweat. 

Gripping these old grains

    as I rake a last leaf 

from the lawn, helps me grip  

a pain that strains 

belief, as I tend 

methodically 
to what has gone. 


